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ADVEKTISEMENT. 


Books written by boys, which pretend to give a 
picture of manners, and to deal in knowledge of hn> 
man nature, must necessarily be founded on affec- 
tation. They can be, at the best, but the results of 
imagination, acting upon knowledge not acquired by 
experience. Of such circumstances, ex^geration is a 
necessary consequence, and false taste accompanies 
exaggeration. Nor is it necessary to remarl^ that a 
total want of art must be observed in their^pSiges,'for 
that is a failing incident to all first efforts. When the 
writers of such books are not again heard of, the 
works, even if ever noticed, are soon forgotten, and 
so there is no great harm done. But, when their 
authors subsequently become eminent, such works often: 
obtain a peculiar interest, and are sought for from 
causes irrespective of their merits. Such productions 
should be exempt from criticism, and should be looked 
upon as a kind of literary lusus. 

These observations apply to "Vivian Geey.” 
more than a quarter of a century its author has ve^; 
fiised to reprint it; but tlie action of the foreign 
presses iu the present day, especially in the United 
States and Germany, renders an author, fio longesTthe 
master of his own will. It has, therefore, been 
thought best to include it in this general edition of 
his works, and so it is hoped that* it will be read with 
an indulgent recollection of the conditions under which 
it was produced. 

J!7ovember, 1853. 




VIVIAN GKEY. 


BOOK 1. 

CHAPTER I. 

We are not aware that the infancy of Vivian Grey was distin- 
guished by any extraordinary ineidciit. The solicitude of the 
most afiectioiiate of motlicrs, and the care of the most attentive 
of nurses, did their best to injure an excellent constitution. But 
Vivian w'as an only child, and tliesc exertions were therefore ex- 
cusable. For the first five years of liis life, with his Qurly locks and 
his fancy dress, lie was the pride of his own, and the envy of all . 
neighbouring establishments; but, in process of time, the spirit of 
boyisni began to dovelope itself, and Vivian not only would brush his 
hair straight and rebel against his nurse, but actually insisted upon 

being breeched ! At this crisis it w^as discovered that lie had 

been spoiled, and it ^s determined that he should be sent to 
school. Mr. Grey oWrvcd, also, that the child was nearly ten 
years old, and did not know his alphabet, and Mrs. Grey remarked, 
that he was getting very ngH| The fate of Vivian was decided. 

“ I am told, my dear,’’ observed Mrs. Grey, one day after dinner 
to her husband, “ I am told, my dear, that Dr. Flu^mmcry's would 
do very well for Vivian, ^^otliiiig eau exceed the attention which 
is paid to the pupils. There are sixteen young ladies, all the 
daughters of clergymen, merely to attend to the morals and the 
linen — ternrs very moderate — 100 guineas per annum, for all under 
'six years of age, and few extras, only for fencing, pure milk, and 
the guitar. Mrs. Metcalfe has both her boys there, and she says 
their progress is astonishing! Percy Metcalfe, .she assures me, 
was quite as backward as Vivian — ^indeed, much backwarder; and 
so was Dudley, who was tanglit at home on the new system, by a 
pictorial alphabet, and who persisted to the last, notwithstanding 
all the exertions of Miss Barrett, in spelling A-P-Es-Tuonkey, 
merely because over the word, there was a monster munching an 
apple/* 


6 


VIVIAN GREY. 


** And quite right in the child, my dear—Pictorial alphabet!— 
pietoria] fool’s head I ” 

“ But what do you say to Flummery’s, Horace ? ” 

" My dear, do what you like. I never trouble myself, you 
know, about these matters;” and Mr. (xrey refreshed himself, 
after this domestic attack, with a glass of claret. 

Mr. Grey was a gentleman wlio had succeeded, when tile heat 
of youth was over, to the enjoyment of a life estate of some two 
thousand a-ycar. He was a man of lettered tastes, and had 
hailed with no slight pleasure his succession to a fortune which, 
though limited in its duration, was still a very great thing for a 
young lounger about town; not only with no profession, but 
with a mind unfitted for every species of business. Orev, to the 
astonishment of his former friends, the wits, made an excellent 
domestic match; and, leaving the whole management of his 
household to his lady, felt himself as independent in his magni- 
ficent library, as if he had never ceased to be that true freeman, a 
MAN OF CHAMBERS. 

The young Vivian had not, by the cares which fathers are 
always heirs to, yet reminded his parent, that children were any- 
thing else but playthings. The intercourse bcdwcou father and 
son was, of course, extremely limited; for Vivian was, as yet, 
the mother’s child ; Mr. Grey’s parental duties being confined to 
giving his son a daily glass of claret, pulling his ears with all the 
awkwardness of literary affection, and trusting to God “ that the 
urcliin would never scribble.” 

“ I won’t go to school, mamma,” bawled Vivian. 

" But you must, ray love,” answered ^rs. Grey ; “ all good 
boys go to school;” and in the plenitude of a mother’s love, she 
tried to make her oflfspring’s l)air 

‘‘ I won’t have my hair curl, mWnna ; the boys will laugh at 
me,” rebawled the beauty. 

‘‘Now who could have told the child that?” monologised 
mamma, with all a mamma’s admiration. 

‘‘ Charles Appleyard told me so — his hair curled, and the 
boys called him girl. Papa! give me some more claret — I 
won’t go to school.” 


CHAPTER 11. 

Three or four years passed over, and the mind of Vivian 
Grey most astonishingly developed itself. He had long ceased to 
wear frills, bad broached the subject of boots three or four times, 
made a sad inroad during the holidays in Mr. Grey’s aforesaid 
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bottle of claret, and was reported as haring once swpm at the 
footman. , The youn^ gentleman began also to hint, liming 
every vacation, that the fellows at Flummery’s were somewhat too 
small for his companionship, and (first bud of puppyism !) the 
ft)rmer advocate of straight hair, now expended a portion Of his 
infant income in the purchase of Macassar, and began to cultivate 
Iiis curls. Mrs. Grey could not entertain, for a moment, the idea 
of her son’s associating with children, the eldest of whom (to 
adopt his own account) was not above eight years old; so 
Flummery, it was determined, he should leave. But where to go ? 
Mr. Grey was for Eton, but his lady was one of those women 
whom nothing in the world can persuade that a public school is 
anything else but a place where boys are roasted "alive ; and so 
with , tears, and taunts, and supplications, the point ^f private 
education was conceded. 

At length it was resolved that the only hope should remain at 
home a season, until some plan should be devised for the cultiva- 
tion of liis promising understanding. During this year, Vivian 
became a somewhat more constant intruder into the library than 
lieretofore; and living so much among books, he was insensibly 
attracted to those silent companions, that speak so eloquently. 

How far the character of the parent may influence the character 
of the child, the metaphysician must decide. Certainly the cha-- 
racter of Vivian Grey underwent, at this period of his life, a sen- 
sildc cliangc. Doubtless, constant communion with a mind highly 
refined, severely cultivated, and much experienced, cannot but 
produce a beneficial impression, even upon a mind formed, and 
upon principles developed : how infinitely more powerful must the 
influence of such communion be ‘upon a youthful heart, ardent, 
innocent, and unpractised ! , As Vivian was not to figure in the 
microcosm of a public sch^, a place for which, from his temper, 
he w.as almost better fitted than any young genius whom the play- 
ing fields of Eton, or the hills of Winton, can remember, there 
was some difficulty in fixing ujiou his future Academus. Mr. 
Grey’s two axioms were, first, that no one so young as his son 
should settle in the metropolis, and that Vivian must consequently 
not liave a private tutor ; and, secondly, that all privi^ schools 
were quite worthless ; and, therefore, there was every probability 
of Vivian not receiving any education whatever. 

At length, an exception to axiom second started up in the esta- 
blislimcnt of Mr. Dallas. This gentleman was a clergyman, a pro- 
found Grecian, and a poor man. lie had edited the Alccstis, and 
married his laundress — lost money by his edition, and his fellowship 
by his match. In a few days, the hall of Mr. Grey’s London man- 
sion was filled with all sorts of portmanteans, trunks, and tnmL 
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ling cases, directed in a boy’s sprawling Iwnd to " Vivian Grey, 
Esquire, at the Reverend Everard Dallas, Bunisley Vicarage, 
Hants.” 

God bless you, my boy! write to your mother soon, and re- 
member your Journal.” 

CHAPTER III. 

The rumour of the arrival of a new fellow,” circulated with 
rapidity through the inmates of Bunisley Vicarage, and about 
fifty young devils were prepaTing»io quiz the new-comcr, when 
the school-room door opened, and Mr. Dallas, accompanied by 
Vivian, entered. 

"A dandy, by Jove!” whispered St. Leger Smith. “Wliat a 
Imowiiig set out!” squeaked Johnson secundus, ‘‘Mammy-sick!” 
growled Barlow primus. This last exclamation was, liowcver, a 
most scandalous libel, for certainly no being ever stood in a peda- 
gogue’s presence with more perfect sang froid, and with a bolder 
front, than did, at this moment, Vivian Grey, 

One i)rinciple in Mr. Dallas* system was always to introduce a 
new-comer in .scliool-hours. He was thus carried iniiiiediately 
in madias res, and the curiosity of his co-inatos being in a great 
degree ||iiiisfied, at a time when that curiosity could not personally 
annoy him, the new-comer was, of course, mucli better prepared 
to make his way, when the absence of the ruler became a signal 
for some oral communication witli “ the arrival.” 

However, in the present instance the young savages at Burnsley 
Vicarage liad caught a Tartar; and in a very few days Vivian 
Grey was decidedly the most popular fellow in the school. He 
was “so dashing! so devilish good-tbmpered ! so completely up 
to everything ! ” The magnates of the land were certainly rather 
jealous of his ajiccess, but their very sneers bore witness to liis 
popularity. “ Cursed puppy,” whispered St. Leger Smith. “ Thinks 
liimself knowing,” squeaked Johnson secundus. “ Thinks himself 
witty,” growled Barlow primus. 

JSotwi^standing this cabal, days rolled on at Burnsley Vicarage 
only to witness the increase of Vivian’s popularity. Although more 
deficient than most of his own age in accurate classicfil attainments, 
he found himself in talents, and various acquirements, immeasurably 
their superior. And singular is it, that at school, distinction in such 
points is ten thousand times more admired by the multitude, than 
tlie most profound knowledge of Greek Metres, or the most accurate 
acquaintance with the value of Roman coins. Vivian Grey's Eng- 
lish verses, and Vivian Grey’s English themes, were the subject of 
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universal commendatipn. Some young lads made copies of these 
productions, to enrich, tti the Christmas holidays, their sisters’ 
albums; while the whole school w^ere scribbling embryo pr^e* 
poems, epics of twenty lines on ^ the Ruins of Passtum’’ and ^ the 
Temple of Minerva;’’ Agrigentum,” and “ the Cascade of Terni.** 
Vivian’s productions at this time would probably have been re- 
jected by the commonest twopenny publication about town, yet 
they turned the brain of the whole school ; while fellows who were 
writing Latin Dissertations and Greek Odes, which might have 
made the fortune of the Classical Journal, were looked on by the 
multitude as as great dunderheads ns themselves. Such is the 
advantage which, even in thi^ artificial world, everything that is 
genuine has over cvcrytliing that is false and forced. The dun- 
derheads who wrote good Latin,” and Attic Greek,” did it by 
a process, by means of wliich, the youngest fellow in the school 
was conscious he could, if he chose, attain the same perfection. 
Viviaij^Grey s verses were unlike anything which had yet appeared 
ill tlic literary Annals of Burnsley Vicarage, and that which was 
quite novel was naturally thought quite excellent. 

Tliero is ud place in the w'orld where greater homage is paid to 
valent than an hhiglisli school. At a public school, indeed, if a 
yoiitli of great talents be blessed with an amiable and generous 
disposition, he ouglit not to envy the Minister of England. If any 
f a])fjnn of Eton, or ])rfefoct of Winchester, be reading these pages, 
let him dispa, siyonatcly consider, in what situation of life he can 
rationally expect that it w ill be in lii.s power to exercise such infiu- 
eiiee, to ha\e such opportunities of obliging others, and be so con- 
fident of an allectioinite and grateful return. Ay, there’s the rub ! 
Bitter thought! that gratitude should cease the moment we be- 
come men. 

And sure I am, tliat Vivian Grey was loved as ardently, and as 
faithfully, as you might expect from innocent young liearts. His 
slight acc^l)lishments were the standard of all perfection ; his 
sayings were tlic^oul of all good fellowship ; and his opinion, the 
guide ill any crisR which occurred in the monotonous existence of 
the little commonwealth. And time Hew gaily on. 

One winter evening, as Vivian, with some of his particular cro- 
nies, were btanding round the school-room fire, they began, as all 
iiphoolboys do when it grows rather dark, and they grow rather 
senrtmental — to talk of ^Iome. 

“ .Twelve W’eeks more,” said Augustus Etherege — twelve weeks ' 
iriord; and we are free! The glorious day should be cele- 
brated.” 

A feast, a feast ! ” exclaimed Poynings. 

feast is but the work of a night,ysaid Vivian Grey: 
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^ something more stirring for me ! What s^ you to private thea- 
tricals?” 

The proposition was, of course, received with enthusiasm, and 
it was not until they had unanimously agreed to act, that they uni- 
versally remembered that acting was not allowed. And then they 
consulted whether they should ask Dallas, and then they remem- 
bered that Dallas had been asked fifty times, and then they “ sup- 
posed they must give it up and then Vivian Grey made a pro- 
position which the rest were secretly sighing for, but which they 
were afraid to make themselves — ^lie proposed that they should 
act without asking Dallas. — “Well, then, we’ll do it, without 
asking him,” said Vivian ; — nothing is allowed in this life, and 
everything is done : — in town there is a thing called the French 
phiy, and that is not allowed, yet my aunt has got a private box 
then*. Trust me for acting — ^but what shall we perform ?” 

This question was, as usual, the fruitful source of jarring opin- 
ions. One proj)osed Othello, chiefly because it would be easy 
to black a face with a burnt cork. Another was for Hamlet, solely 
because ho wanted to act the ghost, which he ])roposed doing in 
white shorts, and a iiight-caj). A third was for Julius Ciusar, be- 
cause the murder scene “would be such fun.” 

“ ^o! 110 ! ” said Vivian, tired at these various and varying pro- 
posals, “this wUl never do. Out upon Tragedies; let’s have a 
Comedy ! ” 

“ A Comedy! a Comedy! — oh! how delightful ! ” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Afteu iin immense number of propositions, and an equal num- 
ber of rei^etitioiis. Dr. Iloadlcy’s bustling drama was fixed upon. 
Vivian was to act llmiger, Augustus Kthcrege to personate 
Clariuda, becau\ 3 e ho was a fair boy and always bliislii^ ; and the 
rest of the characters found able representatives. Every half- 
holiday was devoted to rehearsals, and nothing ftiuld exceed the 
amusement and thorough fun which all the preparations elicited. 
All went well — Vivian wrote a most |>athetic prologue, and a most, 
witty epilogue. ISthcrege got on capitally in tlie nnusk scene, and 
Poynings was quite perfect in Jack Meggot. There was, of course, 
some difficulty in keeping all things in order, but then Vivian Grey 
"was suc£ an excellent manager ! and then, with infinite tiict, the 
said manager conciliated the Classics, for he allowed St. Leger 
Smith to select a Greek motto, from the Andromache, for the 
front of the theatre ; and Johnson secundus and Barlow primus 
were complimented being allowed to act the chairmen. 
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But, alas ! in the mi^st of all this sunshine, the seeds of discord 
and dissension were fast, flourishing;. Mr. Dallas himself was 
always so absorbed in some freshly-imported German commen- 
tator, that it was a fixed principle with him, never to trouble 
himself with anything that concerned his pupils, out of school 
hours." The consequence was, that certain powers were neces- 
sarily delegated to a certain set of beings called Ushers. 

The usherian rule had, however, always been comparatively light 
at Burnsley Vicarage, for the good Dallas, never for a moment 
entrusting the duties of tuition to a third person, engaged these 
deputies merely as a sort of police, to regulate the bodies, rather 
than the minds, of his youthful subjects. One of the first princi- 
ples of the new theory introduced into tlie establishment of Biirns- 
ley Vicarage by Mr. Vivian Gre 3 % was, that the ushers were to be 
considered by the boys as a species of upper serv'aiits ; were to be 
treated with civility, certainly, as all servants arc by gentlemen ; 
but tl^H^io further attention was to be fwiid them, and that any 
fellow voluntarily conversing with an usher was to be cut dead by 
the wluJte school. This pleasant arrangement was no secret to 
those whom it most immediately concerned, and, of course, ren- 
dered Vivian rather a tavouritc with tliera. These men had not 
the tact to conciliate the l>oy, and were, notwithstimding, too much 
afraid of his influence in the school to attack him openly; so' 
they w’iiitcd with that patience wliicli insulted beings can alone 
endure. 

One of these creatures must not he forgotten ; his name was 
Mallet t; he was a perfect s})ecimen of the genuine usher. The 
monster wore a black coat and waistcoat ; the residue of his cos- 
tume w'as of that mysterious colour known by the name of jiepper- 
aiid-salt. lie w^as a pallid wretch with a pug nose, white teeth, 
and marked with the sinall-pox ; long greasy black kair, and 
small black, beady eyes. This diemon watched the progress of the 
theatrical company with eyes gloating with vengcaifce. No attempt 
had been made to keep the fact of the rehearsal a secret from the 
police; no objection, on their part, had as yet been made; the 
twelve weeks diminished to six ; Ranger had secretly ordered a 
dress from town, and was to get a steel-handled sword from Fen- 
tum’s for Jack Meggot ; and every tJjirig was proceeding with the 
most delightful success, wlieii one morning, as Mr. Dallas was ap- 
parently about to take his departure, with a volume of BeckeFs 
Thucydides under his arm, the respected Dominie stoj)ped, and 
thu.s harangued : I am informed that a great deal is going on in 
this family, with wliicli it is intended that I shall be kept unac- 
quainted. It is not my intention to name anybody or anything at 
present ; but 1 must say that of late the temj^r of this family has 
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sa^y changed. Whether there be any seditions stranger among 
you or not, I shall not at present even endeavour to discover; but 
I will warn my old friends of their new ones and so saying, the 
Dominie withdrew. 

All eyes were immediately fixed on Vivian, and the faces of the 
Classics were triumphant with smiles ; those of the manager's par- 
ticular friends, the Romantics, we may call them, were clouded ; 
but who shall describe the countenance of Mallett ? In a moment 
the school broke up with an agitated and tumultuous uproar. No 
stranger ! ” shouted St. Leger Smith ; “ No stranger ! ” vociferated 
a prepared gang. Vivian’s friends were silent, for they hesitated 
to accept for their leader the insulting title. Those who were 
neither Vivian’s friends nor in the secret, weak creatures who side 
always with the strongest, immediately swelled the insulting chorus 
of Mr. St. Leger Smith. That worthy, emboldened by his success 
and the smiles of Mallett, contained himself no longer : “ Down 
with the manager! ” he cried. His satellites chonissed. now 
Vivian rushed forward. ‘’Mr. Smith, I thank you for being so 
definite; — take that! ” and he struck Smith with such force that 
tlic Cleon staggered and fell ; but Smith instantly recovered, and 
a ring was as instantly formed. To a common observer, the com- 
hafants W'ere most unequally matched ; for Smith was a hurley, 
big-limbed animal, alike superior to Grey in years and strength. 
But Vivian, though delicate in frame, and more youthful, was full 
his match in spirit, and, thanks to being a Cockney! ten times his 
match ill .science. He had not built a w hite great coat, or drunk 
blue ruin at Ben Burn’s for nothing! 

Oh I how beautifully he fought ! how admirably straight he hit ! 
and his stops quick as lightning ! and his followings up confounding 
Ms adversary with their painful celerity! Smith, alike puzzled and 
punishedf yet proud in his strength, hit round, and wild, and false, 
and foamed like a furious elephant. For ten successive rounds the 
result was dubfous ; . hut in the eleventh the strength of Smith 
began to fail him, and the men were more fairly matched. “ Go 
it, Ranger! — go ii.. Ranger!” halloed the Greyites; “No 
stranger ! — no stranger ! ” eagerly bawled the more numerous 
party. “ Sn.itli’s floored, by Jove!” exclaimed Poynings, wdio 
was Grey’s second. “ At it again ! at it again ! ” exclaimed all. 
And now, when Smith must certainly liavc given in, suddenly 
stepped forward Mr. Mallett, accompanied by Dallas ! 

“ How, Mr^ Grey! No answer, sir; I understand that you have 
alwaj^s an answer ready. I do not quote Scripture lightly, Mr. 
Grey ; but ‘ Take heed that you offend not, even with your tongue.' 
Now, sir, to your room.” 

When Vivian Gre^again joined Ms companions, he found Mm- 
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self almost universally shunned. Etlierege and Poyninga were the 
only individuals who met him with their former frankness. " A 
horrible row, Grey,” said the latter. ‘‘ After you went, the Doctor 
harangued the whole school, and swears you have seduced and 
ruined us all; — everything was happiness until you came, &c. 
Mallett is of course at the bottom of the whole business : but what 
can we do ? 33allas says you have the tongue of a serpent, and that 
he will not trust himself to hear your defence. Infamous shame ! 
1 swear ! And now every fellow has got a story against you : some 
say you are a dandy — others want to know, whether the next piece 
performed at your theatre will be ‘ The Stranger — as for myself 
and Etherege, we shall leave in a few weeks, and it does not signify 
to us; but what the devil you're to do next half, by Jove, I can't 
say. If I were you, I would not return." 

“ Not return, eh! but that will I though ; and we shall see who, 
in future, can complain of the sweetness of my voice 1 Ungrateful 
fools ! 


CHAPTER V. 

The Vacation was over, and Vivian returned to Bumsley. 
Vicarage. He bowed cavalierly to Mr. Dallas on his arrival, and 
immediately sauntered up into the school-room, where he found 
a tolerable quantity of wretches looking as miserable as school- 
boys who have left their pleasant homes generally do for some 
four-and-twenty hours. "How d'ye do, Crey.^ Ilow d'ye do, 
Grey?" burst from a knot of iinhajipy lellows, who would have 
felt quite delighted had their newly arrived co-mate condescended 
to entertain them, as usual, with some capital good story fresh 
from town. But they were disappointed. 

" We can make room for you at the fire, Grey,” said Theophilus 
King. 

“ I thank you, I am not cold." 

" 1 suppose you know that Poynings and Etherege don't come 
hack, Grey?" 

• “ Everybody knew that hist half;" and so he walked on. 

"Grey, Grey!” halloed King, "don't go into the dining-room; 
Mallett is there alone, and told us not to disturb him. By Jove, 
the fellow is going in ; there'll be a greater row this half between 
Grey and Mallett, than ever.” 

Days — the heavy first days of the half, rolled on, and all the 
citizens of thi^^^litle commonwealth had returned. 

" AVhat a dtdi half this will be ! ” said Eardley ; " Iiow one misses 
Grey’s seiU-After all, they kept the school aliVe ; Poynings was a 
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first-rate fellow; and Etlierege, so deueed good-natured! 1 
wonder whom Grey will crony with this half! Have you seen 
him and Dallas speak together yet ? He cut the Doctor quite 
dead at Greek to-day.” 

“ Why, Eardley ! Eardley! there is Grey walking round playing 
fields with Mallett ! ” halloed a sa^iey who was killing the half- 
holiday by looking out of the window. 

‘‘The devil! 1 say, Matthews, whose flute is tliat? It is a 
devilish handsome one!" 

“ It's Grey’s ! I clean it for him,” squeaked a little boy. “ He 
gives me sixpence a-week !” 

“ Oil, you sneak ! ” said one. 

“ Cut him over!” said another. 

“ Roast him ! ” cried a third. 

“ To whom are you going to take the flute?” asked a fourth. 

“To Mallett,” squeaked the little fellow; “Grey lends his flute 
to Mallett every day.” * 

“Grey lends his flute to Mallett! The deuce he does! So 
Grey and Mallett are going to crony !” 

A wild exclamation burst forth from the little party ; and away 
each of them ran, to spread in all directions the astounding 
.intelligence. 

If the rule of the ushers had hitherto been light at Burnsley 
Vicarage, its character was materially changed during this half- 
year. The vexatious and tyrannical influence of Mallett was now 
experienced in all directions; meeting and interfering with the 
comforts of the boys, in every possible manner. His malice w^as 
accompanied too by a tact, which could not have been expected 
from his vulgar mind, and which, at the same time, could not have 
been produced by the experience of one in his situation. It was 
quite (evident to the whole community that his conduct was dic- 
tated by another mind, and that that mind was one verseil in all 
tlie secrets of a school-boy’s life, and acquainted with all the 
workings of a school-boy’s niind: a species of knowledge which 
no pedagogue in the world ever yet attained. There was no 
diificulty in discovering whose waft the pow'cr behind the throne. 
Vivian Grey was the perpetual companion of Mallett in his w ulks, * 
and oven in the school ; he shunned also the converse of CNcry 
one of the boys, and did not aliect to conceal that his quarrel was 
universal. Superior power, exercised by a superior mind, w^as for 
a long time more than a mutch even for the united exertions of 
the whole school. K any one complained, Mallett’s written answer 
(and such Dallas always required) -was inimediatelj^^^dy, explain- 
ing everything in . the most satisfactory manneb, and refuting 
every complaint with the most triumphant spirit. JPallas, of 
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eourse, supported his deputy, and vras soon equally detested. This 
tyranny had continued trough a great part of the long half-year> 
and the spirit of the school was almost broken, when a fresh 
outrage occurred, of such a nature, that the nearly enslaved 
multitude conspired. 

The plot was admirably formed. On the first bell ringing for 
school, the door was to be immediately barred, to prevent the 
entrance of Dallas. Instant vengeance was then to be taken on 
Mallett and his companion — the smaJc ! the spy ! the traitor ! — 
The bell rang : the door was barred : four stout fellows seized on 
Mallett — four rushed to Vivian Grey : but stop : he sprang upon 
his desk, and placing his back against the wall, held a instol at 
the foremost : Not an inch nearer, Smi^ll or — I fire. Let me 
not, however, baulk your vengeance on yonder hound : if I could 
suggest any refinements in torture, they would be at your service- 
Vivian Grey smiled, while the horrid cries of Mallett indicated 
that the boys were “ roasting” liiin. He then walked to the door 
and admitted the barred-out Dominic. Silence was restored. 
There was an explanation, and no defence ; and Vivian Grey was — 
expelled. 


Vivian was now seventeen ; and the system of private educa- 
tion having so decidedly failed, it was resolved that he should 
spend the years antecedent to Ids going to Oxford, at home. 
Nothing could be a greater failure tJian the first weeks of his 
‘‘course of study.” He was perpetually violating the sanctity 
of the drawing-room by tlu? presence of Scapulas and H(‘derics, 
and outraging the propriety of morning visitors by bursting iut(> 
his mother's boudoir, with lexicons and slippers. 

“ Vivian, my dear,” said his father to him one day, “ this will 
never do : you must adopt some system for your studies, and some 
locality for your reading, llavc^ a room to yourself; set apart 
certain hours in the day for your books, and allow ])o consideration 
on earth to influence you to violate their sacreducss ; and above 
all, my dear boy, keep your papers iii order. I find a dissertation 
on ‘ The Commoi'ce of Carthage,’ stuck in my large ]>aper cojiy of 
VDibdiu’s Decameron,’ and an ‘Essay ou the Metaphysics of 
Music’ (pray my dear fellow beware of magazine-scribbling) 
cracking the back of Montfaucon’s ‘ Mouarcliie.’ ” 

Vivian apologized, promised, protested, and finally sat down 
“ TO READ.” He had laid the first foundations of accurate chissical 
knowledge under the tuition of the learned Dallas ; and twelve 
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hours a-daj, and self-banishment from society, overcame, in twelve 
months, the ill effects of his imperfect education. The result of 
this extraordinary exertion may be conceived. At the end of 
twdve months, Vivian, like many other young enthusiasts, had 
discovered that all the wit and wisdom of the world were concen- 
trated in some fifty antique, volumes, and he treated the unlucky 
modems with the most sublime spirit of hauteur imaginable. A 
chorus in the Medea, that paiuted the radiant sky of Attica, dis- 
gusted him with the foggy atmosphere of Great Britain ; and while 
Mrs. Grey was meditating a visit to Brighton, her son was dream- 
ing of the gulf of Salamis. The spectre in the Persse was his only 
model for a ghost, an^the furies in the Orestes were his perfec- 
tion of tragical machiRy. 

Most ingenious and educated youths have fallen into the same 
error ; but few have ever carried such feelings to the excess that 
Vivian Grey did ; for while his mind was daily becoming more 
enervated under the beautiful but baneful influence of Classic 
Beverie, the youth lighted upon Plato. 

Wonderful is it, that while the whole soul of Vivian Grey seemed 
concentrated and wrapped in the glorious pages of the Athenian, 
— ^whilc, with keon and almost inspired curiosity, he searched, and 
followed lip, ‘ and meditated upon, the definite-mystery, the indefi- 
nite developmetit^-^while his spirit alternately howed in trembling 
and in admu'atioii, as he seemed to be listening to the secrets of 
the Universe revealed in the glorious melodics of an immortal 
voice ; — ^wonderful is it, I say, that the WTiter, the study of whose 
works appeared to the young scholar, in the revelling of his enthu- 
siasm, to be the sole object for which man was born and had his 
being, was the cause by which Vivian Grey was saved from being 
all his life a dreaming scholar. 

Determined to spare no exertions, and to neglect no means, by 
which he miglijb enter into the very penetralia of his mighty mas- 
ter's meaning, Vivian determined to attack the latter Platonists. 
These were a race of men, of whose existence he knew merely by the 
references to their productions, which were sprinkled in the com- 
mentaries of his “ best editions." In the pride of boyish learning, 
Vivian had limited his library to Classics, and the proud leaders of 
the later schools did not consequently grace his diminutive book- 
c^e. Ill this dilemma he flew to his father, and confessed by his 
request that his favourites were not all-sufficient. 

« Father ! I wish to make myself master of the latter Platonists. 

I want Plotinus, and Porphyry, and lamblichus, and Syrianus, 
and Maximus Tyrius, and Proclus,- and Hierocles, and Sallustius, 
and Damascius." 

Mr. Grey stared at his son, and laughed. 
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“My dear Vivian! are you quite convinced that the authors 
you ask for are all pure Platonists ? or have not some of them 
placed the ^eat end rather in practical than theoretic virtue, and 
thereby violated the first principles of your master? which would 
be very shocking^. Are you sure, too, that these gentlemen have 
actually * withdrawn tlie sacred veil, which covers from profape 
eyes the luminous spectacles?* Are you quite convinced that 
every one of these worthies lived at least five hundred years after 
the great master? for I need not tell so profound a Platonist as 
yourself, that it was not till that period even glimpses of the 
great master’s meaning were discovered. Strange! that time 
slioiild alike favour the philosophy of theory, and the philosophy 
of facts. Mr. Vivian Grey, benefiting, I presume, by the lapse of 
f urtlicr centuries, is about to complete the great work wlpch Prot- 
eins and Porphyry commenced.” 

“ My dear sir ! you are pleased to be very amusing this morn- 
ing.” 

“ My dear boy ! I smile, but not with joy : sit down, and let us 
have a little conversation together. Father and son, and father 
and son on such terms as wc are, should really communicate oftener 
together than we do. It has been, perhaps, my fault ; ‘ it shall not 
be so again.” 

“ My dear sir ! ” 

“ Nay, nay, it shall be my fault now. Whose it shall be in 
future, Vivian, time will show. My dear Vivian, you have now 
spent upwards of a year under this roof, and your conduct has 
been as correct as the most rigid parent might require. I have 
not wished to interfere with the progress of your mind, and 1 regret 
it. I have been negligent, but not wilfully so. I do regret it ; 
because, whatever may be your powers, Vivian, I at lea^t have the 
* advantage of experience, I see you smile at a word which I so 
often use. Well, well, were I to talk to you for ever, you would 
not understand what I mean by that single word. • The time will 
conio, when you will deem that single word — everything. Ardent 
youths in their closets, Vivian, too often fancy that they are pecu- 
liar beings ; and I have no reason to believe tlnit you are an ex- 
ception to the general rule. In passing one whole year of your 
life as you have done, you doubtless imagine that you have been 
spending your hours in a manner which no others have done be- 
fore. Trust me, my boy, thousands have done the same; and, 
what is of still more importance, thousands are doing, and will do, 
the same. Take the advice of one who has committed as many, 
ay, more, follies than yourself ; but who would bless the hour that 
he had been a fool, if his experience might be of benefit to his 
beloved son,” 
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dm’l a^^iiate joatself ; we are conaiiittk^ toother. Let 
aaiee what ia to be done. Try to asceitam whi^ you are al(nie» 
wiat may be the chief ol^ts o£) your existence in this world. I 
wsnt you to take no theological dogmas for granted^ nor to satisfy 
year doubts ceasing to think ; but, whether we are in this world 
in a state of probation for another, or whether we cease altogether 
when we cease to breathe^ human fSeelings tell me that we have 
amne duties to perform,-— to our fellow-creatures — to our friends — 
to ourselres, Pnijs tell||^^ my dear boy, what possible good your 
perusal of the latter Platonists can produce to either of these three 
interests ? I trust that my child is not one of those who look with 
a glazed eye on the welfare of their feDow-meii, and who would 
dream asjfay an useless life by idle puzzles of the brain : — creatures 
who consider their existence as an unprofitable mystery, and yet 
are afraid to die. You will find Plotinus in the fourth shelf of 
the next room, Vivian." 


CHAPTER Vn. 

In England, personal distinction is the only passport to the so- 
ciety of the great. Whether this distinction arise from fortune, 
family, or talent, is immaterial; but certain it is, to enter into 
high society, a man must either have blood, a million, or a genius. 

The reputation of Mr. Grey had always made him an honoured 
guest among the powerful and the great. It was for this reason 
that he had always been anxious that his son should be at home 
as little as possible ; for he feared for a youth tlic fascination of 
London society. Although busied with his studies, and professing 
" not to visit," Vivian could not avoid occasionally finding himself 
in company in which boys should never be seen ; and, what was 
still worse, from a certain social spirit, an indefinable tact, with 
which Nature had endowed him, this boy of nineteen began to 
think this society very delightful. Most persons of his age would 
have passed througli the ordeal with perfect safety ; they would 
have entered certain rooms, at certain hours, with stiff cravats, 
and Nugee coats, and black velvet waisteoats ; and after having 
annoyed aU those who condescended to know of their existence, 
with their red hands and their white gloves, they would have 
retired to a comer of the room, and conversationised witli any 
stray four-year-older not yet sent to bed. 

Itot Vivian Grey was a graceful, lively lad, with just enough of 
dandyism to preserve him from committing gaucheries^ and with a 
devil of a tongue. All men will agree with me that the only rival 
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to be feared bj a man of spirit is--a deTer boy. Wlmt 
them so popular with^womeiii it is dif^ult to explaiu; bonse'MV 
Lady Julia Kniglitou, and Mrs. Frank Delming^Ui and b^lf a 
score of dames of fEisbion^ were always patronising our hero, who 
found an evening spent in their society not altogether dull, fbr 
there is no fascination so irredstible- to a boy as the smile of 
a married woman. Vivian had passed such a redtiae life for the 
last two years and a hatf, that he had quite forgotten that he was 
once considered a very i^eeahle fellow; and so, determined to 
discover what right he ever had to such a reputation, he dashed 
into all these amourettes in beautiful style. 

But Vivian Grey was a young and tender plant in a moral hot- 
house. Ilis character was developing itself too soon. Although 
his evenings ware now generally passed in the manner we have 
alluded to, this boy was, during the rest of the day, a bard and in- 
defatigable student; and having now got through au immense 
series of historical reading, he had stumbled upon a branch of 
study certainly the most delightful in the world ; but, for a. boy, 
as certainly the most perDoua— the study op politics. 

And now everything was solved ! the inexplicable longings of 
his soul, which had so often perplexed him, were at length ex- 
plained. The want, the indefinable want, which he had so con- 
stantly experienced, was at last supplied; the grand object on* 
wliich to bring the [levers of his mind to bear and work was 
at last provided. He paced his chamber iu an agitated spirit, and 
panted for the Wciiatc. 

It may be asked, what was the evil of all this ? and the reader 
will, perhaps, murmur something about an honourable spirit and 
youtliful ambition. Tlie evil was great. The time drew nigh for 
Vivian to leave his home for Oxford — that is, for him to com- 
mence his long preparation for entering oh his career in life. 
And now this person, who was about to be a pupil — ^this boy, this 
stripling, who was going to begin his education — had all the desires 
of a matured mind — of an experienced man, hut without maturity 
and without experience. lie was already a cumiing reader of hu- 
man hearts ; and felt conscious that his was a tongue which was bom 
to guide human beings. The idea of Oxford to such au indi- 
vidual was au insult ! 


CHAPTER VIII. 

We. must endeavour to trace, if pos.sible, more accurately the 
workings of Vivian Grey’s mind at this period of his existence. 
In the plenitude of his ambition, he stopped one day to inquire in 
what manner be could obtain his magnificent ends. 
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“The Bar— pooh! law and bad jokes till we are forty; and 
then, with the most brilliant success, the prospect of gout and a 
coronet. Besides, to succeed as an advocate, I must be a great 
lawyer ; and, to he a great lawyer, I must give up my chance of 
being a great man. The Services in war time are fit only for 
desperadoes (and that truly am I) ; but, in peace, arc fit only for 
fools. The (Jhurch is more rational. Let me see : I should cer- 
tainly like to act Wolsey; but the thousand and one chances 
against me ! And truly I feel my destiny should not be on a 
chance. Were 1 the son of a millionaire, or a noble, 1 might 
have all. Curse on my lot! that the want of a few rascal 
counters, and the possession of a little rascal blood, should mar 
my fortunes ! " 

Such was the general tenoPbf Vivian’s thought?, until, musing 
himself almost into madness, he at last made, as he conceived, the 
Grand Discovery. “ Riches are Power ^ says the Economist : — 
and is noi Intellect f asks the Philosopher. And yet, while the 
infiuence of the millionaire is instantly felt in all classes of so- 
ciety, how is it that ‘ Noble Mind’ so often leaves us unknown and 
unhonoiircd ? Why have there been statesmen who have never 
ruled, and heroes who have never conquered ? Why have glorious 
philosophers died in a garret? and why have there been poets 
whose only admirer 1ms been Nature in^er echoes? It must 
be that these beings have thought only ot themselves, and, con- 
stant and elaborate students of their own glorious natures, have 
forgotten or disdained tlie study of all others. Yes! we must 
mix with the herd ; wc must enter into their feelings ; we must hu- 
mour their weaknesses ; wc must sympathise with the sorrows that 
we do not feel ; and share the merriment of fools. 0, yes ! to 
rule men, we must be men ; to prove that we are strong, we must 
be weak ; to prove that we are giants, we must be dwarfs ; even 
as the Eastern Genie was hid in the charmed bottle. Our wisdom 
must be concealed under folly, and our constancy under caprice. 

“ I have been often struck by the ancient talcs of Jupiter's visits 
to the earth. In these fanciful adventures, the god bore no indi- 
cation of the Thunderer’s glory ; but was a man of low estate, a 
herdsman, a hind, often even an animal. A mighty spirit has in 
Tradition, Time’s great moralist, perused ‘the wisdom of the 
ancients.’ Even in the same spirit, I would explain Jove's ter- 
restrial visitings. For, to govern man, even the god appeared 
to feel as a man ; and sometimes as a beast, was apparently in- 
fluenced by their vilest passions. Mankind, then, is my great 
game. 

“ At this moment, how many a powerful noble wants only wit to 
be a Minister ; and what wants Vivian Grey to attain the same 
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end ? That noble’s ‘influence. When two persons can so tna* 
teriolly assist each other, why are they not brought together? 
Shall 1, because my birth baulks my fancy — shall 1 pass my life a 
moping misanthrope in an old chateau ? Supposing 1 am in con« 
toct with this magnifico, am I prepared ? Now, let me probe nay 
Tery soul. Does my clieek blanch ? 1 have the mind for the Con- 
ception ; and I can perform right skilfully upon tlie most splendid 
of musical instruments — the human voice — ^to make those cSt- 
ceptions beloved by others. There wants but one thing more— 
courage, pure, perfect courage; and does Vivian Grey know fear 
He laughed an answer of bitterest derision. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Is it surprising that Vivian Grey, with a mind teeming with 
such feelings, should view the approach of the season for his de- 
parture to Oxford with sentiments of disgust? After horn's of 
bitter meditation he sought his father ; he made him acquainted 
with his feelings, but concealed from him his actual views, and dwelt 
on the misery of being thrown back in life, at a period when 
society seemed instineft with a spirit p^uliarly active, and when 
so many openings were daily oftered to the adventurous and the 
bold. 

** Vivian,’’ said Mr. Grey, ‘‘ bew^nre of endeavouring to become 
a great man in a hurry. One such attempt in ten thousand may 
succeed : these are fearful odds. Admirer as you are of Lord 
Bacon, you may perhaps remember a certain parable of his, called 
* Memnon, or a youth too forward.’ 1 hope you arc not going to 
be one of those sons of Aurora, ‘ who, puffed up with the glitter- 
ing show of vanity and ostentation, attempt actions above their 
strength.’ 

. “ You talk to me about the peculiarly active spirit of society ; if 
the spirit of society be so pecuHarl^ctive, Mr. Vivian Grey should 
beware lest it outstrip him. Is neglecting to mature your mind, 
my boy, exactly the way to win the race ? This is an age of un- 
settled opinions and contested principles : — in the very measures 
of our administration, the speculative spirit of the present day is, 
to say the least, not impalpable. Nay, don’t start, my dear fellow, 
and look the very Prosopopeia of Political Economy ! I know 
exactly what you are gomg to say ; but, if you please, we'll leave 
Turgot and Galileo to Mr. Canning and the House of Commoi^^, 
or your cousin Hargrave and his Debating. Society. However, 
^estii^ apart, get your hat, and walk with me as far as £vans% 
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where I have promised to look in, to see the ISazorm Bible, and 
we wiU talk this affdr over as we go along. 

“ I ma no bigot, yon know, Vivian. I am not one of those who 
wish to oppose the application of refined philosophy to the common 
business of life. We are, I hope, an improving race; there is room, 
I am sure, for great improvement, and the perfectibility of man is 
certainly a very pretty dream. (How well that Union Club House 
comes out now, sinoc they have made the opening) ; but, although 
we may have steam kitchens, human nature is, I imagine, much 
the same this moment that we are walking in Pall-Mall East, as it 
was some thousand years ago, when as wise men were walking on 
the banks of the Ilyssus. 'ythen our moral powers increase in 
proportion to our physical oflR then huzza for the perfectibility 
of man ! and resi)ectable, idle loungers, like you and me, Vivian, 
may then have a chance of walking in the streets of London 
without having their beds trodden upon, a ceremony which I have 
this moment undergone, lu the present day we are all studying 
science, and none of us are studying ourselves. This is not 
exactly the Socratic process ; and Jis for the aeavrov of the 
more ancient Athenian, that principle is quite out of fashion in 
the nineteenth century (I believe that’s the phrase). Self is the 
only person whom we know nothing about. 

But, my dear Vivianf as to the immediate point of our con- 
rideration ; — ^iii my library, uninfluenced and uncontrolled by pas- 
sion or by party, I cannot but see that it is utterly impossible that 
all that wc are wishing and striving for can take place, ^ithout 
some — without much evil. In ten years’ time, perhaps; or less, 
the fever will have subsided, and in ten years’ time, or lessf your in- 
tellect will be matured. Now, my good sir, instead of talking 
about the active spirit of tlio age, and the opportunities ofierod to 
the ^venturous and the hold, ought you not rather to congra- 
tulate yourself,' that a great change is effecting at a period of 
yoim life when you need not, individually, be subjected to the 
possibility of being injured by its operation ; and when you are 
preparing your mind to take ffvaiitage of the system, when that 
system is matured and organised ? 

" As to your request, it assuredly is one of the most modest, 
and the most rational, that I have lately been favoured with. 
Although I would much rather that any influence which I may 
exercise over your mind, should be the effect of my advice as 
your friend, than of ray authority as your father ; still I really 
feel it my duty, parentally, to protest against this very crude 
proposition of yours. However, if you choose to lose a term 
or two,;fdo. Don’t blame me, you know, if afterwards you re- 
pent it.” 
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Here dashed by the gorgeous equipage of Mrs. Ormolu, the 
wife of a man who was- working all the gold and silver mines 
in Christendom. “ Ah ! my dear Vivian,” said Mr. Grey, “ it is 
this which has turned aS your brains. In this age every one 
is striving to make an immense fortune, and what is most terrific, 
at the same time a speedy one. This thirst fur sudden wealth 
it is, which engenders the extravagant conceptions, and fosters 
that wild spirit of si)eculation which is now sticking abroad^ wnd 
which, like the Demon in Frankenstein, net only fearfuly wutdern 
over the whole wide face of nature, but grins in the imagined so- 
litude of our secret diambers. Oh I my son, it is for the young 
men of the present day that 1 tremble-seduced by the tmnpomry 
success of a few children of fort|||e, I observe tW their min^ 
recoil from the prospects which are held forth by the ordinary, 
and, mark me, by the only modes of acquiring property— iisir 
trade, and honourable professions. It is for yon and your com- 
panions that I fear. God grant that there may not Im a moral 
as well as a political disorganisation! God grant that our youth, 
the hope of our state, may not be lost to ns ! For, oh ! my son, 
the wisest has said, • He that maketh baste to be rich, shall not 
be innocent.’ Let us step into Clarke’s and take an ice.” 
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CHAPTER I. 

The Marquess of Carabas started in life as the cadet of a noble 
family. The earl, his father, like the woodman in tlie fairy tfile, 
was blessed with three sons — ^tlie first was an idiot, and was des- 
tined for the Coronet ; the second was a man of business, and was 
educated for the Commons ; the third was a Roue, and was shipped 
to the Colonies. 

The present Marquess, then tlie Honourable Sidney Lorraine, 
prospered in his political career. He was servile, and pompous, 
and indefatigable, and loquacious — so whispered the world : — his 
friends hailed him a^ at once, a courtier and a sage, a man of 
business and an orator. After revelling in his fair proportion of 
commissionerships, snd under-secretaryships, and the rest of the 
milk and honey of die political Canaan, the apex of the pyramid of 
his ambition waif at length visible, for Sidney Lorraine became 
President of a Board, and wriggled into the adytum of the Ca- 
binet. t 

At tins moment his idiot brother died. To compensate for his 
iqss of oflieC/ and to secure his votes, the Earl of Carabas was pro- 
moted ill tlx; peerage, and was presented with some magnificent 
office, meaning nothing — swelling with dignity, and void of duties. 
As yearsTolled ou, various changes took place in the administra- 
tion, of which his Lordship was once a component ])art; and tlie 
ministiy? to their surprise, getting popular, found that the com- 
mand of the Carabas interest was not of such vital importance to 
themes heretofore, and so his Lordship was voted a bore, and got 
shoi^ca. Not that his Lordship was bereaved of his splendid ofiicc, 
orxhat anything occurred, indeed, by which tlie uninitiated might 
bfre been led to suppose that the beams of his Lordship's conse- 
quence were shorn : but the Marquess' secret applications at the 
Treasury were no longer listened to ; and pert uiider-sccretarics 
settled their cravats, and whispered ^^that the Carabas interest 
was gone by.” 

The noble Marquess was not insensible to his situation, for he 
was what the world calls ambitious ; but the vigour of his faculties 
liad vanished beneath the united influence of years and indolence 
imd ill-humour ; for his Lordship, to avoid ennui, had quarrelled 
with his son, and then having lost his only friend, had quarrelled 
with hiiuself. 
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Such was the distinguished individual who graceci, one day at 
the latter end of the season of 18 — , the classic board of Horace 
Grey, Esquire. The reader will, perhaps, be astonished, that such 
a man as his Lordship should be the guest of such a man as our 
hero’s father; but the truth is, the Marquess of Carabas had just 
been disappointed in an attempt on the chair of the President of 
the Royal Society; which, for want of something better to do, he 
was ambitious of filling, and this was a conciliatory visit to one of 
the most distinguished members of that body, and one who had 
voted against him with particular enthusiasm. The Marquess, still 
a politician, was now, as he imagined, securing his host’s vote for a 
future St. Andrew’s day. 

The cuisine of Mr. Grey was superb; for although an enthu- 
siastic advocate for the cultivation of the mind, he was an equally 
ardent supporter of the cultivation of the body. Indeed, the ne- 
cessary dependence of the sanity of the one on the good keeping of 
the other, was one of his most favourite theories, and one which, 
this day, he was supporting with very pleasant and facetious reason- 
ing. His Lordship was delighted with his new friend, and still 
more delighted with his new friend’s theory. The Marquess him- 
self was, indeed, quite of the same opinion as Mr. Grey; for he 
never made a speech without previously taking a sandwich, and 
would have sunk under the estimates a thousand times, had it not 
been for the juicy friendship of the fruit of Portugal. 

The guests were not numerous. A regius professor of Greek ; 
an officer just escaped from Sockatoo; a man of science, and two 
M.P.’s with his Lordship ; the host, and Mr. Vivian Grey, con- 
stituted the party. Oh, no ! there were two others. 'Hiere was a 
Mr. John Brown, a fashionable poet, and who, ashamed of his own 
name, published his melodies under the more euphonious and ro- 
mantic title of “ Clarence Devonshire,” and there was a Mr. TJiomas 
Smith, a fashionable novelist ; — that is to say, a person who occa- 
sionally publishes three volumes, one-half of which contain the ad- 
ventures of a young gentleman in the country; and the other 
volume and a half, the adventures of the same young gentleman in 
the metropolis ;— a sort of writer, whose constant tattle about beer 
and billiards, and eating soup, and the horribility of committing” 
puns, give truly a most admirable and accurate idea of the 
conversation of the refined society of the refined metropolis of 
Great Britain. These two last gentlemen were pets” of Mrs. 
Grey. 

The conversatio Anay be conceived. Each person was of course 
prepared with a certain quota of information, without which no 
man in London is morally entitled to dine .out; and. when the 
^uotawas expended, the amiable host took the burthen upon his 
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own shoulders, and endeavoured, as the plnhse goes, to draw out 
his guests. 

O London dinners! empty artificial nothings! and that beings 
can be found, and those too the flower of the land, who, day after 
day, can act the same parts in the same dull, dreary farce ! The 
officer had discoursed sufficiently about ^ his intimate friend, the 
Soudan,” and about the chain armour of the Sockatoo cuirassiers ; 
and one cf the M.P.’s., who was in the Guards, had been defeated 
in a ridiculous attempt to prove that the breast-plates of the 
household troops of Great Britain were superior to those of the 
household troops of Timtomtoo. Mrs. Grey, to whose opinion 
both parties deferred, gave it in favour of the Soudan. And the 
man of science had lectured about a machine which might destroy 
fifteen square feet of human beings in a second, and yet be carried 
in the waistcoat pocket. And the Classic, who, for a professor, was 
quite a man of the world, had the latest news of the new Hercu- 
laneum process, and was of opinion that, if they could but succeed 
in unrolling a certain snsq^icious-looking scroll, we might be so for- 
tunate as to possess a minute treatise on, &c., &c., &c. In short, 
all had said their say. Tlicre was a dead pause, and Mrs. Grey 
looked at her husband, and rose. 

How singular it is, that when this move takes place every one 
appears to he relieved, and yet every one of any experience must 
be quite aware that the dead bore work is only about to commence. 
Howbeit, all filled their glasses, and the Peer, at the top of the 
table, began to talk politics. I am sure that 1 cannot tell what 
the weigl^ subject was that was broached by the ex-minister; 
for I didimt dine with Grey that day ; and had I done so, I should 
have been equally ignorant ; for I'm a dull man, and always sleep 
at dinner. However, the subject Avas political, the claret flew 
round, and a stormy argument commenced. The Marquess was 
decidedly wrong, and was sadly badgered by the civil M.P. and 
the Professor. The host, who was of no party, supported his 
guest as long as possible, and then left him to his fate. The Mili- 
tary M.P. fled to the drawing-room to philander wdth Mrs. Grey; 
and the man of science and the African had already retired to the 
intellectual idiocy of a May Fair “ At Home.” The novelist was 
silent, for he was studying a scene — and the poet was absent, for he 
was musing a sonnet. 

The Marquess refuted, ha^ recourse to contradiction, and was 
tqo acute a man to be insensible to the forlornness of his situation; 
when, at this moment, a A^oice proceeded fronRheend ef the table, 
from a young gentleman, who had* hitherto preserved a profound 
silence, but whose silence, if the company were to hove judged 
frenn the tones of his voice, and the matter of his cosmnimioatio^ 
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did not altogether proceed from a want of confidence in his own 
abilities. “ In my opinion,” said Mr. Vivian Grey, as he sat 
lounging in liis father’s vacated seat — in my opinion his Lordship 
has been misunderstood ; and it is, as is generally the case, &om a 
slight verbal misconception in tlm commencement of this argum^t^ 
that the whole of this difference arises/’ 

The eyes of the Marquess sparkled — and the mouth of Hie Mar- 
quess was closed. His Lordship was delighted that his reputation 
might yet be saved; but as he was not perfectly acquainted in what 
manner that salvation was to be effected, he prudently kft the 
battle to his youthful champion. 

Mr. Vivian Grey proceeded with the utmost song froid : he com- 
mented upon expressions, split and subtilized words, insinuated 
opinions, and finally quoted a whole passage of Bolingbroke to 
prove that the opinion of the most noUe the Marquess of Carahas 
was one of the soundest, wisest, and most convindng of opinions 
that ever was promulgated by mortal man. The tables were 
turned, the guests looked astounded, the Marquess settled his 
ruiiles, and perpetually exclaimed Exactly what 1 meant 1” and 
his opponents, full of wine and quite puzzled, gave in. 

It was a rule with Vivian Grey, never to advance any opinion as 
his own. He had been too deep a student of human nature, not 
to be aware that the opinions of a boy of twenty, however sound, 
and however correct, stand but a poor chance of being adopted 
his elder, though feebler, fellow-creatares. In attaining any end, 
it was therefore his system always to advance his opinion as that of 
some eminent and consideved personage; and when, under the 
sanction of this name, the opinion or advice was entertained and 
listened to, Vivian Grey had no fear tliat he could prove its cor- 
rectness and its expediency. He possessed also the singular faculty 
of being able to improvise quotations, that is, he could unpreme- 
diiatedly clothe his conceptions in language characteristic of the 
style of any particular author: and Vivian Grey was reputed in 
the world as hanng the most astonishing memory that ever 
existed ; for there was scarcely a subject of discussion in which he 
did not gain the victory, by the great names he enlisted on Iiis side 
of the argument. Ilis father was aware of the existence of this 
dangerous faculty, and had often remonstrated with his son on the 
use of it. On the present occasion, when the buzz hod somewhat 
subsided, Mr. Grey looked smiling to bis son, and said, ^ Vivian, 
my dear, can you tell mein what work of Bolingbroke 1 can find the 
eloqfient passage you have just quoted?”— “ Ask Mr. Hargrave, 
sir,” replied the eon, with the most perfect coolneas ; then, tummg 
to the member, ** You know, Mr. Hargravq, yon are reputed the 
most profound political student in the Hous^ and more intianately 
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ac<iuainted than any other person with the works of Boling- 
broke.” 

Mr. Hargrave knew no such thing;— but he was a weak man, 
and, seduced by the compliment, he was afraid to prove himself un- 
worthy of it by confessing his ignorance of the passage. 

Coffee was announced. 

Vivian did not let the Peer escape him in the drawing-room. 
He soon managed to enter into conversation with him ; and cer- 
tainly the Marquess of Carabas never found a more entertaining 
companion. Vivian discoursed on a new Venetian liqueur, and 
taught the Marquess how to mull Moselle, an operation of which 
the Marquess had never heard (as who has ?) ; and then the flood 
of anecdotes, and little innocent personalities, and the compliments 
so exquisitely introduced, that they scarcely appeared to be compli- 
ments ; and the voice so pleasant, and conciliating, and the quota- 
tion from the Marquess* own speech; and the wonderful art of 
which the Marquess was not aware, by which, during all this time, 
the lively, chattering, amusing, elegant conversationist, so full of 
scandal, politics, and cookery, did not so much appear to be Mr. 
Vivian Grey as the Marquess of Carabas himself. 

Well, I must be gone,” said the fascinated noble; ‘‘I really 
have not felt in such spirits for some time ; I almost fear I have 
been vulgar enough to be amusing, eh ! eh ! eh ! — but you young 
men are sad fellows, eh ! eh ! eh ! — Don’t forget to call on me — 
good evening! And Mr. Vivian Grey! Mr. Vivian Grey ! ” said his 
Lordship, returning, “ you’ll not forget the receipt you promised 
me for making tomahawk punch.” 

Certainly not, my Lord,” said the young man ; only it must 
be invented first,” thought Vivian, as he took up his light to retire. 

But never mind, never mind ; — 

Chapeau has! chapeau has! 

Glorie au Marquis de Carabas I ! ” 


CHAPTER n. 

A FEW days after the dinner at Mr. Grey*s, as the Marquess of 
Carabas was sitting in his library and sighing, in the fulness of his 
ennui, as he looked on his large library table, once triply covered 
with official communications, now thinly bespiinkled with » stray 
parliamentary paper or tw'o, his steward’s accounts, and a few 
letters from some grumbling tenants, Mr. Vivian Grey was 
announced. 
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“I fear I am intruding on your Lordsliip, but I really couH not 
refrain from bringing you the receipt I promised.” 

“ Most happy to see ye, most happy to see ye.” 

"This is exactly the correct receipt, my Lord, To every 

TWO BOTTLES OP STILL CHAMPAGNE, ONE PINT OP CURACJOA.” 
The Peer’s eyes glistened, and his companion proceeded ; " One 
PINT OP CUBA 90 A ; CATCH THE AROMA OP A POUND OP GREEN 
TEA, AND DASH THE WHOLE WITH GLENLIVET.” 

" Splendid ! ” ejaculated the Marquess. 

" The nice point, however, which it is impossible to define in a 
receipt, is caicliing the aroma. What sort of a genius is your 
Lordship’s gastrical chefV* 

" First-rate ! Laportc is a genius.” 

" Well, my Lord! I shall be most happy to superintend the first 
concoction for you ; and remember particularly,” said Vivian, 
rising, "remember it must be iced.” 

“ Certainly, my dear fellow : but pray don’t think of going yet.” 

" I am very sorry, my Lord ; but such a pressure of engage- 
ments — your Lordship’s kindness is so great, and, really, I fear, 
that at this moment especially, yonr Lordship can scarcely be in a 
humour for my trifling.” 

" Why this moment especially, Mr. Vivian Grey ?” 

" Oh, my Lord ! I am perfectly aware* of your Lordship’s talents 
for business ; hut still I had conceived, that the delicate situation 
in which your Lordship is now placed, requiring such anxious at- 
tention, such 

" Delicate situation ! anxious attention ! why man ! you speak 
riddles. I certainly have a great deal of business to transact : 
people arc so obstinate, or so foolish, they will consult me, cer- 
tainly, — and certainly I feel it my duty, Mr. Vivian Grey, — I feel 
it the duty, sir, of every Peer in this happy country (here his 
Lordship got parliamentary); — ^yes, sir, I feel it due to my 
character, to my family, to — to — ^to assist with my advice, all those 
who think tit to consult me.” Splendid peroration ! 

" Oh, my Lord ! ” carelessly remarked Vivian, " I thought it 
was a mere on ditJ* 

. " Thought what, my dear sir ? you really quite perplex me.” 

" I mean to say, my Lord — I, I thought it was impossible the 
overtures Jiad been made.” 

" Overtures, Mr. Vivian Grey?” 

"Yes, my Lord! Overtures — ^liasn’t your Lordship seen the 
Post ? But I knew it was impossible, — said so, I 

" Said what, Mr. Vivian Grey ?” 

" Said that the whole paragraph Tvas unfounded.” 

"Paragra2)h! what paragraph?” and liis Lordship rose, and 
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rang the library bell with vehemence-*-^^ Sadler, bring me the 
Morning Post/' 

The servant entered with the paper : Mr. Vivian Grey seized 
it from his hands before it reached the Marquess, and glancing his 
eye oiver it with the rapidity of lightning, doubled up the sheet in 
a convenient readable form, and pushing it into his Lordsiiip’s 
bands, exclaimed, ^ There» my Lord ! there, that will ezpl^ 
all.” 

His Lordship read : — 

« We are informed that some alteration in the composition of 
the present administration is in contemplation ; Lord Past Cen- 
tury, it is said, will retire ; Mr. Liberal Principles will have the 

■ ■ ; and Mr. Charlatan Gas the . A noble Peer, whose 

practised talents have already benefited the nation, and who, on 
vacating his scat in the Cabinet, was elevated in the Peerage, is 
reported as having had certain overtures made him, the nature of 
wliich may be conceived ; but which, under present circumstances, 
it would be indelicate in us to bint at.” 

It would have been impossible for a hawk to watch its quarry 
with eyes of more fixed and anxious earnestness, than did Vivian 
Grey the Marquess of Carabas, as liis Lordship's eyes wandered 
over the paragraph. Vivian drew his chair close to the tabic 
' opposite to the Marquess, and when the paragraph was read, their 
eyes met. 

' Utterly untrue,” whispered the Peer, with an agitated voice, 
and with a countenance which, for a moment, seemed intellectual. 
‘‘ But why Mr. Vivian Grey should deem tlie fact of such over- 
tures having been made, ‘ impossible,' I confess astonishes me.” 

“ Impossible, my Lord ! ” 

“ Ay, Mr. Grey, impossible, that was your word.” 

^ Oh, my Lord! what should 1 know about these matters ?” 

‘‘Nay, nay, Mr. Grey, sometliing must have been floating in 
your mind — why impossible, why impossible? Did your father 
think so ?” 

“ ]\Iy father ! Oh ! no, he never thinks about these matters ; 
ours is not a political family; 1 am not sure that he ever looks 
at a newspaper ” 

“ But, ray dear Mr. Grey, you would not have used the word 
without some meaning. Why did you tliink it impossible ? — ^im- 
possible is such a peculiar word.” And here the Marquess looked 
up with^ great earnestness to a portrait of himself, which hung 
over the fire-place. It was one of Sir Thomas' happiest 
efibrts; but it was not the happiness of the likeness, or the 
beauty of the painting* which m>w attracted his Lordship’s at- 
tention ; he thought only of the costume in which he appeared in 
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that portrait — the court dress of a Cahmet Minister. ^'Impoa* 
sible, Mr. Grey, you inuat confeas, is a very peculiar word," re- 
iterated his Lordship. 

^ 1 said impossible, my Lord, because 1 did conceive, that had 
your Lordship been of a disposition to which such overtures might 
have been m^c with any probability of success, the Marquess of 
Carabas would have been in a situation which would have pre- 
cluded the possibility of those overtures being made at all.” 

“ Hah !” and the Marquess nearly started from his seat. 

‘‘Yes, my Lord, I am a young, an inexperienced young man, 
ignorant of the world’s ways ; doubtless I was wrong, but I have 
much to learn,” and his voice faltered ; “ but I did conceive, that 
having power at his command, the Marquess of Carabas did not 
exercise it, merely because ho despised it : — but what should I 
know of such matters, my Lord ?” 

“Is power a thing so easily to be despised, young man ?” iLsked 
tlic Marqucsi|. His eye reste#on a vote of thanks from tlie 
“Merchants and Bankers of London to the Right Honourable 
Sidney Lorraine, President, &c. &c. &c.,” which, splendidly em- 
bkzoncd, and gilt, and framed, and glazed, was suspended opposite 
the President’s portrait. 

“ Oh, no ! my Lord, you mistake me,” eagerly burst forth Vivian. 
“ I am no cold-blooded ])hilosopher, that would despise that, for 
wliich, in my opinion, men, real men, should alone exist. Power I 
Oh! what sleepless nights, wlmt days of hot anxiety! what 
exertions of mind and body! what travel! what h^atred! what 
lierce encounters ! what dangers of all possible kihds, would 1 
no! 'lulure with a joyous spirit to gain it! But sucli, my Lord, I 
thought were feelings peculiar to ijiex])enenced young men ; ami 
seeing you, my Lord, so situated, that you might commaiul all and 
everything, and yet living as you do, 1 was naturally led to believe 
that the object of my adoration was a vain glittering bauble, of 
which those who could possess it, knew the utter worthlessness.” 

TJie Peer sat in a musing mood, playing tlie Devil’s tattoo on 
the library table; at last he raised his eyes, and said in a low 
whisper, “ Are you so certain that I can command all and every- 
thing ?” 

“All and everything! did I say all and everything? Really, my 
Lord, you scan my expressions so critically! — ^but I see your 
Lordship is smiling at my boyish nonsense ! and really 1 feel that 
I have already wasted too much of your Lordship’s valuable time, 
and displayed too much of my own ignorance.” 

“ My dear sir ! 1 am not aware that I was smiling.” 

“ Oh ! your Lordship is so very kind.” 

^ But, my dear sir ! you arc really labouring' under a very great 
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mistake. I am desirous, I am particularly desirous, of haTing 
your opinion upon this subject.% 

"My opinion, my Lord! what should my opinion be, but an 
echo of the circle in which I live, but a faitliful representation of 
the feelings of general society ?** 

" And, Mr. Grey, I should be glad to know what can possibly be 
more interesting to me than a faithful representation of tlie feelings 
of general society on this subject?" 

" The many, my Lord, arc not always right." 

" Mr. Grey, the many are not often wrong. Come, my dear 
sir, do me the favour of being frank, and let me know why the 
public is of opinion that all and everything arc in my power, for 
such, after all, were your words." 

" If I did use them, ray Lord, it was because I was thinking, as 
I often do, what after all in this country is public life ? Is it not 
a race in which the swiftest must surely win the prize — and is not 
that prize power ? Has not yohr Lordship treasure ? There is 
your moral steam wdiich can work the world. Has not your Lord* 
ship treasure’s most splendid consequence, pure blood and aristo- 
cratic influence? The millionaire has in his possession the seeds 
of everything, but he must wait for half a century till his descen- 
. dant finds himself in your Lordship’s state — till he is yclept noble, 
and then he starts fair in the grand course. All these advantages 
your Lordsliip has apparently at hand, with the additional advan- 
tage (and one, oh! how great !) of having already proved to your 
country, that you know how to rule." 

There w«as a dead silence, which at length the Marquess broke. 

" There is much in what you say; but I cannot conceal it from 
myself, I have lio wish to conceal it from you — I am not what I 
was." — O, ambition! art thou the parent of truth? 

"Ah! my Lord!” eagerly rejoined Vivian, "here is the ter- 
rible error into which you great statesmen have always fallen. 
Think you not, that intellect is as much a purchasable article as 
fine parks and fair castles? With your Lordship’s tried and 
splendid talents, everything might be done ; but, in my opinion, if, 
instead of a practised, nii experienced, and wary Statesman, I w*as 
now addressing an idiot Earl, I should not see that the great end 
might not equally be consummated." 

Say you so, my merry man, and how ?" 

“ WJ\,y, my Lord,,— but, — ^but, I feel tliat I am trespassing on 
your Lordship’s time, otherwise I think I could show why society 
is of opinion that your Lordship can do all and everything — ^how, 
indeed, your Lordship might, in a very short time, be— Prime 
Minister." 

" No, Mr. Grey >tbi3 conversation must be finished, 1 just 
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give orders that we m^y not be dii^rbed, and then we ^all proceed 
immediately. Come, now ! youAanner takes me, and we shall 
converse in the spirit of the most perfect confidence.’’ 

Here, as the Marquess settled at the same time his chair and 
Ilia countenance, and looked as anxious as if Majesty itself were 
consulting him on the formation of a ministry, in burst the Mar- 
cliioncss, notwithstanding all the remonstrances, entreaties, threats, 
and supplications of Mr. Sadler. 

Her Ladyship had been what they style a splendid woman 
that was now past, although, with the aid of cashmeres, dia- 
monds, and turbans, her general appearance was still striking. 
Her Ladyship was not remarkable for anything save a correct 
taste for poodles, parrots, and bijouterie, and a proper admiration 
of Theodore Hook and John Bull. 

“ Oh ! Marquess,” exclaimed her Ladyship, and a favourite 
green parrot, which came flying in after its accustomed perch, her 
Ladyship’s left shoulder, shrieked at the same time in concert — 
“ Oh ! Marquess, my poor Julie ! You know wo have noticed 
liow nervous she has been for some days past, and I had just given 
her a saucer of arrow-root and milk, and she seemed a little easier 
and I said to Miss Graves, really do think she is a leetle 
better,’ and Miss Graves said, < Yes, my Lady, I hope she is 
when just as we flattered ourselves that the dear little creature 
was enjoying a quiet sleep, Miss Graves called out, ‘ Oh, my 
Lady! my Lady! Julie’s in a fit!’ and when I turned round she 
was lying on her back, kicking, with her eyes shut.” And here the 
Marchioness detected Mr. Grey, and gave him as sublime a stare 
as might be expected from a lady patroness of Alrnack’s. 

The Marchioness — ^Mr, Vivian Grey — my love, I assure you 
we arc engaged in a most important, a most ” 

“ Oh ! I would not disturb you for the world, only if you wi 1 
just tell me what you think ought to be done ; leeches, or a warm 
bath ; or shall I send for Doctor Blue Pill ?” 

The Marquess looked a little annoyed, as if he wished her 
Ladyshij) — in her own room again. He was almost meditating 
a gentle reprimand, vexed that his grave young friend should have 
witnessed this frivolous intrusion, when that accomplished strip- 
ling, to the astonishment of the future minister, immediately re- 
commended “the warm bath,” and then lectured, with equal 
rapidity and erudition, on dogs, and their diseases in general. 

The Marchioness retired, “easier in her mind about Julie, than 
she had been for some days,” as Vivian assured her “ that it was 
not aponlAy, but only the first symptom of an epidemic.” And as 
she retired, she murmured her gratitude most gracefully to Julie’s 
youDj/ physician. 
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"N0W9 Mr. Grey,*’ said his Lordsliip, endeavouring^ to recover 
his dignity, we were discusa^jj^ the puUic sentimciits, you know, 

on a certain point, when this unfortunate interruption " 

Yivian had not much difficulty in collecting his ideas,, and ho 
proceeded, not as displeased as his . Lordship with the domestic 
scene. 

I need not remind your Lordship, tliat the two great parties 
into which this State is divided are apparently very unequally 
proportioned. Your Lordship well knows how the. party to which 
yonr Lordship is said to belong, your Lordship knows, I imagine, 
how that is constituted. We have nothing to do with the other. 
My Lord, 1 must speak out. No thinking man, — and such, I 
trust, Vivian Grey is, — no thinking man can for a moment sup- 
pose, that your Lordship’s heart is very warm in the cause of a 
party, which — ^for I will not mince my words — has betrayed you. 
llow is it, it is asked by thinking men, how is it that the Mai-quess 
of Carabas is — ^thc tool of a faction?” 

The Marquess breathed aloud, They say so, do tliey ?” 

" Why, my Lord, listen even to your servants in your own hall — 
need I say more ? How, then ! is this opinion true ? Let us look 
to your conduct to the party, to winch you arc said to belong. 
Your votes ai’e theirs, your influence is theirs ; and for all this, 
what return, my Lord Marquess, what return ? My Lord, I am not 
rash enough to suppose, that your Lordship, alone and unsup- 
ported, can make yourself the arbiter of this country’s destinies. 
It would be ridiculous to entertain such an idea for a second. 
The existence of sucli a man w’ould not be endured by tlie nation 
for a second. But, my Lord, union is strength. Nay, my Lord, 
start not — I am not going to advise you to tlirow yourself into tlie 
arms of oppo.sition ; leave such advice for greenhorns. I am not 
going to adopt a line of conduct, which would, for a moment, 
compromise the consistency of your high character; leave such 
advice for foofs. My Lord, it is to preserve your consistency, it is 
to vindicate your high character, it i.s to make the Marquess of 
Carabas perform the duties which society requires from him, that 
I, Vivian Grey, a member of that society, and an humble friend of 
your Lordship, speak so boldly.” 

“My friend,” said tlie agitated Peer, “you cannot speak too 
boldly. My mind opens to you. I have felt, I have long felt, 
that I was not what I ought to be, that I ^vas not what society 
requires me to be : — ^but where is your remedy, whu'i is tlie line of 
conduct that 1 should pursue ?” v 

•‘ The remedy, my Lord ! I never conceived, for®i moment, 
that tliere was any doubt of the existence of means to »>ttain all 
and everything. I think that was your Lordship’s phrase. I only 
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hesitated as to the existence of the inclination, on the part of your 
Lordship." 

You cannot doubt it now," said the Peer, in a low voice ; 
and then his Iiordship looked anxiously round the room, as if 
he feared that there had been some mystel'ious witness to his 
whisper, 

“My Lord," said Vivian, and he drew his chair close to the 
Marquess, “ the plan is shortly this. There are others in a similar 
situation with yourself. All thinking men know, — your Lordship 
knows still better, — that there arc others equally influential, equally 
ill-trecatcd. How is it that 1 see no concert among’* these indi- 
viduals ? IIow is it that, jealous of each other, or each trustujg 
that he may ultimately prove an exception to tlie system of which 
he is a victim ; liow is it, I say, that you look with cold hearts on 
each other’s situation ? My Lord Marquess, it is at the head of 
these that I would place you ; it is these that I would have act 
with you — and this is the union which is strength." 

“ You are right, you are right; there is Court own, but we do 
not speak. There is Bcaconsficld, but we are not intimate, — ^but 
much might be done." 

“ My Lord, you must not be daunted at a few difficulties, or at 
a little exertion. But as for Courtown, or Beaconsfleld, or fifty, 
otlier ofFended men, if it can be .shown to them that their interest 
is to he your Lordship’s friend, trust me, that ere six months are 
over, they will have pledged their troth. Leave all this to me — 
give me your Lordship’s name," wild Vivian, Mdiispcring most 
earnestly in the Marquess’ ear, and laying his hand upon his 
Lordship’s arm — “ give me your Lordsliip’s name, and your Lord- 
ship’s iiiflucnce, and I will take upon myself the whole organisation 
of the Oarahas ])arty.” 

“ The Carahas party ! — Ah ! we must think more of this.” 

The Marquess’ eyes smiled with triumph, as he shook Vivian 
cordially by the hand, and begged him to call upon him on the 
morrow. 


CHAPTER IIL 

The intercourse between the Marquess and Vivian, after this 
interview, was constant. S^o dinner-party was tliought perfect at 
Carahas House, without the presence of the young gentleman; 
and as the ]^a^chioness was delighted with the perpetual presence 
of an indivimal whom she could always consult about Julie, there 
was app^ntly no domestic jobstacle to Vivian’s remaining in high 
favour^ 

The/ Earl of Eglamour, the only child in whom w^rc concen- 
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trated all the hopes of the illustrious House of Lorridne, was in 
Italy. The only remaining merifcer of the fComestic circle who was 
wanting, was the Honourable Mrs. Felix Lorraine, the wife of the 
Marquess’ younger brother. This lady, exhausted by the gaiety 
of the season, had left town somewhat earlier than she usually did, 
and was inhaling fresh air, and studying botany, at the magnificent 
seat of the Carabas family, Chiiteau Desir, at which splendid place 
Vivian was to pass the summer. 

In the meantime all was sunshine with Vivian Grey. His 
noble friend and himself were in perpetual converse, and con- 
stantly engaged in deep consultation. As yet, the world knew 
nothing, except that, according to the Marquess of CJarabas, 

Vivian Grey was the most astonishingly clever and prodigiously 
accomplished fellow that ever breathed." And as the Marquess 
always added, “resembled himself very much when he was 
young." 

But it must not be supposed that Vivian was to all the world 
the fascinating creature that he was to the Marquess of Carabas. 
Many complained that he was reserved, silent, satirical, and 
haughty. But the truth was, Vivian Grey often asked himself, 
“Who is to be my enemy to-morrow?" He wfis too cunning a 
master of the human mind, not to be aware of the quicksands 
upon wliieh all greenhorns strike ; he knew too well the danger 
of u^iiioccssary intimacy. A smile for a friend, and a sneer for the 
world, is the way to govern mankind, and such was the motto of 
Vivian Grey. 


CHAPTER IV. 

How shall we describe Chfiteau Desir, that place fit for all 
princes ? In the midst of a park of great extent, and eminent 
for scenery, as varied as might please Nature’s most capricious 
lover ; in the midst of green lawns, Jind deep winding glens, and 
cooling streams, and wild forest, and soft woodland, there was 
gradually formed an elevation, on which was situate a mansion of 
great size, and of that bastard, but picturesque style of arclii- 
teoture, called the Italian Gothic. Tite date of its erection was 
about the middle of the sixteenth century. You entered by a 
noble gateway, in which the pointed style still preAminated ; but 
in various parts of which, the Ionic column, and flbe prominent 
keystone, and other creations of Roman architeKure, inter- 
mingled with the expiring Gothic, into a large quadi%|,ngle, to 
which the square easement windows, and the triangular pediments 
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or ^able ends, supplying the place of battlements, gave a varied 
and Italian feature. In the centre of the court, from a vast 
marble basin, the rim of which was enriched by a splendidly- 
sculptured lotus border, rose a lAarblc group, representing Ainplii- 
trito with her marine attendants, whose sounding shells and corals 
sceptres sent forth their subject element in sparkling showers. 
This work, the chef d’oeuvre of a celebrated artist of Vicenza, bad 
been purchased by Valerian, first Lord Carabas, who having spent 
the greater part of his life as the representative of his monarch at 
tlic Ducal Court of Venice, at length returned to his native 
country; and in the creation of Ch{iteau Desir, endeavoured to 
find some consolation for the loss of his beautiful villa ou the banka 
of the Adige. 

Over the gateway there rose a turreted tower, the small square 
'window of which, notwithstanding its stout stanchions, illumined 
the muniment room of the House of Carabas. In the spandrils 
of the gateway, and in many other parts of the building, might be 
seen thc^rnis of the family; while the tall twisted stacks of 
chimneys, whicli appeared to spring from all parts of the roof, were 
carved and built in such curious and quaint devices, that they 
-were rather an oriiainent than an excrescence. WJien you entered 
the quadrangle', you ft>uiul one side solely occupied by the old hall, 
the liug(' carved rafters of wdiose oak roof rested on corbels of tlie 
family supporters, against tlie walls. Tlicse walls were of stone, 
hut covered half way from the ground with a panelling of curi(>usl3^- 
carved oak ; whence were suspended, in massy frames, the family 
portraits, painted by Dutch andJtalian artists. Near the Dais, or 
ui)per part of the hall, there projected an oriel window, which, as 
you beheld, you scarcely knew what most to admire, the radiancy 
of its painted panes, or the fantastic richness of Gothic ornament, 
which was profusely lavished in every part of its masonry. Here 
too tlic Gothic pendent, and the Gothic fan-work, were inter- 
mingled with the Italian arabesques, which, at the time of the 
building of the Chfiteau, had been recently introduced into 
England by Hans Holbein and John of Padua. 

How wild and fanciful are those ancient arabesques I Here at 
Chateau Desir, in the panelling of the old hall, miglit you see 
fantastic scrolls, separated by bodies ending in termini, and whose 
heads supported the Ionic volute, while the arch, which appeared 
to spring from these capitals, had, for a keystone, heads more mon- 
strous than tljbse of the fabled animals of Ctesias ; or so ludicrous, 
that you fongot the classic Griffin in the grotesque conception of 
the Italiapr artist. Here was a gibbering monkey, there a grin- 
ning Pi^incllo ; now you viewed a chattering devil, wdiich might 
have^>^ured in the Temptation of St. Anthony ; and now a mourn- 



VIVIAN GREY. 


38 

ful, mystic, bearded countenance, which might have flitted in the 
back scene of a Witelies' Sabbath* 

A long gallery wound through the upper story of two other 
sides of the quadrangle, and beneath were the show suite of apart- 
merits, with a sight of which the admiring eyes of curious tourists 
were occasionally delighted. 

TJie grey stone walls of this antique edifice were, in many places, 
thickly covered with ivy, and other parasitical plants, the deep 
green of whose verdure beautifully contrasted with the scarlet 
glories of the pyrus japoniea, w'hicli gracefully clustered round tlie 
windows of the lower chambers. The mansion itself was imme- 
diately surrounded by numerous ancient forest trees. There was 
tlie elm, witli its ricli branches, bending down like ehist(?riiig grapes ; 
lliero was the wide-spreading oak, with its roots fantastically 
gnarled; there w^as the ash, with its smooth liark and elegant leaf; 
and the silver beeeli, and the gracile birch; and the dark 
fir, affording with its rough foliage a contrast to the trunks 
of its more beautiful companions, or shooting far al#ve their 
branches, with the spirit of freedom w'ortJiy of a rough child of 
(he mountains. 

Around tlie Casth^ W'cre extensive j)leasurc-groiin(iS, wJiicIi real- 
ised the romance of the Gardens of Vcrularn. And truly, as you 
wandered through their enchanting ))atlis, there seemed no end 
to tlieir various beauties, and no exhaustion of their perpetual 
novelty. (Jrecii retreats succeeded to winding walks ; from the 
shady bercoau, you vaulted on the noble tenace ; and if, for an 
instant, you felt Avearied by treading the velvet lawn, you might 
rest in a mossy cell, while your mind was soothed by the soft music 
of falling waters. Now, your curious eyes were greeted by Ori- 
ental aiiiinals, basking in a sunny paddock ; and when you turned 
from the 'white-footed antelope, and the dark-eyed gazelle, you 
viewed an aviary of such extent, that within its trellised walls the 
imprisoned songsters could build, in the free branches of a tree, 
their natural nests. 

O fair scene !” thought Vivian Grey, as he approached, on a 
fine summer’s afternoon, the splendid Ch&teau. “ 0, fair scene ! 
doubly fair to those who quit for thee the thronged and agitated 
city. And can it be, that those who exist within this enchanted 
domain, can think of anything but sweet air, and do aught but 
revel in the breath of perfumed flowers?’* And diere he gained 
the garden-gate ; so he stopped his soliloquy, and gi«|'e liis horse 
to Ins groom. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The Marquess had preceded Vivian in his arrival about three or 
four days, and of course, to use the common phrase, the establish- 
ment was quite settled.” It was, indeed, to avoid the possibility 
of witnessing the domestic arrangements of a nobleman in any 
other point of view save that of perfection, that Vivian had de- 
clined accompiinyiiig his noble friend to the Chdteau. Mr. Grey, 
junior, was an epicurean, and all epicureans will <]uite agree with 
me, that his conduct on this head was extremely wise. I am not 
very nice myself about these matters : but there are, we all know, 
a thousand little things that go WTong on the arrivals of even the 
best regulated families ; and to mention no others, for any rational 
being voluntarily to encounter the awful gaping of an English 
family, who have travelled one hundred miles in ten successive 
hours, appears to me to be little short of madness. 

‘•Grej^ Tny boy, quite happy to see ye! — later thaal expected; 
first bell rings in five minutes — Sadler will show you your room. 
Your fatJicr, 1 hope, quite well?” 

Such was the salutation of the Marquess; and Vivian accord- 
ingly rctir/nl to arrange his toilet. 

Tlie first bell rang, and the second bell rang, and Vivian was 
seated at the dinner-table, lie bowed to the Marchioness, and 
iiskcd after licr jioodle, and gazed with some little cariosity at the 
vacant chair opjiosite him. 

Mrs, J Vlix Lorraine — ]Mr. Vivian Grey,” said the Marque.ss, 
as a lady entered the room. 

Now, altliough we are of those historians who are of opinion 
that the nature of the personages they celebrate should be deve- 
loped rather by a recital of tlieir conduct than by a set character 
on their introduction, it is, nevertheless, incumbent upon us to 
devote a few lines to the lady who has just entered, which the 
reader will be so good as to get tlirougb, while she is accepting 
an oflfer of some white soup ; by this means he will lose none of 
the conversation. 

. The Honourable Felix Lorraine we have before described as a 
Roue. After having jiasscd through a career with tolerable credit, 
which would have lilasted tlie cliaracter of any vulgar personage, 
Felix Lorraiiiewcndcd by pigeoning a young nobleman, whom, for 
that purpose he had made his intimate friend. The affair got 
wind — aft^ due examination, was proclaimed too bad,” and the 
guilty ppjF^)ntigc was visited with the heaviest vengeance of modem 
sopieU'—die was expelled his club. By this unfortunate exposure, 
Mr. Ifelix Lorraine was obliged to give in a match, which was 
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on the tapis^ with the celebrated Miss Mexico, on whose million 
he had determined to set up a character and a chariot, and at the 
same time pension his mistress, and subscribe to the Society for 
the Suppression of Vice. Felix left England for the Continent, 
and in due time was made drum-major at Barbados, or fiscal at 
Ceylon, or something of that kind. While he loitered in Europe, 
he made a conquest of the heart of the daughter of some German 
baron, and after six weeks passed in the most affectionate manner, 
the happy couple performing their respective duties with perfect 
propriety, Felix left Germany for his colonial appointment, and 
also left — ^liis lady behind him. 

Mr. Lorraine had duly and dutifully informed his family of his 
marriage ; and they, as amiably and affectionately, had never an- 
swered his letters, which he never expected they would. Profiting 
by their example, he never answered his wife’s, who, in due time, 
to the horror of the Marquess, landed in England, and claimed 
the protection of her “ beloved husband’s family.” The Marquess 
vowed he would never see her ; the lady, however, one ^orning 
gained admittance, and from that moment she had never quitted 
her brother- in-law’s roof, and not only had never quitted it, but 
now made the greatest favour of her staying. 

The extraordinary influence which Mrs. Felix Lorraine pos- 
sessed was certainly not owing to her beauty, for the lady op])<>site 
Vivian Grey had apparently no claims to admiration, on the score 
of her personal qualifications. Her complexion was bad, and her 
features were indifferent, and these characteristics were not ren- 
dered less uninterestingly conspicuous, by what makes an other- 
wise ugly woman quite tlie reverse, namely, a pair of expressive 
eyes ; for certainly this epithet could not be applied to those of 
Mrs. Felix Lorraine, which gazed in all the vacancy of German 
listlessncss. 

The lady did bow to Mr. Grey, and that was all ; and then she 
negligently spooned her soup, and then, after much parade, sent it 
away untouched. Vivian was not under the necessity of paying 
any immediate courtesy to his opposite neighbour, whose silence, 
he perceived, was for the nonce, and consequently for him. But 
the day was hot, and Vivian had been fatigued by his ride, and 
the Marquess’ champagne was excellent; and so, at last, the 
floodgates of his speech burst, and talk he did. He complimented 
her Ladyship’s poodle, quoted German to Mrs. Felix Lorraine,, 
and taught the Marquess to eat cabinet pudding curaqoA 
sauce (a custom which, by-the.bye, I recommend to all>: and then 
his stories, his scandal, and his sentiment ; — stories for' the Mar- 
quess, scandal for the Marchioness, and sentiment for the Mar- 
quess’ sister ! That lady, who began to find out her man, had no 
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mind to be longer silent, and although a perfect mistress of the 
English language, began to articulate a horrible patob, that she 
might not be mistaken for an Englishwoman, an occurrence which 
she particularly dreaded. But now came her punishment, for 
Vivian saw the effect which he had produced on Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine, and that Mrs. Felix Lorrmne now wished to produce a cor- 
responding effect upon him, and this he was determined she 
should not do ; so new stories followed, and new compliments en- 
sued, and finally he anticipated her sentences, and sometimes her 
thoughts. The lady sat silent and admiring! At last the impor- 
tant meal was finished, and the time came when good dull English 
dames retire ; but of this habit Mrs. Felix Lorraine did not ap- 
prove ; and although she had not yet prevailed upon Lady Carabas 
to adopt her ideas on field days, still, when alone, the good-natured 
Marchioness had given in, and to save herself from hearing the 
din of male voices at a time at which during her whole life she 
had been unaccustomed to them, the Marchioness of Carabas — 
dozed. Her worthy spouse, who was prevented, by the presence of 
Mrs. Felix Lorraine, from talking politics with Vivian, passed t^o 
bottle pretty brisldy, and then conjecturing that “ from the sunset 
we should liavo a fine day to-morrow,” fell back in his easy chair 
and — snored. 

Mrs. Felix Lorraine looked at her noble relatives, and shrugged 
up her shoulders with an air which bafileth all description. “ Mr. 
Grey, I congratulate you on this hospitable reception; you see we 
treat you quite cn famillc. Come! 'tis a fine evening, you have 
seen, as yet, but little of CIiMeau Desir : we may as well enjoy 
the tine ak on the Terrace.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

“ You must know, ^Ir. Grey, that this is my favourite walk, and 
I therefore expect tliat it will be yours.” 

“ It cannot indeed fail to be such, the favourite as it alike is, of 
^ Nature, and Mrs. Felix Lorraine.” 

“On my word, a very pretty sentence! — and who taught you, 
young sir, to bandy words so fairly?” 

“ I never can open my mouth, except in the presence of a wo- 
man ” observed Vivian, with impudent mendacity ; and he looked 
interesting and innocent. 

“ Indeed! — and what do you know about such wicked work, as 
talking to women ?” and hero Mrs. Felix Lorraine imitated Vivian's 
sentimental voice. “ Do you know,” she continued, “ I feel quite 
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happy that you have come down here; — begin to think that we 
ahiill be great friends.” 

" Nothing appears to me more evident,” said Vivian. 

How delicious is friendship,” exclaimed Mrs. Felre Lorraine ; 
** delightful sentiment, that prevents life from being a curse I Have 
you a friend, Mr. Vivian Grey?” 

“Before I answer that question, I should like to know what 
meaning Mrs. Felix Lorraine attaches to that important monosyl- 
lable, friend.” 

“ Oh, you want a definition : I hate definitions , and of all the 
definitions in the v/orld, the one I have been most unfortunate in 
has been a definition of friendship, — I might say” — and here her 
voice sunk, — “ I might say, of ail the sentiments in the world, 
friendship is the one which has been most fatal to me ; but I must 
not inoculate you 'with my bad spirits,, bad- spirits are not for 
young blood like yours, leave them to old persons like myself.” 

“ Old!” said Vivian, in a proper tone of surprise. 

“Old! ay old, — how old do you think I am?” 

♦“ You may have seen twenty summers,” gallantly conjectured 
Vivian. 

The lady looked pleased, and almost insinuated that she had 
seen one or two more. 

“ A clever woman,” thought Vivian, “ but vain ; I liardly know 
what to think of her,” 

“ Mr. Grey, I fear you find me in bad spirits to-day; but, alas! 
I — I have cause. Although wc sec each otlier to-day for tlic first 
time, yet there is something in your maiiiier, something in the ex- 
pression of your eyes, tliat make me believe rny liappiness is not 
altogether a matter of iiidiflorciice to you.” These words, uttered 
in one of the s>vcctest voices by which ever liiiman being wais fasci- 
nated, were slowly and deliberately spoken, as if it were intended 
that they sliould rest on the car of the olject to whom they were 
addressed. 

“ My dearest madam ! it is impossible tliat I can have but one 
sentiment with regard to you, that of 

“ Of what, Mr. Grey?” 

“ Of solicitude for your welfare.” 

The lady gently took the arm of the young man, and then w ith 
an agitated voice, and a troubled spirit, dwelt upon the unhappiness 
of her lot, and the cruelty of her fortunes. Her husbancUs indif- 
ference was the Eorrowful theme of her lamentations; and she 
ended by asking Mr. Vivian Grey’s advice, as to the line of con- 
duct which she should pursue with regard to him ; first duly in- 
forming Vivian that this was the only time, and he the only person^ 
to whom tliis subject'had been ever mentioned. 
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And why should J mention it here — and to whom? The Mar- 
quess is the best of men, hut — and here she looked up in Vivian*B 
face, and spoke volumes ; ‘‘ and the Marchioness is the most amia- 
ble of women, — at least, 1 suppose her lap-do^ tliinks so/' 

The advice of Vivian was very concise. He sent the husband to 
the devil in two seconds, and insisted upon the wife’s not thinking 
of him for another moment; and then the lady dried her eyes, and 
promised to do her best. 

“ And now,"' said Mrs. Felix Lon*aine, “ I must talk about your 
own affairs — I think your plan excellciit." 

“ Plan, madam !’' 

Yes, plan, sir ! tlie Marquess has told me all. I have no head for 
politics, Mr. Grey; but if I cannot assist you in managing the 
luilioii, 1 perhaps may in managing the lamily, and my services are 
at your command. Believe me, you’ll have enough to do : there, 
f plodgv^ you my Irotli. Do you tliink it a pretty hand? ” 

Vivian did think it a very pretty hand, and he performed due 
court e.des in a becoming style. 

And now, good even to you," said the lady; “ this little gitite 
loads to my apartments. You will have no difficulty in finding 
your way back — so ^^lying, she disappeared. 


CHAPTER VII. 

Tun first vreek at Cliiitoaii Desir passed pleasantly enough. 
Vivian’s morning- v.as amply occupied in maturing with the Mar- 
quess the grand in’ineiples of the new political system; in weigh- 
ing interests, in balancing connections, and settling “what side 
was to be taken on the great questions ? ” O ! iwlitics, thou splendid 
juggle! — The whole business, although so magnificent in its result, 
appeared very easy to tlie two counsellors, for it was one of the 
first principles of Mr. Vivian Grey, that everything was jmssible. 
Men did fail in life to be sure, and after all, very little was done by 
the generality; but still all these failures, and all this inefficiency, 
might be traced to a want of physical and mental courage. Some 
men were bold in their conceptions, and splendid heads at a grand 
system, but then, when the day of battle came, they turned out very 
cowards ; while others, who had nerve enough to stand the brunt 
of the hottest fire, were utterly ignorant of military tactics, and 
fell before the destroyer, like the brave untutored Indians before 
the civilised European. Now Vivian Grey was conscious, that 
there was at least one person in tlie world who was no craven 
either in body or in mind, and so he had long come to the com- 
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fortable concluBion, that it was impossible that his career could be 
anything but the most brilliant. And truly, employed as he now 
was, with a peer of the realm, in a solemn consultation on that 
realm’s most important interests, at a time when creatures of his 
age were moping in Halls and Colleges, is it to be wondered at, 
that he began to imagine that his theory was borne out by expe- 
rience, and by fact? Not that it must be supposed, even for a mo- 
ment, that Vivian Grey was what the world calls conceited. — Oh, 
no ! he knew the measure of his own mind, and had fathomed the 
depth of his powers with equal skill and impartiality; but in tlic 
process he could not but feel, that he could conceive much, and 
dare do more. 

We said the first week at ChS^tcau Desir passed pleasantly 
enough ; and so it did, for Vivian’s soul revelled in the morning 
councils on his future fortunes, with as much eager joy ns a young 
courser tries the turf, preliminary to running for the plate. And 
then, in the evening, were moonlit walks with Mrs. Felix Lorraine! 
and then the lady abused England so prettily, and initiated her 
companion in all the secrets of German Courts, and sang beautiful 
French songs, and told the legends of her native land in such an 
interesting, semi-serious tone, that Vivian almost imagined that 
she believed them — ^and then she would take him beside the lumi- 
nous lake in the park, and vow it looked just like the dark I)lue 
Rhine! and then she remembered Germany, and grew sad, and 
abused her husband ; and then she taught Vivian the guitar, and 
— some other fooleries besides. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

The second week of Vivian’s visit had come round, and the flag 
waved proudly on the proud tower of Chtitcau Desir, indicating to 
the admiring county, tliat the most noble Sidney, Marquess of 
Carahas, held public days twice a-week at his grand Castle. And 
now came the neighbouring peer, full of grace and gravity, and the 
mellow baronet, with his hearty laugh, and the jolly country f quire, 
and the middling gentry, and the jobbing country attorney, and the 
flourishing country surveyor — ^some honouring by their presence, 
some who felt the obligation equal, and others bending before the 
noble host, ns if paying him adoration, was almost an ,equal plea- 
sure with that of guzzling his venison pasties, and qualHiig his 
bright wines. 

Independently of all these periodical visitors, the house was full 
of permanent ones. There were the Viscount and Viscountess 
Courtown and their three daughters, and Lord and Lady Beacons- 
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field and their three sons, and Sir Berdmore and Lady Scrope, and 
Colonel Delmington of the Guards, and Lady Louisa Manvers 
and her daughter Julia. Lady Louisa was the only sister of the 
Marquess — a widow, proud and penniless. 

To all these distinguished personages, Vivian was introduced by 
the Marquess as “ a monstrous clever young man, and his Lord- 
ship's most particular friend" — and then the noble Carabas left the 
game in his young friend’s hands. 

And right well Vivian did his duty. In a week’s time it would 
have been hard to decide with whom of the ftimily of tlie Cour- 
towus Vivian was the greatest favourite. He rode with the Vis- 
count, who was a good horseman, and was driven by his Lady, who 
was a good whip ; and when he had sufficiently admired the tout 
ensemble of her Ladyship’s pony phaetoiiy he entrusted her, “ in 
confidence,’’ with some ideas of his own about Martingales, a sub- 
ject which he assured her Ladyship “ had been the object of his 
mature consideration.’* The three honourable Misses were the 
most difficult part of the business ; but he talked sentiment with 
tlio first, sketched with the second, and romped wdth the third. 

Ere the Boaconsfields could be jealous of the inflncnce of the 
Courtowiis, Mr. Vivijiu Grey had promised his Lordship, who was 
a collector of medals, an unique, which had never yet been heard 
of; and her Ladyship, wdio was a collector of autographs, the pri- 
vate letters of every man of genius that ever had been heard of. 
In this division of the Carabas guests, he was not bored with a 
family ; for sons, he always made it a rule to cut dead ; they are 
the members of a family who, on an average, are generally very 
iininfluential, for, on an average, they are fools enough to think it 
very knowing, to be very disagreeable. So the wise man but little 
loves them, but woe to the fool who neglects the daughters! 

Sir Berdmore Scrope, Vivian found a more unmanageable per- 
sonagf ; for the baronet was confoundedly shrewd, and without a 
particle of sentiment in his composition. It was a great thing, 
however, to gain him ; for Sir Berdmore was a leading country 
gentleman, and having quarrelled with Ministers about the corn 
laws, had been counted disaffected ever since. The baronet, how- 
ever, although a bold man to the world, was luckily henpecked j so 
Vivian made love to the wife, and secured the husband. 


CHAPTER IX. 

I THINK that Julia Manvers was really the most beautiful crea- 
ture that ever smiled in this fair world. Such a symmetrically 
foimed shape, such perfect features, such a radiant complexion. 
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such luxnriaut auburn hair, and such blue eyes, lit up by a smile of 
sudi mind aud meaning, have seldom blessed the gaze of admiring 
man ! Vivian Grey, fresh as he was, was not exaetly the creature 
to lose his heart very speedily. He looked upon marriage as a 
certain farce in which, sooner or later, he was, as a well-paid actor, 
to play his part ; and could it have advanced his views one jot, he 
would have married the Princess Caraboo to-morrow. But of all 
wives in the world, a young and handsome one was that which he 
most dreaded ; and how a statesman, who was wedded to a beauti- 
ful woman, could possibly perform his duties to the public, did most 
exceedingly puzzle him. Notwithstanding these sentiments, how- 
ever, Vivian began to think that there really could be no harm 
in talking to so beautiful a creature as Julia, and a little conversa- 
tion with her would, he felt, be no unplcasing relief to the difficult 
duties in which he was involved. 

To the astonishment of the Honourable Buckhurst Stanhope, 
eldest son of Lord Beaconsfield, Mr. Vivian Grey, who had never 
yet condescended to acknowledge liis existence, asked him one 
morning, witli the most fjiscinating of smiles, and with the most 
conciliating voice, “whether they should ride together.^' The 
young heir apparent looked stiff, and assented. He arrived again 
at Ch(Ltcau Desir in a couple of hours, desperately enamoured of 
the eldest Miss Ccurtown. The sacrifice of two mornings to the 
Honourable Dormer Stanhope, and the Honourable Gregory Stan- 
hope, sent them home equally captivated by the remaining sisters. 
Having thus, like a man of honour, provided for the amusement of 
his former friends, the three Miss Courtowns, Vivian left Mrs. 
Felix Lorraine to the Colonel, whose mustache, by-thc-bye, that 
lady considerably patronised, and then, having excited an universal 
feeling of gallantry among the elders, Vivian found his whole day 
at the service of Julia Manvers. 

“ Miss Manver.s, I think that you and I are the only faithftl sub- 
jects in this'Castle of Indolence. Here am I lounging on an otto- 
man, my ambition -reaching only so far as the possession of a 
chibouque, whose aromatic and circling wreaths, I candidly con- 
fess, I dare not here excite ; and you, of course, much too knowing 
to be doing anything on the first of August, save dreaming of races, 
archery feats, and county balls — the three most delightful things 
which the country can boast, either for man, woman, or child.” 

“ Of course, you except sporting for yourself — shooting espe- 
cially, I suppose.” 

“ Shooting, oh ! ah ! there is such a thing. No, I'm no shot ; 
that I have not in my time cultivated a Manton ; but the 
truth is, having, at an early age, mistaken my most intimate friend 
Ar a cock pheasant, 1 sent a whole crowd of fours into his face, and 
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thevdby spoilt one of the prettiest countenances in Christendom ; so 
I gare up the field. Besides, as Tom Moore says, 1 have so much to 
do in the country, that, for my part, I really have no time for kiUmg 
birds and jumping over ditches : good work enough for country 
squires, who must, like all others, have their hours of excitement. 
Mine are Of a different nature, and boast a diferent locality; and 
so when I come into the countiy, ’tis for pleasant air, and beautiful 
trees, and winding streams — things which, of course, those who live 
among them all the year round do not suspect to be lovely and 
adorable creations. Don’t you agree with Tom Moore, Miss 
Manvers ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, of course ! but I think it is very improper, tliat habit, which 
everyone has. of calling a man of such eminence as the author of 
‘ Lalla Rookh' Tom Moore.^’ 

“ I wish he could but hear you ! But, suppose I were to quote 
Mr. Moore, or Mr, Thomas Moore, would you have the most dis- 
tant conception whom I meant? No, no, certainly not. By- 
tlic-bye, did you ever hear the pretty name they gave him at 
Paris?” 

“ No I what was it ?” 

“ One day, Moore and Rogers went to call on Denon. Rogers 
gave their names to the Swiss, Monsieur Rogers et Monskur 
Moore, The Swiss dashed open the library door, and, to the great 
surprise of the illustrious antiquary, announced, Monsieur I’Amour ! 
While Denon was doubting whether the God of Love was retilly 
paying him a visit or not, Rogers entered. I should like to have 
seen Denon’s face ! ” 

And Monsieur Denon did take a portrait of Mr. Rogers ns 
Cupid, 1 believe ?” 

“Come, madam, ‘no scandal about Queen Elizabeth.’ Mr. 
Roge^is one of the most elegant-minded men in the country.’’ 

“ ! do not lecture me with such a laughing face, or else 

your moral will be utterly thrown away.” 

“ Ah ! you liave Retsch’s Faust there. I did not expect on a 
drawing-room table at Ch^eau Desir, to see anything so old, and 
so excellent. 1 thought the third edition of Tremaine would 
Jbf<Tr very fair specimen of your ancient literature, and Major 
Denham’s hair-breadth escapes of your modern. There wiis an 
excellent story about, on the return of Denham and Clapperton. 
The travellers took difiereut routes, in order to arrive at the same 
point of destination. In his wanderings the Major came unto an 
unheard-of Lake, which, with the spirit which they of the Guards 
surely approved, he christened ‘ Lake Waterloo.* Clapperton ar- 
Tived a few days after him ; and the pool was immediately ra- 
diaptised ‘ Lake Trafalgar.’ There was a hot quarrel in conse* 
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qucDce. Now, if I had been there, I would have arranged xnat^ 
ters, by proposing as a title, to meet, the views of all parties, 
* The United Service Lake/ " 

That would have been happy#" 

“ How beautiful Margaret is ! said Vivian, nsing from his otto- 
man, and seating himself on the sofa by the lady I always think 
that this is the only Personification where Art has not rendered 
Innocpnce insipid.” 

“ Do you think so?" 

‘‘ Why, take Una in the Wilderness, or Goody Two Shoes. 
These, I believe, were the most innocent persons that ever existed, 
and I am sure you will agree with me, they always look the most 
insipid# Nay, perhaps 1 was wrong in what I said ; perhaps it is 
Insipidity that always looks innocent, not Innocence always in- 
sipid.” 

“ How can you refine so, when the thermometer is at 100'' ! 
Pray, tell me some more stories.” 

I cannot, I am in a refining humour ; I could almost lecture 
to-day at the Royal Institution. You would not call these exactly 
Prosopopeias of Innocence?” said Vivian, turning over a bundle 
of Stewart Newton’s beauties, languishing, and lithographed. 
“Newton, I suppose, like Lady Wortley Montague, is of opinion, 
that the face is not the most beautiful part of woman ; at least, if 
I am to judge from these elaborate ancles. Now the countenance 
of this Donna, forsohth, has a drowsy placidity worthy of the easy 
chair she is lolling in, and yet her ancle would not disgrace the 
contorted frame of the most pious Faquir.” 

“ Well! I am an admirer of Newton's paintings.” 

“ Oh ! so am I. He is certainly a cleverish fellow, but rather 
too much among the blues ; a set, of whom, 1 would venture to 
say, Miss Marivers knoweth little about?” 

“ Oh, not the least! Mamma does not visit that way.^ What 
are they?” 

“Oh, very powerful people! though ® Mamma does not visit 
that way.’ Their words are Ukases as far as Ourzon Street, and 
very Decretals in the general vicinity of May Fair; but you 
shall have a further description another time. How those r()Ok^ 
bore ! I hate staying with ancient families ; you are always cawed 
to death. If ever you write a novel, Miss Manvers, mind you 
have a rookery in it. Since Tremaine, and Washington Irving, 
nothing wiU go down without,” 

“ By-the-bye, who is the author of Tremaine ? ” 

“ It is either Mr. Ryder, or Mr. .Spencer Percival,or Mr. Dysont ^* 
or Miss Dyson, or Mr. Bowles, or the Duke of Buckingham, or 
Mr, Wai'd, or a young officer in the Guards, or an old Clergyman in 
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the North of England, or a mlddlc*aged Barrister on the Midland 
Circuit.” 

“ Mr. Grey, I wish you could get me an autograph of Mr. 
Wiisliington Irving; I want it for a particular friend.” 

“ Give me a pen and ink ; I will' Wite you one immediately.” 

« Ridiculous!” 

There ! now you have made me blot Faustus.” 

At tills moment the room-door suddenly opened, and as suddenly 
shut. 

Who was that ?” 

“ Mcphistophiles, or Mrs, Felix Lorraine; one or the other, 
perhaps both.” 

« What!” 

“ What do you think of Mrs. Felix Lorraine, hliss Maiivcrs?” 

“ Oh ! I think her a very amusing woman, a very clever wo- 
man, a very — ^biit ” 

“ But what?” 

But I cannot exactly make her out.” 

“ Nor I, nor I — ^she is a dark riddle ; and, although I am a very 
(Echpus, I confess I have not yet unravelled it. Conic, there is 
Washington lrving*.s autograph for you ; read it, isn't it quite in 
character ? Shall I write any more ? One of Sir Walter's, or 
Mr. Soiillicy's, or Mr. Milman’s, or Mr. Disraelis? or shall 1 • 
sprawl a Byron ? ” 

I really cannot .sanction such unprincipled conduct. You may 
make me one of Sir Walter’s, however.’^ 

“l\»or Washington, poor Washington ! ” said Vivian, writing 
“ I knew him well in London. lie always slept at dinner. One 
day, as he was dining at Mr. Ilallam's, they took him, when asleep, 
to Lady Jersey's : and, to sec the Sieur Geoffrey, they say, when 
he opened his eyes in the illumined saloons, was really quite ad- 
mirable! quite an Arabian tale!” 

“ IIow delightful ! I should have so liked to have seen him ! 
lie seems quite forgotten now in England. IIow came wc to talk 
of him?” 

‘•Forgotten — oh! he spoilt his elegant talents in writing Ger- 
npv:;" im-d^^-italian twaddle with all the rawness of a Yankee.* 
lie ought never to have left America, at least in literature ; — 
there was an uncoiitcsted and glorious field for him. He should 
have been managing Director of the Hudson Bay Company, and 
lived all his life among the beavers.” 

“ I tliink there is nothing more pleasant than talking over the 
Reason, in the country, in August.” 

“ N othing more agreeable. It was dull, though, last season, very 
UuU; I think the game cannot be kept going another year. If it 

4 
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were not for the General Election, we really must hare a war for 
variety’B sake. Peace gets quite a bore. Jfiverybody you dine with 
has a good cook, and gives you a dozen different wines, all perfect. 
We cannot bear this any longer; all the lights and shadows of 
life are lost. The only good thing I heard this year was an 
ancient gentlewoman going up to Gunter and asking him for * the 
receipt for that white stuff/ pointing to his Roman punch. I, 
who am a great man for receipts, gave it her immediately ' One 
hod of mortar to one bottle of Noyau.* ” 

“ And did she thank you ?” 

Thank me ! ay, truly ; and pushed a card into my hand, so 
thick and sharp, that it cut through my glove. I wore my arm in 
a sling for a month afterwards.** 

“ And what was the card?** 

“ Oh, you need not look so arch! The old lady was not even a 
faithless duenna. It was an invitation to an assembly, or some- 
thing of the kind, at a place, somewhere, as Theodore Hook 
or Mr. Croker would say, ‘between Mesopotamia and Russell 
Square.* ** 

“Pray, hfr. Grey, is it true that all the houses in Russell 
Square are tenantless ?** 

“ Quite true ; the Marquess of Tavistock has given up the 
county in consequence. A perfect shame, is it not? Let us 
write it up.** 

“ An admirable plan ! but we will take the houses first, at a 
pepper-corn rent.** 

“ What a pity, Miss Manvers, the fashion has gone out of selling 
oneself to the devil.** 

“ Good gracious, Mr. Grey ! 

“ On my honour, I am quite serious. It does appear to me to 
be a very great pity. What a capital plan for younger brothers ! 
It is a kind of thing I have been trying to do all my life, and 
never could succeed. 1 began at school with toasted cheese and a 
pitch-fork ; and since then I have invoked, with all the eloquence 
of Goethe, the evil one in the solitude of the Ilartz, but without 
success. I think I should make an excellent bargain with him : 
of course, I do not mean that ugly vulgar savage witu a ilfciMji: 
tale. Oh, no ! Satan himself for me, a perfect gentleman ! Or 
Belial — Belial would be the most delightful. He is the fine 
genius of the Inferno, I imagine, the Berahger of Pande- 
monium.**' 

“ I really cannot listen to such nonsense one moment longer. 
What would you have if Belial were here?** 

“ Let us see. Now, you shall act’ the spirit, and I, Vivian Grey. 
I wish we had a short-haud writer here to take down the Incauta- 
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tion Scene. Wc would send it to Aitiokl — 

I will have a fair castle.” 

The lady bowed. 

" I will have a palace in town.*^ 

Tlie lady bowed. 

I will have a fdr wife. Why, Miss Manvers, you forget to 
bow!” 

** I really beg^ your pardon ! ” 

** Come, this is a novel way of makings an offer, and, I hope, a 
successful one.” 

"Julia, my dear,” cried a voice in the veranda, "Julia, my 
dear, I want you to walk with me.” 

" Say you are engaged with the Marchioness,” whispered Vivian 
with a low but distinct voice; his eyes fixed on the table, and his 
lips not appearing to move. 

" Mamma, I am 

" I want you immediately and particularly, Julia,” cried Lady 
Louisa, with an earnest voice. 

" I am coming, I am coming. You see I must go.” 


CHArTER X. 

" Confusion on that old hag! Her eye looked evil on me, at 
tlie very moment ! Although a pretty wife is really the destruc- 
tion of a young man’s prospects, still, in the present case, the 
Tiiccc of my friend, my patron — high family — ^ficrfectly unexcep- 
tionable, &c. &c. &c. Such blue eyes! upon my honour, this 
must be an exception to the general rule.” Here a light step 
attracted his attention, and, on turning round, he found Mrs. Felix 
Lorraine at his elbow. 

" Oh ! you are here, Mr. Grey, acting the solitaire in tho 
park! 1 want your opinion about a passage in ^Herman and 
Dorothea,'” 

"My ojiinion is always at your service; but, if the passage is 
not pedcctly clear to Mrs. Felix Lorraine, it will be perfectly 
obscure, I am convinced, to me.” 

"Ah! yes, of course. Oh, dear! after all my trouble, I have 
forgotten my book. IIow mortifying! Well, I will show it you 
after dinner: adieu!— and, by-the-bye, Mr. Grey, as I am here, I 
may as well advise you not to spoil all the Marquess' timber/by 
carving a certain person’s name on his park trees. I think your 
plans in that quarter are admirable. 1 have been walking with 
Lady Louisa the whole morning, and' you cannot think how I 
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putted yon I Courag:e, Caralier, and we shall soon be connected, 
not only in friendship, but in blood.” 

The next morning at breakfast, Vivian was surprised to find 
that the Manvers party was suddenly about to leave the Castle. 
All were disconsolate at their departure — for there was to be a 
grand entertainment at Chkteau Desir that very day — ^but particu- 
larly Mrs. Felix Lorraine, and Mr. Vivian Grey. The sudden 
departure was accounted for by the arrival of unexpected,” &c. 
Sec. Sec. There was no hope, — ^the green post-chariot was at the 
door, a feeble promise of a speedy return ; Julia’s eyes were filled 
with tears. Vivian was springing forward to press her hand, and 
bear her to the carriage, when Mrs. Felix Lorraine, seized his arm, 
vowed she was going to faint, and, ere she could recover herself, 
or loosen her grasp, the Manvers — ^were gone. 


CHAPTER XI. 

The gloom which the parting had diffused over all countenances 
was quite dispelled when the Marquess entered. 

Lady Carabas,” said he, ‘‘ you must prepare for many visitors 
to-day. There are the Amershams, and Lord Alhambrn, and 
Ernest Clay, and twenty other young heroes, who, duly informed 
that the Miss Courtowns were honouring us with their presence, 
are pouring in from all quarters; is it not so, Juliana?” gallantly 
asked the Marquess of Miss Courtown : “ but who do you think 
is coming besides?” 

“Who, who?” exclaimed all. 

“ Nay, you shall guess,” said the Peer. 

“The Duke of Waterloo?” guessed Cynthia Courtown, the 
romp, 

“ Prince Hungary ?” asked her sister Laura. 

“ Is it a gentleman ? ” asked Mrs. Felix Lorraine. 

“No, no, you are all wrong, and all very stupid. It is Mrs. 
Million.” 

“ Oh, how delightful ! ” said Cynthia. 

“ Oh, how annoying ! ” said the Marchioness. 

“ You need not look so agitated, my love,” said the Marquess ; 
“I have written to Mrs. Million, to say that we shall be most 
happy to see her ; but as the Castle is very full, she must not come 
with five carriages-and-four, as she did last year.” 

“And will Mrs. Million dine with us in the Hall, Marquess?” 
asked Cynthia Courtown. 

“ Mrs. Million will do wliat she likes ; I only know that I shall 



VIVIAN GREY. 6^ 

dine in the Hall, whatever happens, and whoever comes ; and so, I 
suppose, will Miss Cynthia Courtown?*^ 

Vivian rode out alone, immediately after breakfast, to cure his 
melancholy by a gallop. 

Returning home, he intended to look in at a pretty farmhouse, 
where lived one John Conyers, a great friend of Vivian’s. This 
man had, about a fortnight ago, been of essential service to our 
hero, when a vicious horse, which he was endeavouring to cure of 
some ugly tricks, had nearly terminated his mortal career. 

“Why are you crying so, my boy?" asked Vivian of a little 
Conyers, who was sobbing bitterly at the door. He was answered 
only with desperate sobs. 

“ Oh, ’tis your honour,” said a dccentJooking woman, who 
came out of the house; “I thought they had come back 
again.” 

“ Come back again! why, what is the matter, dame?” 

“ Oh ! your honour, we’re in sad distress ; there’s been a 
seizure, this morning, and I’m mortal fear’d the good man’s beside 
himself.” 

“ Oo(»d heavens ^ why did not you come to the Castle?” 

“Oh! your honour, wc a’nt his Lordship’s tenants no longer ; 
there’s been a change for Parley Mill, and now we’re Lord 
Momitency’s people. John Conyers has been behind-haiid ever 
since he had the fever, but Mr. Sedgwick always gave time : but 
Lord Mounteney’s gem’iuan says the system’s bad, and so he’ll put 
an end to it and so all’s gone, your honour ; all’s gone, and I’m 
mortal fear’d tlie good man’s beside himself.” 

“ And who is Lord Mouiiteney’s man of business?” 

“Mr. Sta])yltoii Toad,” sobbed the good dunio. 

“Here, boy, leave otf crying, and hold my horse; keep your 
hold tight, but give him rein, he’ll be quiet enough then. 1 will 
see honest John, dame.” 

“ I’m sure your honour’s very kind, but I’m mortal feared the 
good man’s beside himself, and he’s apt to do very violent things 
when the fit’s on him. He hasn’t been so bad since young Barton 
behaved so wickedly to his sister.” 

“ Never mind! there is nothing like a friend’s face in the Jiour 
t)f sorrow.” 

“ I wouldn’t advise your honour,” said the good dame. “ It’s an 
awful hour when the fit’s on him ; he knows not friend or foe, and 
scarcely knows me, your honour.” 

“ Never mind, I’ll see him.” 

Vivian entered the house ; but who shall describe the scene of 
desolation ! The room was entirely stripped ; there was nothing 
left, save the bare w'hite-washcd walls, and the red tiled flooring. 
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The room wan darkened ; and seated on an old block of w<kkU 
vbicli had been pulled out of the orchard, unee the bailiff liad 
left, was John Conyers. The fire was out, but his feet were still 
among the ashes. His head was buried in his bands, and bowed down 
nearly to his knees. The eldest girl, a fine seiisible child of id»out 
thirteen, was sitting with two brothers on the floor in a corner of 
the room, motionless, their faces grave, and still as death, but 
tearless. Three young children, of an age too tender to know 
grief, were acting umneaning gambols near tlie door. 

Oh ! pray beware, your honour,” earnestly whisi)ered the poor 
dame, as she entered the cottage with the visitor. 

Vivian walked up with a silent step to the end of the room, where 
’Conyers was sitting. He remembered tJiis little room, when ho 
thought it the very model of the abode of an Englisli husbandman. 
The neat row of plates, and llic well-scoured utensils, and the fine 
old Dutch clock, and the ancient and amusing ballad, purcli.ascd 
at some neigbbouring fair, or of some itinerant bibliopole, and 
pinned against the wall — all were gone ! 

‘‘Conyers!” exclaimed Vivian. 

There was no answer, nor did the miserable man appear in the 
slightest degree to be sensible of Vivian’s presence. 

“ My good John ! ” 

The man raised his licfid from his restinp: place, and turned to 
tlie spot whence the voice proceeded. Tlierc was siicli an un- 
natural fire in his eyes, that Vivian’s spirit almost quailed, llji^ 
alarm was not decreased, when he perceived tlmt the master of the 
cottage did not recognise him. The fearful stare was, however, 
short, and again the sufferer’s face was hid. 

The wife was advancing, but Vivian waved liis band to her to 
withdraw, and she accordingly fell into the background ; but lior 
fixed eye did not leave her husband for a second. 

“ John Conyers, it is your friend, ]Mr. Vivian Grey, who is here,” 
said Vivian. 

“ Gi'cy !” moaned the liiisbandman, “ Grey ! who is he ?” 

“Your friend, John Conyers. Do you quite forget me?” said 
Vivian advancing, and with a tone w'hicli Vivian Grey could alone 
assume. 

“ I think I have seen you, and you W’crc kind,” and the face wa^ 
again hid. 

“ And always will be kind, John. I have come to comfort you. 
I thought that a friend’s voice would do you good. Come, cheer 
up, my man 1 ” and Vivian dared to touch him. His hand was not 
repulsed. “ Do you remember what good service you did me when 
I rode white-footed Moll ? Why, I was much worse off then than 
you are now ; and yet, you see, a friend came and saved me. You 
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must not give way so, my good fellow. After all, a little manage- 
ment will set everything right,” aud be took the husbandman’s 
sturdy hand. 

do remember you” he faintly cried. «You were alw^ays 
very kind.” 

"And always will be, John; always to friends like you. Come, 
come, clieer up and look about you, and let the sunbeam enter 
your cottage.” and Vivian beckoned to the wife to open the 
closed shutter. 

Conyers stared around him, but Ins eye rested only on bare 
walls, and the big tear coursed down his hardy clieek. 

“ Nay, never mind, man !” said Vivian, “we’ll soon have chairs 
and tables again. And as for the rent, think no more about that 
at present.” 

The hn<])aiu]man looked up, and then burst into weeping. 
Vivian could scarcely hold down his convulsed frame on tin* rugged 
scat ; but the wdfe udvanced from the back of t]u‘ room, and her 
husband’s head rested against her bosonu Vivian held his 
honest hand, and the eldest girl rose unbidden from her silent 
sorrow, and clung to her father’s knee. 

“ The fit is over/’ whispered the wife. “ There, there, there’s 
a man, all is now well and Vivian left him resting on his wife’s 
bosom. 

“Here, you curly-hendcd rascal, scamper down to tlic village 
immediately, and bring up a basket of something to eat; and tell 
Morgan Piice, that Mr. Grey sa.y.s he is to send up a couple of 
beds, and some cljairs lierc immediately, and some j)lates and 
dishes, ji^ everything else, and don’t forget somcMile •/’ so sayingv 
Vivian iiujig the urchin a sovereign. 

"And now, dame, for Heaven’s sake, light the fire. As for 
the rent, do not waste this trifle on that,” whis)>erod Vivian, 

slipping las purse into his hand, “for I will see Stapylton Toad, 
and get time. Why, woman, you’ll never strike light, if your 
tears drop so fii.st into the tiuder-hox. Here, give it me. Yon 
arc not tit to work to-day. And how is the trout in RavelyMead, 
John, tliis hot weather? You know you never kept your promise 
witli me. * Oh ! you are a sad fellow ! Tliere ! there’s a spark ! 
I wonder why old Toad did not take the tinder-box. It is a very 
valuable piece of property, at least to us. Run and get mo .some 
wood, that’s a good boy. Aud so white-footed IMoll is past all 
recovery ? Well, she was a pretty creature ! There, that will do 
famously,” said Vivian, fanning the flame with hi.s hat. “ See, it 
mounts well ! And now, God bless you all ! for I am an hour too 
late, and must scamper for my very life.” 
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CHAPTER Xir. 

Mrs. TVIillion arrived, and kept her promise ; only three car- 
riages-and-four ! Out of the first descended the mig^lity lady her- 
self, with some noble friends, who formed the most distinguished 
part of her suite : out of the second came her physician, Dr. Sly ; 
her toad-eater, Miss Gusset ; her secretary, and her page. The 
third carriage bore her groom of the chambers, and three female 
attendants. There were only two men servants to each equipage; 
nothing could be more moderate, or, as Miss Gusset said, ‘‘ in 
bettor taste.” 

Mrs. Million, after having granted the Marquess a private inter- 
view in her private apartments, signified her imperial intention of 
dining in public, which, as she had arrived late, she trusted she 
might do ill her travelling dress. The Marquess kotooed like a 
first-rate mandarin, and vowed “that her will was his conduct.” 

The whole suite of apartments was thrown open ; and was 
crowded with guests. Mrs. Million entered ; she was leaning on 
the Marquess’ arm, and in a travelling dress, namely, a crimson 
silk pclis.se, hut and feathers, with diamond ear-rings, and a rope 
of gold round her neck, A train of about twelve persons, con- 
sisting of her noble fellow-travellers, toad-eaters, physicians, 
secretaries, &c. &c. &c., followed. The entree of her Majesty 
could not have created a greater sensation, than did that of Mrs. 
Million. All fell back. Gartered peers, and starred amhas.sador.s, 
and baronets with blood older than tlie creation, and squires, to 
the antiquity of whose veins chcaos was a novelty; all fictreatcd, 
with eyes that scarcely dared to leave the ground— even Sir Plaii- 
tagcnct Pure, whose family had refused a peerage regularly every 
century, now, for the first time in his life, seemed cowed, and in 
an awkward retreat to make way for the approaching presence, 
got entangled with the Mameluke boots of my Lord Alhambra. 

At last, a sofa was gained, and the great lady was seated, and 
the sensation liaving somewhat subsided, conversation was re- 
sumed; and the mighty Mrs. Million was not slightly abused, 
particularly by those who had bowed lowest at her entree ; and 
now the Marquess of Carabas, as was wittily observed by ]^Ir. 
Septimus Sessions, a pert young barrister, “ went the circuit,” 
that is to say, made tlie grand tour of the suite of apartments, 
making remarks to every one of his guests, and keeping up his 
influence in the county. 

“ Ah, my Lord Alhambra ! this is too kind ; and how Is your ex- 
cellent father, and my good friend ?— Sir Plantagenet, yours most 
siueerely ; we shall have no difficulty about that right of common. 
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—Mr. Leverton, I hope you find the new plough work well — ^your 
son, sir, will do the cotinty honour. — Sir Godfrey, I saw Barton 
upon that point, as I promised. — Lady Julia, I am rejoiced to see 
ye at ChiLteau Desir, more blooming than ever! — Good Mr. 
Stapylton Toad, so that little change was ciTected! — My Lord 
Deviidrain, this is a pleasure indeed 

« Why, Ernest Clay,” said!Mr. Buckhurst Stanhope, "I thought 
Alhambra wore a turban — I am quite disappointed.” 

“ Not in the country. Stanhope ; here, he only sits cross-legged 
on an ottoman, and carves his venison with an ataghaii.” 

‘‘ Well, I am glad he does not wear a turban — that would be 
bad taste, I think,” said Fool Stanhope. ^^Ilave you read his 
poem r ” 

A little, lie sent me a copy, and as I am in the habit of 
lighting my pipe or so occasionally with a leaf, why I cannot lielp 
occasionally seeing a line — it seems quite first-rate.” 

Indeed ! ” said Fool Stanhope, “ 1 must get it.” 

“My dear Puff! I am quite glad to find you here,” said 
Mr. Cayenne, a celebrated reviewer, to Mr. Parteiiopex Puff, a 
small author and smaller wit. “Have you seen Middle Ages 
lately ? ” 

“ Not very lately,” drawled Mr. Partcnope.v. “I breakfasted 
with him before I left town, and mot a Professor Bopp tbcrc,a vci*y ‘ 
interesting man, and Principal of the celebrated University of 
IIclig{»liin(l, the model of the London.” 

“ Ah ! indeed ! talking of the London, is Foaming Fudge to 
come in for Cloudland?” 

“Doubtless! Oli! he is a prodigious fellow! What do you 
think Booby says ? He says, that Foaming Fudge can do more 
than any man in Great Britain : that he had one day to plead in the 
King's Bench, spout at a tavern, speak in tlic House, and fight 
a duel — and that he found time for everything but the last.” 

“Excellent!” laughed Mr. Cayenne. 

Mr. Parteiiopex Puff was reputed in a certain set, a sayer of 
good things, but he was a modest wit, and generally fathered his 
bon mots on his valet Booby, his monkey, or his parrot. 

“ I saw you in the last number,” said Cayenne. “ From the 
quotations from your own works, I imagine the review of your 
own book was by yourself?” 

“ What do you think Booby said ? ” 

“ Mr. Puff, allow me to introduce you to Lord Alhambra,” said 
Ernest Clay, by which means Mr. Puff’s servant’s last good thing 
was lost. 

“ IVIr. Clay, are you an archer?” asked Cynthia Courtown. ^ 
No, fair Dian ; but I can act Endymion.” • 
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« I don't know what you mean — away.” 

Aubrey Vere, welcome to shire. Have you seen Priaoia 

Donna?” 

is he here? How did you like liis last son^ in the 

Age?” 

‘‘ His last song ! Pooh ! pooh ! he only supplies the scandal.” 

“ Groves,” said Sir Ilanway Etherington, “ have you seen the 
newspaper this morning ? Baron Crupper has tried fifteen men 
for horse-stealing at York, and acquitted every one.” 

“Well then, Sir ILinway, I think his Lordship’s remarkable 
wrong ; for when a man gets a horse to suit him, if lie loses 
it, 'tisn't so easy to suit liimself again. That’s the ground I 
stand upon.” 

All this time the Marquess of Carabas had wanted Vivian Grey 
twenty times, but tliiit gentleman had not appeared. The 
important moment arrived, and his Lordsliip offered his arm to 
Mrs. Million, who, as the Gotha Alinanaek says, “takes pre- 
cedence of all Archduchesses, Grand Duchesses, Duchesses, 
Princesses, Landgravines, Margravines, Palsg ravines, &c. &c. &c.” 


CHAPTER Xiri.. 

In their passage to the Hall, the Marquess and Mrs. ^Million met 
Vivian Grey, booted and s])urred, and covered witli mud. 

“ Oh ! — ^Mrs. Milliim — Mr. Vivian Grey. How is this, my dear 
fellow? you will he foo late.” 

“ Immense honour ! ” said Vivian, bowing to the ground to tlio 
lady. “ Oil ! my Lord, 1 was late, and made a short cut over 
Fearnley Bog. It has proved a very Moscow expedition. However 
I am keeping you. I shall be in time for the guava and liqueurs, 
and you know that is the only refreshment I ever take.” 

“ Who is that. Marques?: ? ” asked Mrs. Million. 

“ That is Mr. Vivian Grey, the most monstrous clever young 
man, and nicest fellow I know.” 

“ He does, indeed, seem a very nice young man,” said Mrs. 
Million. 

Some steam process should be invented for arranging guests 
when they are above five hundred. In the present instance all 
went wrong ’when they entered the Hall ; but, at last, the arnxngc- 
ments, wliicli, of course, were of the simplest nature, were compre- 
hended, and the guests were seated. There were three tables, 
each stretching down the Hall ; the Dais was occupied by a mili- 
tary band. The number of guests, the contrast between the an- 
tique chamber, and their modern costumes, the music, the various 
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liveried menials, all combined to produce a whole, which at the 
same time was very atrikiiig, and in remarkable good taate/^ 

In process of time, Mr. Vivian Grey made his entrance. There 
were a few vacant seats at the bottom of the talde, “ luckily for 
him,*’ as kindly remarked Mr, Grumbletou. To the astonishment 
and indignation, however, of this worthy squire, the late comer 
passed by the unoccupied position, and proceeded onward with 'the 
most undaunted coolness, until lie came to about tlie middle of the 
middle table, and which was nearly the best situation in the Hall. 

“ Beautiful Cynthia,” said Vivian Grey, softly and sweetly whis- 
pering in Miss Courtown’s ear, 1 am sure you will give up your 
place to me ; you hiive nerve enough, you know, for anything, and 
'would no more care for standing out, than I for sitting in.” Tliero 
is nothing like giving a romp credit for a little boldness. To keep 
up her character, she will out-herod Herod. 

Oh ! Grey, is it you ? certainly, you shall have my place imme- 
diately — hut 1 am not sure that we cannot make room for you. 
Dormer Stanhope, room must be made for Grey, or I shall leave 
the table immediately ; — ^)'ou men I ” sitid the hoyden, turning 
round to a set of surrounding servants, ‘‘push this form down, and 
put a chair between.” 

Tlie men obeyifd. All who sat lower in the table on Miss 
Cynthia Courttiwu’s side thau that lady, were suddenly propelled 
downwards sibout the di»tariee of two feet. Dr. Sly, who was 
ilourisliing a carving-knife and fork, preparatory to dissecting a 
gorgeous hauneh, hatl tliese fearful instruments suddenly preci- 
pitated into a trille, from whose sugared trellis- work he found 
great dillicultv in e.xtricating them; wliile Miss Gusset, who was 
on the point of cooling lierstdf with sonic e.vquisite iced jelly, found 
her frigid portion as .suddeidy transformed into a jilate of pecu- 
liarly ardent curry, the prfqierty, but a moment before, of old 
Colonel llangoon. Kverything, lu)wx‘ver, receives a civil recep- 
tion from a toad-eater, so Miss Gusset burnt herself to death hy 
devouring a composition, which \v<mld liave rgduced any one to 
ashes who had not fouglit against Bundoolah, 

“Now, that is what I call a very sensible arrangement; — wliat 
could go olF better ? ” said Vivian. 

“ You may tliink so, sir,” said Mr. Boroall, a sliarp-nosed and 
conceited-looking man, wlio, having got among a set whom he did 
not tlie least understand, was determined to take up Dr. Bly’s 
quarrel, merely for the sake of conversution. “ Y'ou, I say, sir, 
may think it so, but 1 rather imagine that the ladies andgentlemeii 
lower dowm, can hardly think it a very sensible arrangement and 
here Boreall looked as if he had done his duty, in giving a young; 
man a proper reproof. 
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Vivian glanced a look of annihilation. " I had reckoned upon 
two deaths, sir, when 1 entered the Hall, and finding, as I do, that 
the whole business has apparently gone off without any fatal accU 
dent, why, I think the circumstances bear me out in my expres- 
sion.” 

Mr. Boreall was one of those unfortunate men who always take 
things to the letter: he consequently looked amazed, and ex- 
claimed, Two deaths, sir ? ” 

" Yes, sir, two deaths ; I reckoned, of course, on some corpulent 
parent being crushed to death in the scuffle, and then I should 
have had to shoot his son through the head for his filial satis- 
faction. Dormer Stanhope, I never thanked you for exerting 
yourself: send me that fricandeau you have just helped your- 
self to.” 

Dormer, who was, as Vivian well knew, something of an epicure, 
looked rather annoyed, but by this time he -was accustomed to 
Vivian Grey, and sent him the portion he had intended for himself 
— could epicure do more ? 

‘‘ Whom are we among, bright Cynthia?” asked Vivian. 

Oh ! an odd set,” said the lady, looking dignified ; “ but you 
know we can be exclusive.” 

Exclusive! pooh! trash! — ^talk to everybody — it looks as if you 
were going to stand for the county. Have we any of the mil- 
lionaires near us?” 

« The Doctor and Toadey are lower down.” 

“ Where is Mrs. Felix Lorraine ? ” 

At the opposite table, with Ernest Clay.” 

Oh ! there is Alhambra, next to Dormer Stanhope. Lord 
Alhambra, I am quite rejoiced to see you.” 

‘‘ All ! Mr. Grey — I am quite rejoiced to sec you. How is your 
father?” 

Extremely well — ^he is at Paris — I heard from him yes- 
terday. Do YOU ever see the Weimar Literary Gazette, my 
Lord?” 

** No ; — ^wliy ? ” 

There is a most admirable review of your poem, in the last 
number I have received.” 

The young nobleman looked agitated. I think, by the style,” 
continued Vivian, “ that it is by Goethe. It is really delightful to 
see die oldest poet in Europe dilating on the brilliancy of a new 
star in the poetical horizon.” 

This was uttered with a perfectly grave voice, and now the young 
nobleman blushed — Who is OewterV* asked Mr. Boreall, who 
possessed such a thirst for knowledge, that he never allowed an 
opportunity to escape him of displaying his ignorance. 
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** A celebrated German writer,” lisped the modest ^liss Mac- 
dAald. 

“ I never heard his name,” persevered the indefatigable Boreall ; 
— how do you spell it ? ” 

G O E T H E,” relisped modesty. 

“ Oh! Goty!** exclaimed the querist — I know him well: he 
wrote the Sorrows of Werter.” 

“ Did he indeed, sir ? ” asked Vivian, with the most innocent 
and inquiring face. 

" Oh! don't you know that ?” said Boreall; — “ and poor stuff 
it is!” 

“ Lord Alhambra ! I will take a glass of Johannisberg with you, 
if the Marquess’ wines arc in the state they should be — 

‘ The Crescent warriors sipped their sherbet spiced. 

For Christian men the various wines were iced.* 

I always think that those arc two of the best lines in your Lord- 
ship’s poem,” said Vivian. 

Ilis Lordship did not exactly remember them : it would have 
been a wonder if he had : — but he thought Vivian Grey the most 
delightful fellow he ever met, and determined to ask him to Heli- 
con Castle, for the Christmas holidays, 

“ Flat ! flat ! ” said Vivian, as he dwelt upon the flavour of the 
Rhine’s glory. Not exactly from the favourite binn of Prince 
Motteriiich, 1 think. By-the-bye, Dormer Stanhope, you have a 
taste that way ; I will tell you two secrets, which never forget : 
decant your Johannisberg, and ice your Maraschino. Ay, do not 
.stare, my dear Gastronome, but do it.” 

“ Oh, Vivian! Avliy did not you come and speak to mo?” ex- 
claimed a lady who was sitting at the side opposite Vivian, but 
higher in the table. 

“Ah! adorable Lady Julia! and so you were done on the grey 

“ Done ! ” said tlic sporting beauty with pouting l^s ; — “ but it 
is a long story, and I will tell it you another time.” 

“ Ah ! do. How is Sir Peter ? ” 

“ Oh ! he‘has had a fit or two, since you saw him last.” 

“ Poor old gentleman ! let us drink his healtli. Do you 
know Lady Julia Knighton?” asked Vivian of his neighbour. 
“ This Hall is bearable to dine in ; but I once breakfasted here, 
and I never shall forget the ludicrous effect produced by the 
sun through the oriel window. Such complexions ! Every one 
looked like a prize-fighter ten days after a battle. After all, 
painted glass is a bore ; 1 wish the Marquess would have it knocked 
out, and have it plated.” 
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Knock out the painted g^Iass ! ** said Mr. BoreaH ; ** well, I must 
confess I cannot agree with you.'' 

" I should have been extremely surprised if you could. If you 
do not insult that man, Miss Courtown, in ten minutes I shall be 
no more. I have already a nervous fever." 

" May I have the honour of taking a glass of champagne with 
you, Mr. Grey ? " said Boreall. 

** Mr. Grey, indeed ! ” muttered Vivian : ** Sir, I never drink 
anytlirng but brandy.” 

" Allow me to give you some champagne, Missi" resumed Bore- 
al], as he attacked the modest Miss Macdonald ; champagne, 
you know,” continued he, with a smile of agonising courtesy, “ is 
quite the lady’s wine.” 

“ Cynthia Courtown,” whispered Vivian with a sepulchral voice, 
‘‘ *ti8 all over with me — I have been thinking what would come 
next. This is too much — I am already dead — ^liave Boreall ar- 
rested ; the chain of circumstantial evidence is very strong.” 

“ Baker! ” said Vivian, turning to a servant, " go and inquire 
if Mr. Stapylton Toad dines at the Castle to-day.” 

A flourish of trumpets announced the rise of the Marchioness of 
Oarabas, and in a fbw minutes the most ornamental portion of the 
guests had disappeared. The gcntleTuen made a general “ move 
up,” and Vivian found himself opposite his friend, Mr. Har* 
grave. 

Ah I Mr. Hargrave, how d’ye do ? What do you think of the 
Secretary’s state paper?” 

" A magnificent composition, and quite unanswerable, I was 
just speaking of it to my friend here, Mr. Metternich Scribe. 
Allow me to introduce you to — ^Mr. Mettoniich Scribe.” 

"Mr. Metternich Scribe — ^Mr. Virian Grey!” and here Mr. 
Hargrave introduced Vivian to an effeminate-looking, perfumed, 
young man, with a handsome, unmeaning face, and very white 
hands. In s^’t, as dapper a litilc diplomatist as ever tattled about 
the CongresRf Verona, smirked at Lady Almack’s supper after 
the Opera, or vowed that Richmond Terrace was a most conve- 
nient situation for official men.” 

“ We have had it with us some time before the public received 
it,” said the future under-secretary, with a look aSrt once conde- 
scending, and conceited. 

“Have you?” said Vivian: “well, it does your office credit. 
It is a singular thing, that Canning and Croker arc the only 
official men who can write grammar.” 

The dismayed young gentleman of tlie Foreign Office was about 
tor- mince a repartee, when Vivian left his seat, for he had a great 
^4eal of business to transact. “ Irir. Levertorr/' said he, accosting 
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a i^mrishingf grazier, ** I have received a letter from xnj friend, 
Milk No6. lie is desirous of purchasing some Leioestershires 
for his estate in Burgundy. Pray, may I take the liberty of intro- 
ducing liis agent to you ?* 

Mr. Leverton was delighted. 

** I also wanted to see you about some other little business. 
Let me see, what was it ? Never mind, I will take my wine here, 
if you can make room for me ; I shall remember it, I dare say, 
soon. Oh! by-tlie-bye — ah! that was it. StapyltQp Toad — Mr. 
iStapylton Toad; I want to know all about Mr. Stapylton Toad — 
I dare say you can tell me. A friend of mine intends to consult 
him on some parliamentary business, and he wishes to know some- 
thing about him before he calls.” 

We will condense, for the benefit of the reader, the information 
of Mr. Leverton. 

Stapylton Toad had not the honour of being acquainted with 
liis failicr’s name ; but ns the son found himself, at an early age, 
apprenticed to a solicitor of eminence, he was of opinion that his 
parent must liave been respectable. Respectable! mysterious 
word ! Stapylton was a very diligent and faithful clerk, but was 
not so fortunate in his apprenticeship as the celebrated Whitting- 
ton, for his master had no daughter, and many sons ; in conse- 
quence of which, Stapylton, not being able to become his master's 
partner, became his master's rival. 

On the door of one of the shabbiest houses in Jermyn Street, %he 
name of Mr. Stajiylton Toad for a long time figured, magnifi- 
cently engraved on a broad brass plate. Tliere was nothing, 
however, otherwise, in the appearance of the establishment, 
which indicated that Mr. Toad’s progress was very rapid, or 
his professional career extraordinarily prosperous. In an out- 
ward office one solitary clerk was seen, oftener stirring his office 
fire, than wasting his master's ink ; and Mr. Toad was known by 
his brother attorneys, as a gentleman who was not ^corded in 
the courts as ever having conducted a single caus^^In a few 
years, however, a story was added to the Jermyn Street abode, 
which, new pointed, and new painted, began to assume a most man- 
sion-like appearance. The house-door was also thrown open, for 
the solitary cleidf no longer found time to answer the often agi- 
tated bell ; and the eyes of the entering client were now saluted 
by a gorgeous green baize office door ; the imposing appearance 
of which was only equalled by Mr. Toad's new private portal, 
splendid with a brass knocker, and patent varnish. And now his 
brother attorneys began to wonder "how Toad got on! and who 
Toad's clients were.” 

A few more years rolled over, and ^fr. Toad was seen riding in 
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the Park at a most cl assic al hour, attended by a groom in a most 
classical livery. And now “ the profession” wondered still 
and significant looks were interchanged by ‘‘the respectable 
houses;” and flourishing practitioners in the City shrugged up 
their shoulders, and talked mysteriously of “money business,” 
and “ some odd work in annuities.” In spite, however, of the 
charitable surmises of his brother lawyers, it must be confessed, 
that nothing of even an equivocal nature ever transpired against 
the character jof the flourishing Mr. Toad ; who, to complete the 
mortification of his less successful rivals, married, and at the same 
time moved from Jermyn Street to Cavendish Square. The new 
residence of Mr. Toad had previously been the mansion of a noble 
client, and one whom, as the world said, Mr. Toad “ had got out 
of diflScultics.” This significant phrase will probably throw some 
light upon the nature of the mysterious business of our prosperous 
practitioner. Noble Lords who have been in difficulties, will not 
much wonder at the prosperity of those who get them out. 

About this time Mr. Toad became acquainted with Lord 
Mouiiteney, a nobleman in great distress, with fifty thousand per 
annum. His Lordship “ really did not know how he had got in- 
volved : he never gamed, he was not married, and his consequent 
expenses had never been unreasonable ; he was not extraordina- 
rily negligent — quite the reverse, was something of a man of busi- 
ness, remembered once looking over his accounts; and yet, in 
spitia of Ills regular and correct career, found himself quite in- 
volved, and must leave England.” 

The arrangement of the Mounteney property was the crowning 
stroke of Mr. Stapylton Toad’s professional celebrity. Ilis Lord- 
ship was not under the necessity of quitting England : and found 
himself, in the course of five years, in the receipt of a clear rental 
of five-and-twenty thousand per annum. His Lordship was in 
raptures: and Stapylton Toad purchased an elegant villa in 
Surrey, amLbccame a Menibcr of Parliament. €loodburn Park, 
for such iwiP the name of Mr. Toad’s country residence, in spite 
of its double lodges, and patent park paling, was not, to Mr. 
Toad, a very expensive purchase ; for he “ took it off the hands’^ 
of a distressed client, who wanted an immediate supply, “ merely 
to convenience him,” and, consequently, became tjie purchaser at 
about half its real value. “ Attorneys,” as Bustle the auctioneer 
says, “ have such opportunities ! ” 

Mr. Toad’s career in the House was as correct as his conduct 
out of it. After ten years regular attendance, the boldest con- 
jecturer would not have dared to define his political principles. 
It was a rule with Stapylton Toad never to commit himself. 
Once, indeed, he Wrote an able pamphlet on the Com Laws, which 
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excited the dire indignation of the Political Economy Club. But 
S<l||[ydton cared little for tliQir subtle confutations and their loudly- 
expressed contempt. He had obliged the country gentlemen of 
England, and ensured the return, at the next election, of Lord 
Mounteney’s brother for the county. At this general election, also, 
Stapylton Toad’s purpose in entering the House became rather 
more manifest ; for it was found, to the surprise of the whole 
country, that there was scarcely a place in England — county, 
town, or borough — in which Mr. Stapylton Toad did not possess 
sonic inhuence. In short, it was discovered, that Mr, Stajiylton 
Toad had “ a first rate parliamentary business that nothing 
could he done without his co-operation, and everything with it. 
In spite of his prosperity, Stajiylton had the good sense never to 
retire from business, and even to refuse a baronetcy — on condition, 
Iiowcver, that it should be ofiered to his son. 

Stapylton, like tlie rest of mankind, had his w'cak points. The 
late Marquess of Alnnicks w'as wont to manage him very lin])pily, 
and Toad w'fis always introducing that niiiiistcr’s ojiinion of his 
importance. ‘‘‘My time is quite at your service, tleneral,’ al- 
though tlie poor dear Marquess used to say, ‘ Mr. Stapylton Toad, 
your time is mine' lie knew the business I had to get through I” 
The family portraits also, in most ostentatious frames, now adorned 
the dining-room of his London mansion ; and it w^as amusing to 
hear tlie worthy M.P. dilate upon his likeness to his respected 
fatlicr. 

“ Y oil see, iriy Lord,” Sta]>ylton would sfiy, pointing to a dark, 
dingy picture of a geiitleinaii in a rich court dress, “ you sec, my 
Lord, it is not in a very good light, and it certainly- is a very dark 
picture — by lliulson ; all Hudson’s pictures w’cro dark. But if I 
were six inches taller, and could hold the light just there, 1 tliink 
your Lordsliip would he astonished at the resemblance; but it’s a 
dark picture, certainly it is dark, — all Hudson’s pictures were.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 

The Cavaliers, have left the ancient Hall, and the old pictures 
fi’own only iipoiwcinpty tables. Tlie Marquess immediately gained 
a seat by Mrs. Million, and was soon engrossed in deep converse 
with that illustrious lady. In one room, the most eminent and 
exclusive, headed by Mrs. Felix Lorraine, were now winding 
through the soothing mazes of a slow w'altz, and now' whirling, 
with all the rapidity of Eastern dervishes, to true double Wien time. 
In another saloon, the tedious tactics of quadrilles commanded the 
exertions of less civilised beings : here, Liberal Snake, the cele- 

6 



VIVIAN GEEY. 


60 

bratcd Political Economist, was lecturing to a knot of alarmed 
country gentlemen; and there an It^ian improvisatore po|Pbd 
forth to an admiring audience all the dulness of his inspiration. 
Vivian Grey was holding an earnest conversation in one of the 
recesses with Mr. Stapylton Toad. — ^He had already charmed that 
worthy, by the deep interest which he took in everything relating 
to elections, and the House of Commons, and now they were hard 
at work on the Com Laws. Although they agreed upon the main 
points, and Vivian’s ideas npon this important subject had, of 
course, been adopted after studying Mr. Toad’s “ most luminous 
and convincing pamphlet,” still there were a few minor points on 
which Vivian “ was obliged to confess,” that lie did not exactly 
see his way.” Mr. Toad was astonished, but argumentative, and 
of course, in due time, had made a convert of his companion ; a 
young man,” as lie afterwards remarked to Lord Mounteney, in 
whom, he knew not which most to admire, the soundness of his 
own views, or the candour with which he treated those of others.” 
If you wish to win a man’s heart, allow him to confute you. 

I think, Mr. Grey, you must admit, that my definition of la- 
bour is the correct one?” said Mr. Toad, looking earnestly in 
Vivian’s face, his finger just presuming to feel a button. 

“ That exertion of mind or body, which is not the involuntary 
eficct of the influence of natural sensations,” slowly repeated 
Vivian, as if his whole soul was concentrated in each monosyllable 
— “ Y — e — s, Mr. Toad, I do admit it.” 

Then, my dear sir, the rest follows of course,” triumphantly 
exclaimed the Member, Dont’you see it?” 

Although I admit the correctness of your definition, Mr. Toad, 
I am not free to confess, that I am ex — act — ly convinced of the 
soundness of your conclusion,” said Vivian, in a very musing 
mood. 

“But, my ^ear sir, I am surprised that you don’t see tliat 

“ Stop, Toad,” eagerly exclaimed Vivian, “ I see my error. 
I miseonedred your meaning : you are right, sir, your definition is 
correct.” 

“ I vms confident that I should convince you, Mr. Grey.” 

“ This conversation, I assure you, Mr. Toad, has been to Aie a 
peculiarly satisfactory one. Indeed, sir, I have Jong wished td 
liave the honour of making your acquaintance. When but a 
boy, I remember at my father’s table, the late Marquess of 
Almacks 

“ Yes, Mr. Grey.” 

“ One of the ablest men, Mr. Toad, after all, that this country 
ever produced.” 

^ Oh, poor dear mau I ” 
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I remember him observing: to a friend of mine, who was at that 
time desirous of getting iixto the House; — ‘Hargrave,' said his 
Lordship, ‘ if you want any information upon points of practical 
l>olitics' — ^that was his phrase ; you remember, Mr. Toad, that his 
Lordship was peculiar in his phrases?" 

“Oh! yes, poor dear man; but you were observing, Mr. 
Grey " 

“ Ay, ay ! ‘If you want any information,' said his Lordship, ‘ on 
such points, there is only one man in the kingdom whom you 
should consult, and he is one of the soundest heads I know, and 
that is Slapylfcon Toad, tlic member for Mounteney;' you jenow 
you were in for Mountenoy tlien, Mr. Toad." 

“ I was, I was, and acce])ted the CJiiJterns to make room for 
Augustus Clay, Ernest Clay’s brother ; who was so involved, that 
the only way to keep him out of the House of Correction, was 
to get him into the House of Commons. But the Marquess said 
so, eh ?" 

“Ay, and much more, which I scarcely can remember;" and 
then followed a long dissertation on the character of the noble 
statesman, and his views as to tlie agricultural interest, and the 
importance of the agricultural interest; and then a delicate hint 
was thrown out, as to “ liow delightful it would be to write ti 
pamphlet together," on this mighty agricultural interest; and 
then came a panegyric on the character of country gentlemen, 
ami English yeomen, and the importance of keeping up the old 
English sj)irit in the peasantry, &c. &c, &c. &c. ; and then, when 
Vivian had led Mr. Toad to deliver a most splendid and })atriotic 
oration on this point, he “just remembered, (quite apropos to the 
sentiments wliicli Mr. Toad had just delivered, and whicli ho did 
not hesitate to say, ‘ did equal honour to Iiis head and heart,’) that 
there was a little point, which, if it was not trespassing too much 
on Mr. Toad’s attention, he would just submit to him and then he 
mentioned poor John Conyers' case, aUhough “ he felt convinced 
from Mr. Toad’s well-known benevolent character, lhat it was 
{■uite unnecessary for him to do so, as he felt assured that it would 
1)0 remedied immediately it fell under his cognizance ; but thou 
^Ir. Toad had r'feally so much business to transact, that perhaps 
these slight matters might occasionally not be submitted to him," 
&c. &c. 

What could Stapylton Toad do but, after a little amiable grum- 
bling about “ bad system, and bad precedent,” promise everything 
tluij Vivian Grey required? 

“Mr. Vivian Grey,” said Mrs. Felix Lorraine, “I cannot under- 
stand why you have been talking to Mr. Toad so long; will you 
waltz?" 
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Before Vivian could answer, a titterin^,^o audible, that it niij^'lit 
almost be termed a shout, burst forth from the whole room. 
Cynthia Courtown had stolen behind Lord Alhambra, as lie 
sittinj]^ on an ottoman, a la Turqne, and liad folded a cashmere 
shawl round his head, with a most Oriental tie. His Lordship, 
w'ho, notwithstanding his ccccntrieitics, Wcas really a very amiable 
man, horc his hliishing honours with a p^racious di^^nity, worthy 
of a descendant of tlie Abencerra<**L*s. The sensation which this 
incident occasioned, favoured Vivian’s escape from Mrs. Felix, 
f-iv lie liad not left Mr. Stapyltoii Toad with any intention of 
waltziii". 

But lie had hardly escaped from the waltzers, cro ho found 
himself in dan«:er of bein^ involved iu a much more laborious 
duty ; for now lie sLimibled on tlic l*olitical Economist, and he was 
earnestly reque-sted by tlic coulcnding theorists, to assume the 
athce of moderator. Einboldciied by liis success, Liberal Snake 
had had the hnrdiliood to attack a persoiia'je of whose character lie 
was iu)t utterly i«j:norant, Imt ou whom he was extremely desirous 
of “ n)akin; 2 : im impression.” This important iierson wa.^ Sir 
Christopher Mowbray, who, upon the lecturer prosumini** to infonu 
him “ M'hat rent was,” djinnied himself several times from slieer 
astonishment at the im])udence of the fellow. I don’t wi^li to he 
coarse, but *Sir Oliristoplier is a great man, and tlic sayings of great 
men, particularly wlien they arc re])rcseiitative of the sentiment 
of a species, should not pass unrecorded. 

Sir Christopher Mowbray is moinber for the County of ; 

and member for the county he intend.stobenext election, although 
he is ill liis seventy-ninth year, for he can still folhnv a fox, with as 
pluck a lloart, and with as stout a voice, as any squire iu Chris- 
tendom. 8ir Cliristophcr, it niiist be confessed, is rather peculiar 
in his ideas. His grandson. Peregrine Mowbray, wlio is as pert a 
genius as the applause of a common-room ever yet spoiled, and as 
aublime an orator as tlie cheering\s of the Union ever yet insjiired, 
says ‘‘the Baronet is not up to the nineteenth century;” and 
perliaps this phrase will give the reader a more significant idea of 
Sir Christoidier Mowbray, than a character as long, and as 
laboured, as the most perfect of my Lord Clarcnd,fnrs. The truth 
is, the good Baronet had no idea of “ liberal principles,” or anything 
else of tliat school. His most peculiar cdiaracteristic, is a singular 
habit which lie has got of styling political economists French 
smmjgJers. Nobody has ever yet succeeded in extracting a reason 
from liim for this singular ajqiellatioii, and even if you angle with the 
most exquisite skill for the desired definition, Sir Cliristophcr imme- 
diately salutes you with a volley of oaths, and damns French Wines, 
Bible Societies^ and Mr. Huskissou. 8ir Cluistopher for half a 
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century nas supported in the senate, with equal sedulousness and 
silence, the constitution and the corn laws; he is perfectly aware 
of the present perilous state of the country,” and watclies with 
great interest all “ the plans and plots ” of this enlightened age. The 
only thing which he docs not exactly comprehend, is the London 
University. This affair really puzzles the worthy gentleman, who 
could as easily fancy a county member not being a freeholder, as 
an University not being at Oxford or Cambridge. Indeed, to this 
hour the old gentleman believes that the old business is a hoax 
and if you tell him, that, far from the plan partaking of the 
visionsiry nature he conceives, there are actually four acres of 
very valuable land purchased near Wliitc Conduit House for the 
erection ; and that there is little apprehension, that in the course 
of a century, the wooden poles which are now stuck about tlie 
ground, will not he as fair and flourishing as the most leafy 
bowers of Now College Gardens ; the old gentleman looks up to 
lieaven, as if determined not to be taken in, and leaning ])ack in 
liis chair, sends forth a sceptical and smiling No! no! no! that 
won’t do.” 

Vivian e:;trieat(‘d himself with ns much grace as jmssible from 
the toils of the lOconomist, and indeed, like a skilful general, 
turned this little rencontre to nceonni, in accomplishing the very 
end, for the attainment of which lie had declined waltzing with 
Mrs. olix Lorraine. 

‘•My dear Lord,” said Vivian, addressing the I^Tarqiicss, wdio was 
still by the side of Mrs. Million, ‘*1 am going U) commit a most 
ungallant act ; hut you groat men must pay a tax for your dignity. 
I am going to disturb you. You are wanted by half the county! 
What could p«)ssibly induce you ever to allow a Political Econo- 
mist to enter Chateau Desir? There are, at least, three baronets 
and four sipiircs in despair, writhing niulcr the tortures of Liberal 
Snake. They have deputed me to request your assistance, to save 
them from being defeated in the presence of half their tenantry ; 
and I tliiiik, my Jiord,” said Vivian, with a serious voice, “if you 
could possibly contrive to ijiterfere, it would be desirable. That 
lecturing knave never knows when to stop, and lie is actually 
insulting men IjyLd’ore whom, after all, lie ought not dare to open 
his lijjs, 1 see that your Lordship is naturally not very much 
inclined to quit your present occupation, in order to act Moderator 
to a set of brawlers ; but come, you .shall not be quite sacrificed to 
the county, — I M'ill give up the waltz in which 1 was engaged, 
and keep your seat until your return.” 

The Marques.s, who was always “ keeping up county influence,” 
was very shocked at the obstreperous conduct of Liberal Snake. 
Indeed he had viewed the arrival of this worthy with no smiling 
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countenance, but what could he say, as he came in the suit of Lord 
Pert, who was writing;, with the lecturer's assistance, a little 
pamphlet on the Currency? Apologising; to Mrs. Million, and 
promising to return as soon as possible, and lead her to the music- 
room, the Marquess retired, with the determination of annihilating 
one of the stoutest members of the Political Economy Club. 

Vivian began by apologising to Mrs. Million, for disturbing her 
progress to the Hall, by his sudden arrival before dinner ; and then 
for a quarter of an hour poured forth the usual quantity of piquant 
anecdotes, and insidious compliments. Mrs. Million found Vivian'.s 
conversation no disagi-ceable relief to the pompous prosiness of 
his predecessor. 

And now — ^liaving succeeded in commanding Mrs. Million's 
attention by that general art of pleasing, which was for all the 
world, and which was, of course, formed upon his general experi- 
ence of human nature — ^Vivian began to make his advances to 
Mrs. Million's feelings, by a particular art of pleasing ; that is, an 
art which was for the particular person alone, whom he was at 
any time addressing, and which was founded on his particular 
knowledge of that person's character. 

“How beautiful the old Hall looked to-day! It is a scene 
which can only be met with in ancient families." 

“ Ah 1 tliere is notliing like old families ! " remarked Mrs. 
Million, with all the awkward feelings of a parvenue. 

“Do you think so?" said Vivian ; “I once thought so myself, 
but I confess that my opinion is greatly changed. — After all, what 
is noble blood ? My eye is now resting on a crowd of noble.s ; and 
yet, being among tlicin, do we treat them in a manner differing 
in any way from that which we should employ to individuals of a 
lower caste, who were equally uninteresting?" 

“ Certainly not," said Mrs. Million. 

“ The height of the ambition of the less exalted ranks is to be 
noble, because they conceive to be noble, implies to be superior ; 
associating in their minds, as they always do, a pre-erninciice 
over their equals. But, to be noble, among nobles, where is the 
pre-ciniuence ? " 

“ Where indeed?" said Mrs. Million ; and she tkought of herself, 
sitting the most considered personage in this grand castle, and yet 
with snfheiently base blood flowing in her veins. 

“ And thus, in the highest circles,” continued Vivian, “ a man 
is of ccnirse not valued because he is a Marquess, or a Duke ; but 
because he is a great warrior, or a great statesman, or very 
fashionable, or very witty. In all classes but the highest, a peer, 
however unbefriended by nature or by fortune, becomes a man of 
a certain rate of consequence; but to be a person of eonse- 
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quence in tlie highest class, requires something else besides high 
blood/' 

" I quite agree with you in your sentiments, Mr. Grey. Now 
what character, or what situation in life, would you choose, if you 
had the power of making your clioice ?” 

“ That is really a most metaphysical question. As is the custom 
of all young men, I have sometimes, in my reveries, imagined what 
I conceived to be a lot of pure happiness : and yet Mrs. Million 
will perhaps be astonished that I was neither to be nobly bom, 
nor to acquire nobility; that I was not to be a statesman, or a poet, 
or a warrior, or a merchant, nor indeed any profession — not even a 
professional dandy.” 

“ Oh ! love in a cottage, I suppose,” interrupted Mrs. Million. 

‘‘ Neither love in a cottage, nor science in a cell.” 

“ Oh ! pray tell me what it is.” 

‘‘What it is? Oh! Lord Mayor of London, I suppose; that 
is the only situation which answers to my oracular description.” 

“ Tlicn you have been joking all this time 1 ” 

“ Not at all. Come tlicn, let us imagine this perfect lot. In 
the first jjlace, I would be born in the middle classes of society, 
or even lower, because I would wish my character to be impartially 
developed. I would bo bom to no hereditaiy prejudices, no 
hereditary passions. My course in life should not be carved out 
by tlie example of a grandfather, nor my ideas modelled to a 
preconceived system of family perfection. Do you like my first 
principle, Mrs. Million ?” 

‘‘ 1 must hear everything before I give an ojiinion.” 

“ When, therefore, my mind w’as formed, I would wish to become 
the proprietor of a princely fortune.” 

“ Yes !” eagerly exclaimed Mrs. Million. 

“ And now would come the moral singularity of my fate. If I 
had gained this fortune by commerce, or in any other similar mode, 
my disposition, before the creation of this fortune, would naturally 
have been formed, and been pemianeutly dcvclojicd; and my mind 
would liave been similarly affected, had I succeeded to some ducal 
fatlicr ; for I should then, in all probability, have inherited some 
family line of donduct, both moral and political ; but under the cir- 
cumstances I have imagined, the result would be far different. I 
should then be in the singular situation of possessing, at tlie same 
time, unbounded wealth, and the whole powers and natural feelings 
of my mind, unoppressed and unshackled. Oh! how splendid 
would be my career ! 1 would not allow the change in my condi- 

tion to exercise any influence on my natural disposition. I would 
experience the same passions, and be subject to. the same feelings, 
only they should be exercised, and influential in a wider snhere. 
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Then would be seen the influence of great wealth, directed by a 
disposition similar to that of the generality of men, inasmuch as it 
had been formed like that of the generality of men ; and conse- 
quently, one much better acquainted with their feelings, their 
habits, and their wishes. Such a lot would indeed be princely ! 
Such a lot would infallibly ensure the affection, and respect, of the 
great majority of mankind ; and, supported by them, w^hat should 
I care, if I were misunderstood by a few fools, and abused by a few 
knaves?'' 

Here came the Marquess to lead the lady to the concert. As she 
quilted her scat, a smile, beaming with graciousness, rewarded her 
youthful companion. ‘‘ Ah ! ” thought Mrs. Million ; “ I go to the 
concert, but leave sweeter music than can possibly meet me there. 
What is the magic of these words ? It is not flattery ; such is not 
the language of Miss Gusset ! It is not a rifacimento of compli- 
ments ; such is not the style with which I am saluted by the Duke 
of Doze, .and the E.arl of Lccitlicrdale ! Apparently I have hoard 
a young philosopher delivering his sentiments upon an abstract 
point in human life ; and yet have I not listened to a brilliant .apo- 
logy for my ow’n character, and a triumphant defence of my own 
conduct. Of course it was unintentional, and yet how agreeable 
to be unintentionally defended ! " So mused Mrs. Million, and she 
made a thousand vows, not to let a day pass over, without obtaining 
a pledge from Vivian Grey, to visit her on their return to the me- 
tro])oli8. 

Vivian remained in his seat for some time .after the departure of 
his companion. On my honour, I h.avc half a mind to desert ray 
embryo faction, and number myself in her gorgeous retinue. Let 
me see — what part slioiild I act ? her secretary, or her toad-eater, 
or her physician, or her cook ? or shall I be her page ? Metliinks I 
should in.ake a pretty page, and hand a chased goblet as gracefully 
as any monkey that ever bent his knee in a lady's clnamher. Well ! 
at any rate, there is this chance to be kept hack, as the gambler 
docs his last trump, or the cunning fencer his last ruse." 

He rose to ofler liis arm to some str.ay fair one ; for croAvds were 
now liiiiTying to pine apples and lobster salads : that is to say, 
supper was ready in the Long Gallery. 

In a moment Vivian's arm was locked in that of Mrs. Felix 
Lorraine. 

“ Oh, Mr. Grey, I have got a much better ghost story than even 
that of the Leyden Professor for you ; but I am so wearied with 
waltzing, th.at I must tell it you to-morrow. How came you to 
be so late this morning ? Have you been paying many calls to- 
day ? I quite missed you at dinner. Do you think Ernest Clay 
handsome ? I dare not repeat what lady Scrope said of you! 
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You arc an admirer of Lady Julia Knighton, I believe? — do not 
much like this plan of siqiping in the Long Gallery — it is a fa- 
vourite locale of mine, and I have no idea of my private prome- 
nade being invaded by the uninteresting presence of trifles and 
Italian creams. Have you been telling Mrs, Million that she was 
very witty?'' asked Vivian's companion, with a significant look. 


CIIArTER XV. 

Sweet reader ! you know what a Toadey is ? That agreeable 
animal which you meet every day in civilised society. But per- 
haps you have not speculated very curiously upon tliis interesting 
race. So much the worse! for you cannot live many lustres, 
without finding it of some service to be a littl^ acquainted with 
their habits. 

The world in general is under a mistake as to the nature of 
these vermin. They arc by no means characterised by that simi- 
larity of disposition, for which your common observer gives them 
credit. There, arc Toadeys of all possible natures. 

There is your Common-place Toadey, who merely echoes its 
feeder's common-place observations. There is your Playing-up 
Toadey, who, unconscious to its feeder, is always playing up to its 
feeder’s weaknesses — and, as the taste of that feeder varies, ac- 
cordingly provides its cates ami confitures. A little bit of scandal 
for a (lashing widow, or a pious little hymn for a sainted one ; the 
secret history of a newly-discovered gas for a May Fair feeder, and 
an interesting anecdote about a Newgate bobcap, ora Penitentiary 
apron, for a charitable one. Then there is your Drawing-out 
Toadew, who omits no oj)portunity of giving you a chance of being 
victorious, in an argument where there is no contest, and a dispute 

where there is no ditfercnce ; and then there is but we detest 

essay writing, so we introduce you at once to a party (jf these vermin. 
If you wish to enjoy a curious sight, you must watch the Toadeys, 
when th(^y are unembarrassed by the almost perpetual presence of 
tlieir breeders — ^when they are animated by “ the spirit of freedom" 
— ^\vhen, like Curran’s Negro, the chain bursts by the impulse of 
Iheir swelling veins. The great singularity is the struggle be- 
tween th(iir natural and their acquired feelings : the eager oppor- 
tunity whicli they seize of revenging their voluntary bondage, by 
their secret taunts, on their adopted task-masters ; and the ser- 
vility which they habitually mix up even with their scandal. 
Like veritable Grimalkins, they fawn upon their victims previous 
to the festival — compliment them upon the length of their whis- 
kers, and the delicacy of their limbs, prior to excoriating them. 
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and dwelling on the flavour of their crashed bones. ^Tis a 
beautiful scene, and ten thousand times mure piquant than the 
humours of a Servants' Hall, or the most grotesque and glorious 
moments of high life below stairs. 

“ Dear Miss Graves,” said Miss Gusset, “ you can't imagine 
how terrified I was at that horrible green parrot flying upon my 
head ! I declare it pulled out three locks of hair.” 

‘‘ Horrible green parrot, my dear madam ! why it was sent to my 
Lady by Prince Xtmnprqtosklw, and never shall I forget the agi- 
tation we were in about that parrot. I thought it would never hav(^ 
got to the Chfiteau, for the Prince could only send his carriage wdtlj 
it as far as Toadcaster; luckily my Lady's youngest brother, who 
was staying at Desir, happened to get drowned at the time, — and 
80 Davenport, very clever of him ! sent her on in my Lord Dor- 
mer's hearse.” ^ 

In the hearse ! Good heavens, Miss Graves! How could you 
think of green parrots at such an awful moment ! I should have? 
been in fits for three days — eh ! Dr. Sly?” 

" Certainly you would, madam ; your nerves are very delicate.” 

Well! I, for my part, never could see much use in giving up 
to one’s feelings. Tt is all very well for commoners,” rather 
rudely exclaimed the Marchioness’ Toadey ; ^ but we did not 
choose to expose ourselves to the servants, when tlie old General 
died this year. Everything went on as usual. Her Ladyship 
attended Almacks; my Lord took his seat in the House; and 
I looked in at Lady Doubtful’s ; where we do not visit, but where 
the Marchioness wishes to be civil.” 

‘‘We do not visit Lady Doubtful either,” replied Miss Gusset: 
“ she had not a card for our fSte champetre. I was so sorry you 
were not in town. It was so delightful ! ” 

“ Do tell me who was there ? 1 quite long to know all nhout it. 

I saw some account of it. Everything seemed to go ofl* so well. 
Do tell me wdio was there : ” 

“ Oh ! there was plenty of Royalty at the head of the list. 
Really I cannot go into particulars, but everybody was there — 
who is anybody — ehl Dr. Sly?” 

“Certainly, madam. The pines were most admirable; there 
are few people for whom I eiitertaitt a higher esteem than Mr.' 
Gunter.” 

“ The Marchioness seems very fond of her dog and parrot, Miss 
Graves — but she is a sweet woman ! ” 

“ Oh, a dear, amiable creature ! but I cannot think how she can 
bear the eternal screaming of that noisy bird.” 

“ Nor I, indeed. Well, thank goodness, Mrs. Million hag no 
pets— eh! Dr. Sly?” 
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‘‘ Certainly ; I am clearly of opinion that it cannot be whole- 
some to have so many animals about a house. Besides which, I 
have noticed that the Marchioness always selects the nicest 
morsels for that little poodle ; and 1 am also clearly of opinion, 
Miss Graves, that the fit it had the other day arose from repletion.** 

I have no doubt of it in the world. She consumes three 
pounds of arrow-root weekly, and two pounds of the finest loaf 
sugar, which I have the trouble of grating every Monday morn- 
ing. Mrs. Million appears to be a most amiable woman, Miss 
Gusset?” 

Quite perfection — so charitable, so intellectual, such a soul! 
it is a pity, though, her manner is so abrupt ; she really does not 
appear to advantage sometimes — eh! Dr. Sly?” 

The Toadey’s Toadey bowed assent as usual. Well,” rejoined 
Miss Graves, “ that is rather a fault of the dear Marchioness — 
a little want of consideration for another’s feelings, but she means 
nothing.” 

“ Oh, no ! nor Mrs. Million, dear creature ! she means nothing ; 
though, I dare say, not knowing her so well as we do— -eh ! Dr. 
81y ? — yon were a little surprised at the way in wliich she spoke 
to me at dinner.” 

“ All people have their oddities, Miss Gusset. I am sure the- 
Mareliioness is not aware how she tries my patience about that 
little wretch Julie ; — I had to mb her with warm flannels for an 
hour and a half, before the fire this morning ; — ^that is that Vivian 
Grey’s doing.” 

Who is this Mr. Grey, Miss Graves?” 

“ Who, indeed ! Some young luan the Marquess has picked 
up, and who comes lecturing here about poodles, and parrots, and 
thinking himself (juite Lord Paramount, I can assure you ; I am 
surprised that the Marchioness, wlio is a most sensible woman, 
can patronise sucli conduct a moment ; but wheneyer she begins 
to see through him, the young gentleman has always got a story 
about a bracelet, or a bandeau, and quite turns her head.” 

“ Very disagreeable, I am sure.” 

“ Some people are so easily managed ! By-the-byc, Miss 
Gusset, who could have advised Mrs. Million to wear crimson ? 
So large as she is, it does not at all suit her : 1 suppose it’s a 
favourite colour.” 

“ Dear Miss Graves, you are always so insinuating. What can 
Miss Graves mean — eh! Dr. Sly?” 

A Lord Burleigh shake of the head. 

“ Cynthia Courtowu seems as. lively as ever,” said Miss Gusset. 

Yes, lively enough, but I wish her manner was less bmsque.” 

** Brusque, indeed ! you may well say so : she nearly pushed me 
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down in the Hall ; and when I looked as if I thought she might 
have given me a little more room, she tossed her head and said, 
* Beg pardon, never saw you !* " 

" 1 wonder what Lord Alhambra sees in that girl?” 

" Oh ! those forward misses always take tlie men.” 

•* Well ” said Miss Graves, I have no notion that it will come 
to anything ; I am sure, I, for one, hope not,” added she, with all 
a Toadey’s venom. 

The Marquess seems to keep a remarkably good table,” said the 
physician. “ There was a haunch to-day, which I really think was 
the finest haunch 1 ever met^vith ; but that little move at dinner — 
it was, to say the least, very ill-timed.” 

“ Yes, that was Vivian Grey again,” said Miss Graves, very in- 
dignantly. 

So, you have got the Beaconsficlds here. Miss Graves ; nice, 
unaffected, quiet people ?” 

“Yes! very quiet.” 

** As you say, Miss Graves, very quiet, but a little heavy.” 

Yes, heavy enough.” 

‘‘If you had but seen the quantity of pine-apples that boy Dor- 
mer Stanhope devoured at our fete chanipefcrc ! — but I have the 
comfort of knowing that they made him very ill — ch ! Dr. 
Sly?” 

“ Oh ! he learnt that from his uncle,” said Miss Graves ; “ it is 
quite disgusting to sec how that Vivian Grey encourages him.” 

“What an elegant, accomplished woman Mrs. Felix Lorraine 
seems to be. Miss Graves! I suppose the Marchioiiess is very 
fond of her?” 

“ Oh, yes; the Marchioness is so good-natured, that I dare say 
she thinks very well of Mrs. Felix Lorraine. She thinks well of 
every one ; but I believe Mrs. Felix is rather a greater favourite 
with the Marquess.” 

«0 hi” drawled out Miss Gusset with a very significant 

tone. “ I suppose she is one of your playing-up ladies. I think 
you told me she was only on a visit here.” 

“ A pretty long visit though, for a sister-in-law — if sister-in-law 
she be. As I was saying to the Marchioness the other day — 
when Mrs. Ftdix offended her so violently by trampling on the 
dear little Julie — if he came into a Court of Justice, I should 
like to sec the proof— that’s all. At any rate, it is pretty evident 
that Mr. Lorraine has had enough of his bargain.” 

“ Quite evident, I think — eh ! Dr. Sly ? Those German women 
never make good English wives,” continued Miss Gusset, with all 
a Toadey’s patriotism. 

“Tall^g of wives, did not you think Lady Julia spoke reiy 
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strangely of Sir Peter, after dinner to-day ? I hate that Lady 
Julia, if it be only for petting Vivian Grey so.” 

« Yes, indeed, it is quite enough to make one sick — eh ! Dr. 
Sly?" 

The doctor shook his head mournfully, rcinciubering the 
haunch. 

" They say Ernest Clay is in sad difficulties, Miss Gusset." 

“ Well, I always expected his dash would end in that. Tliosc 
wild harum-scarum men arc monstrous disagreeable ; I like a per- 
son of some reflection — ch! Dr. Sly?" 

Before the doctor could bow his usual assent there entered 
a pretty little page, very daintily attired in a fancy dress of green 
and silver. Twirling his richly-chased dirk with one tiny white 
hand, and at the same time playing with a pet curl, wiiicli wtis 
picturcscjiiely flowing over his forehead, he advanced with ambling 
gait to Miss Gusset, and, in a mincing voice and courtly phrase, 
summoned her to the imperial presence. 

The lady's features immediately assumed the expression which 
befitted the approaching interview, and in a moment Miss Graves 
and the pliysiciaii were left alone. 

« Very amiable young woman Miss Gusset appears to be, Dr. 
Sly?” 

‘‘Oh! the most amiable being in the world; I owe her the 
greatest obligal io ns . " 

“ So gentle in her manners." 

“ O yes, no gen lie." 

“ So considerate for everybody.” 

Oh, yes! .so considerate,” echoed the Aberdeen M.D. 

“ I am airaid tliougli, slie must sometimes meet with people 
w'ho do not (!xacily miderstand her character; such extraordi- 
nary consideration for otlicrs i.s sometimes liable to miseon- 
structioii.” 

“ Very .scusildy remarked, MiVs Gravc.s. I am sure Miss (jrus.sct 
means well ; and that kind of tiling is all very admirable in its 
way; but — but ” 

“But what, Dr. Sly?" 

“ Why, I was merely going to liazard an observation, that ac- 
cording to my feelings — that is, to my own peculiar view of tlie 
Case, 1 should prefer some jieople thinking more about their own 
business, and, and — but 1 mean nothing," 

“ Oh, no, af‘ course not. Dr. Sly ! you know we always except 
our own immediate friends, at lea.st when we can be sure they arc 
our friends ; but, as you were saying, or going to say, those per- 
sons who are so very anxious about other people’s affairs, are not 
always the most agreeable persons in the world to live with. It 
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certainly did strike me, that that interference of Miss Gasset’s 
about Julie to-day, was, to say the least, very odd.” 

Oh, my dear madam ! when you know her as well as I do, you 
will see she is always ready to put in a word.” 

‘‘Well! do you know. Dr. Sly, between ourselves, that was 
exactly my impression; and she is then very, very — I do not 
exactly mean to say meddling, or inquisitive; but—but you under- 
stand me. Dr. Sly?” 

** Perfectly ; and if I were to speak my mind, which I do not 
hesitate to do in confidence to you, Miss Graves, I really should 
say that she is the most jealous, irritable, malicious, meddling, 
and at the same time fawning, disposition, that I ever met with in 
the whole course of my life, and 1 speak from experience.” 

" Well, do you know, Dr. Sly, from all I have seen, that was 
exactly my impression ; therefore I have been particularly careful 
not to commit myself to such a person.” 

“ Ah ! Miss Graves ! if all ladies were like you ! O h ! ” 

“My dear Dr. Sly!” 


CHAPTER XVI. 

Vivian hod duly acquainted the Marquess with the successful 
progress of his negotiations with tlieir intended partizans, and 
Lord Carabas had liimself conversed with them singly on the 
important subject. It was thought proper, however, in this stage 
of the proceedings, that the persons interested should meet together; 
and so the two Lords, and Sir Berdmorc, and Vivian, were invited 
to dine with the Marquess alone, and in his library. 

Tlicrc was abundance of dumb waiters, and otlier inventions, 
by which the case of the guests might be consulted, without risking 
oven tlieir secret looks to tin* gaze of liveried menials. The 
Marquess’ gentleman sat in an antechamber, in case human aid 
miglit be necessary, and everything, as his Lordship averred, was 
“on the same system as the Cabinet Dinners.” 

In the ancient kingdom of England, it hath ever been the 
custom to dine previously to transacting business. This habit is 
one of those few wdiicli arc not contingent upon the mutable 
fancies of fashion, and at this day we see Cabinet Dinners, and 
Vestry Dinners, alike proving the correctness of our assertion. 
Whether tlie custom really expedites the completion or the 
general progress of the business which gives rise to it, is a grave 
question, which we do not feel qualified to decide. Certain it is, 
that very often, after the dinner ^ an appointment is made for the 
trausactiou of the business on the following morning : at the same 
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time it must be remembered, that had it not been for the oppor- 
tunity which the banquet afforded of developing the convivial 
qualities of the guests, and drawing out, by the assistance of 
generous wine, their most kindly seutimentB, and most engtiging 
feelings, it is very probable that the appointment for the transaction 
of the business would never have been made at all. 

Tliere certainly was every appearance that “ the great business,” 
ns the Marquess styled it, would not be very much advanced by the 
cabinet dinner at CMteau Desir. For, in the first place, the 
table was laden " with every delicacy of the season,” and really 
when a man is either going to talk sense, fight a duel, or make his 
will, iiotliing should be seen at dinner, save cutlets, and the lightest 
Boiirdoaux. And, in the second place, it must be confessed, that 
when it came to the point of all the parties interested meeting, 
the Marquess’ courage somewhat misgave him. Not that any 
particular reason occurred to him, which would have induced him 
to yield one jot of the theory of his sentiments, but the putting 
them in practice rather made him nervous. In short, he was as 
convinced as ever, that he was an ill-used man of great influence 
and abilities ; but then he remembered his agreeable sinecure, and 
his dignified office, and he might not succeed. The thought did 
not please. 

But here they were all assembled; receding was impossible; and 
so the Marquess took a glass of claret, and felt more courageous, 

“My Lords and Geutlemeii,” he began, “although I have 
myself taken the opportunity of communicating to you singly my 
1 hough ts upon a certain subject, and altliough, if I am rightly 
informed, iiiy excellent young friend has communicated to you 
more fully upon that subject ; yet, my Lords and Gentlemen, 1 
beg to remark that this is the first lime tliat we have collectively 
asscinhled to consult on the jiossibility of certain upon the 

propriety of their nature, and the expediency of their adoption.” 
(Here the claret passed.) “The present state of parties,” the 
Marquess continued, “has doubtless for a long time engaged 
your attention. It is very peculiar, and although the result 
lias been gradually arrived at, it is nevertheless, now that it is 
realised, startling, and not, 1 apprehend, very satisfactory. TJiere 
are few distinctions now between the two sides of the House 
of Commons, very different from the times in which most, I 
believe all, us, my Lords and Gentlemen, were members of 
that assembly. The question then naturally arises, why a certain 
body of iliaividuals, who now represent no opinions, should 
arrogate to themselves the entire government and control of the 
country ? A second question would occur, how. they contrive to 
succeed in such an assumption? They succeed clearly because 
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the party, who placed tliem in power because they represented 
certain opinions, still continue to them their support. Some of 
the most influential members of that party, 1 am bold to say, may 
be found in this room. I don’t know, if the boroughs of Lord 
Courtown and Lord Beaconsfleld were withdrawn at a critical 
division, what might be the result. 1 am quite sure that if the 
forty country gentlemen who follow, I believe I am justified in 
saying, our friend Sir Berdmore, and wisely follow him, were to 
declare their opposition to any particular tax, the present men would 
be beaten, as they have been beaten before. I was myself a member 
of the government when so beaten, and I know what Lord Liverpool 
said the next morning. Lord Liverpool said the next morning, 

* Forty country gentlemen, if they choose, might repeal every tax 
in the Budget.” Under these circumstances, my Lords and 
Gentlemen, it becomes us, in my opinion, to consider our situation. I 
am far from wisliing to witness any general change, or, indeed, very 
wide reconstruction of the present administration. 1 think the 
interests of the country require that the general tenor of their 
system should be supported; but tliere arc members of that 
administration, whose claims to that distinction appear to me 
more than questionable, while at the same time there arc indi- 
* vidiials excluded, personages of great influence and recognised 
talents, who ought no longer, in rny opinion, to occupy a position 
in the background. Mr. Vivian Grey, a gentleman whom I have 
the honour to call my particular friend, and who, 1 believe, lias 
had already the pleasure of iiicideiitally conversing with you on 
the matters to which I liave referred, has given great attention 
to this important subject. He is a younger man than any of us, 
and certainly has much better lungs than 1 have. 1 will take the 
liberty therefore of requesting him to put the case in its complete- 
ness before iiif.” 

A great doiil of desultory conversation,” as it is styled, rela- 
tive to the great topic of debate, now occurred. When the blood 
of tJie ])arty was tolerably warmed, Vivian addressed iheiii. The 
tenor of liis oration may be imagined, lie developed the new 
political principles, demonstrated tlie mistake under tlic baneful 
influence of wliich they had so long suflered, promiiied tliem place, 
and power, and patronage, and personal consideration, if they would 
only act on the principles which recommended, in the most 
flowing language, and tlie most melodious voice, iu wdiich the 
glories of ambition wore ever yet chauiited. There was a buzz 
of admiration when the flattering music ceased; the Marquess 
smiled triumphantly, as if to say, ‘‘ Didn’t I tell you he was a 
monstrous c^ver fellow ? ” and the whole business seemed settled. 
Lord Courtown gave in a bumper, Mr, Vivian Grey^ and suc^» 
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ccss io his maiden sjyeech and Vivian replied by proposing, “ The 
Neio Union'* At last, Sir Berdmorc, the coolest of them all, 
raised his voice : “ He quite agreed with Mr. Grey in the princi- 
ples which he had developed ; and, for his own part, he was free 
to confess, that he had perfect confidence in that gentleman’s very 
brilliant abilities, and augured from their exertion complete and 
triumphant success. At the same time, he felt it liis duty to re- 
mark to their Lordships, and also to that gentleman, that the 
House of Commons was a new scene to him; and he put it, 
whether they were quite convinced that they were sufficiently 
strong, as regarded talent in that assembly. He could not taho 
it upon himself to offer to become the leader of the party. Mr. 
Grey might be capable of undertaking tint charge, but still it 
must be remembered, that, in that assembly, he was as yet untried. 
He made no apology to Mr. Grey for speaking his mind so freely; 
he was sure tliat his motives could not bo misinterpreted. If their 
Lordships, on the whole, were of opinion that this charge should 
1)0 entrusted to him, he. Sir Berdmore, having the greatest confi- 
dence in Mr. Grey’s abilities, would certainly support him to the 
utmost.” 

“ He can do anything,” said the Marquess. 

“ He is a surprising clever man!” said Lord Courtown. 

‘‘ He is a surprising clever man ! ” echoed Lord Beacon sfield. 

‘‘ 8to]), my Lords,” said Vivian, your good o]>inion deserves 
my gratitude, hut these important matters do indeed require a 
moment’s consideration. I trust that »Sir Berdnif>re Scrope docs 
not imagine that 1 am the vain idiot, to he offended at Iiis most 
excellent remarks, even for a niomeiit. Are we not met Jiere for 
tlie common good — and to consult for the success of the common 
cause ? Whatever my talents are, (licy are at your service — and, in 
your service?, Avill I venture anything ; hut surely, my Lords, you 
v/ill not unnecessarily entrust this great business to a raw hand ! 

I need only aver, that I am ready to follow any leader, who can 
play his great j)art in a becoming manner ” 

Noble! ” said the Marquess. 

But Avho was the leader to be ? Sir Berdmorc frankly confessed 
that he Iiad none to jiropose ; and the Viscount and tlie Baron wero 
quite silent. 

f Gentlemen ! ” exclaimed the Marquess, “Gentlemen! there 
ts a man, who could do our biJftng.” Tlie eyes of every guest 
were fixed on the haranguing host. 

“ Gentlemen, fill your glasses — I give you our leader — Mr. 
Frederick Cleveland *! ” 

“ Cleveland ! ” every one exclaimed. A glass of claret fell from 
Lord Courtown’s hand ; Lord Beacoiisficld stopped us lit was about 

G 
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to fill his gljuss, and stood [japing at the Marquess, with the decanter 
in his hand ; and Sir Berdmore stared on the table, as men do 
when something unexpected, and astounding, has occurred at din- 
ner, which seems past all their management. 

“ Cleveland ! ” exclaimed the guests. 

“ I should as soon have expected you to hare given us Lucifer ! " 
said Lord Courtowu. 

^ Or the present Secretary 1 " said Lord Beaconsfield. 

Or yourself,” said Sir Berdmore. 

And does any one maintain that Frederick Cleveland is not 
capable of driving out a much* stronger Government than he will 
have to cope with ? ” demanded the Marquess, with a rather fierce 
air. 

“We do not deny Mr. Cleveland’s powers, ray Lord ; we only 
humbly beg to suggest that it appears to us, that, of all the j)er- 
sons in the world, the man with whom Mr. Cleveland would be 
least inclined to coalesce, would be the Marquess of Garabas.” 

The Marquess looked somewhat bhuik. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Vivian, “ do not despair ; it is enough for 
me to know that there is a man who is capable of doing our work. 
Be lie animate man, or incarnate fiend, provided he can be found 
within this realm, 1 pledge myself that, within ten days, he is 
drinking my noble friend’s health at this very board.” 

The Marquess said, “ Bravo,” the rest smiled, and rose from the 
table in some confusion. Little more was said on the “ great 
business.” The guests took refuge in coffee and a glass of liqueur. 
The pledge was, however, apparently accepted, and Lord Carabas 
and Vivian were soon left alone. The Marquess seemed agitated 
by Vivian’s offer and engagement. “ This is a grave business,” lu? 
said; “ you hardly know, my dear Vivian, what you have under- 
taken — but if anybody can succeed, you will. We must talk of this 
to-moiTOW. There arc some ob.stacles, and I should once have 
thought, invincible. I cannot conceive what made me mention hi$. 
name ; but it has been often in my mind since you first spoke to 
me. You and he together, we might carry everything before us. 
But there are some obstacles — no doubt there are some obstacles. 
You beard what Courtown said, a man who docs not make diffi- 
culties, and Beaconsfield a man who does not say much. Cour- 
town called him Lucifer. He is Lucifer. But, by Jove, you j\re 
the man to overcome obstacles.® We must talk of it to-morrow. 
So now, my dear fellow, good night ! ” 

“ What have I done ? ” thought Vivian ; “ 1 am sure that Lucifer 
may know, for I do not. This Cleveland is, I sui)pose, after all 
but a man. 1 saw the feeble fools were wavering ; and to save all, 
made a leap in the dark. Well I is my skull cracked? Nous ver- 
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rons. How hot, either this room or my blood is! Come, for some 
frcsli air ; (he opened the library window) how fresh and soft it is! 
Just the night for the balcony. Hah! music! I cannot mistake 
that voice. Singular woman ! I will just walk on, till I am beneath 
her window.” 

Vivian accordingly proceeded along the balcony, which extended 
down one whole side of the Gateau. While he was looking at the 
moon he stumbled against some one. It was Colonel Delmington. 
He apologised to the militairc for treading on his toes> and won** 
dered how the devil he got there I ” 
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BOOK IIL 

CHAPTER I. 

Frederick Cleveland was cdi^ated at Eton, and at Cam- 
bridge; and after having proved, both at the school and the Uni- 
versity, that he possessed talents of a high order, he had tlie cou- 
rage, in order to perfect them, to immure himself for three years 
in a German University. It w.as impossible, therefore, for two 
minds to have been cultivated on more contrary systems, than 
those of Frederick Cleveland and Vivian Grey. The systems on 
which they had been educated were not, however, more disciordant 
than the respective tempers of the pupils. With that of Vivian 
Grey the reader is now somewhat acquainted. It has been shown 
that he was one precociously convinced of the necessity of ma- 
naging mankind, by studying their tempers and humouring their 
weaknesses. Cleveland turned from the Book of Nature with 
contempt ; and although his was a mind of extraordinary acute- 
ness, he w’as, at three-aiid-thirly, as ignorant of the w’orkings (^f 
the human heart, as when, in tlie imiocciice of ])oyhood, he iirst 
reached Eton. 

Although ])osscssed of no fortune, from his connections, and the 
reputation of his abilities, he entered Parliament at an early age. 
Ilis success was eminent. It was at this period that he formed a 
great friendship with the present ISIai’qiiess of Carabas, then Under 
Secretary of State. His exertions for the party to which Mr. 
Under Secretary Lorraine belonged were unremitting ; and it w'us 
mainly through their influence, that a great promotion took place 

the official appointments of the party. When the hour of 
reward came, Mr. Lorraine and his friends unfortunately forgot 
their youthful champion. He remonstrated, and they smiled ; he 
reminded them of private friendship, and they answered him with 
political expediency. Mr. Cleveland went down to the House, 
and attacked his old coniatcs in a spirit of unexampled bitterness. 
He examined in review the various members of the party that had 
deserted him. They trornhled on their seats, while they wTith<;d 
beneath the keenness of his satirp; hut when the orator came do 
Mr. President Lorraine, he flourished the tomahawk on high, like 
a wild Indian chieftain ; and the attack was so awfhlly severe, so 
overpowering, so annihilating, that even this hackneyed and har- 
dened official trembled, turned pale, and quitted the House. Cleve- 
land’s triumph was splendid, but it w'as only for a night. Disgusted 
with mankind, he scouted the thousand offers of political conucc- 
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tions which crowded upon him ; and, liaving* succeeded in making 
an arriin^eiiient with his creditors, ho accepted the Chiltern Hun-* 
dreds. 

By the interest of his friends, he procured a judicial situation of 
sufficient emolument, but of local duty; and to fiillil this duty 
he was oblig’ed to reside in North Wales. The locality, indeed, 
suited him wx'll, for he w as sick of the world at niiie-aiid-tweuty ; 
and, canyiiigf his beautiful and newly-married w’ife from the world 
— which w’ithout him she could not love — Mr. Cleveland enjoyed 
all tlie luxuries of a cottage ornee, in the most romantic part of 
the Ih'incipality. Here were born unto him a son and daughter, 
beautiful children, upon w'hom the father lavished all the aflectiou 
which Nature had intended for llie world. 

Four years had Cleveland now passed in his solitude, — an un- 
happy man. A thousand times, during tlie first year of his retire- 
]nent, he cursed the moment of excitement which laid banislied 
liim from the world ; for he found himself without resources, and 
restless as a curbed courser. Like many men who are born to be 
orators — like Cun au, and like Fox, — Cleveland was not blessed, 
or cursed, with the fiiculty of composition ; and indeed, had his 
pen been lluit of a ready w riter, picj[ue would have prevented him 
from delighting or instructing a world wdiose nature he endea- 
voured to jjersuado himself w^as base, and wdiose applause ought 
eoiiseqiientiy to be valueless. In the second year he endeavoured 
to while away his time, by interesting himself in those pursuits 
W'hich Nature has kindly provided for country gentlemen. Farm- 
ing kept him alive for a while; but, at length, his was the prize 
ox ; and, having gained a cu]), lie got wearied of kino too prime 
for eating; wheat, too fine for the eomposition of the stall' of life; 
and ploughs so ingeniously contrived, that the very ingenuity 
prevented them from being useful. Cleveland was now seen 
wandering over the moors, and mountains, with a gun over liis 
shoulder, and a couple of dogs at his heels ; but ennui returned in 
spite of his patent percussion : and so, at length, tired of being a 
sportsman, he almost became what he had fancied himself in an 
hour of passion, — a misanthrope. 

After having been closeted with Lord Carahas for a considerable 
tinre, the morning after the cabinet dinner, Vivian left Chateau 
Desir. 

He travelled mght and day, until he arrived in the vicinity of 
Mr. Cleveland'^ibode. What was he to do now ? After some 
deliberation, he despatched a note to Mr. Cleveland, informing 
him, “that he (Mr. Grey) was the- bearer to Mr. Cleveland of a 
^communication of importance.’ Under the circumstances of the^ 
case, he observed that he had declined bringing any letters of 
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introduction, He was quite aware» therefore, that he should 
hare no right to complain, if lie had to travel back tliree 
hundred miles without having the honour of an interview ; but 
he trusted that this necessary breach of etiquette would be over- 
looked.” 

The note produced the desired effect; and an appointment was 
Bimde for Mr. Orey to call at Kenrich Lodge on the following 
morning, 

Vivian, as he entered the room, took a rapid glance at its master. 
Mr. Cleveland was tall and distinguished, with a face which might 
have been a model for manly beauty. He came forward to receive 
Vivian, with a Newfoundland dog on one side, and a large black 
gi*cyhound on the other ; and the two animals, after having elabo- 
rately examined the stranger, divided between them the luxuries 
of the rug. The reception which Mr. Cleveland gave our hero 
was cold and constrained ; but it did not appear to be purposely 
uncivil; and Vivian flattered himself tliat his manner was not 
unusually stifi*. 

" I do not know whether I have the honour of addressing the 
son of Mr. Horace Grey?” said Mr. Cleveland, with a frowning 
countenance, which was intended to be courteous. 

“ I have that honour.” 

Your father, sir, is a most amiable, and able man. I had the 
pleasure of his acquaintance when I was in London many years 
ago, at a time when Mr. Vivian Grey was not entrusted, I rather 
imagiue, with missions ‘of importance.’” — Although Mr. Cleve- 
land smiled when he said this, his smile was anything but a gra- 
cious one. The subdued satire of his keen eye burst out for on 
instant, and he looked as if he would have said, “ Who is this 
younkcr who is trespassing upon my retirement?” 

Vivian had, unbidden, seated himself by the side of Mr. Cleve- 
land’s library table ; and, not knowing exactly how to proceed, 
was employing himself by making a calculation, w'hether there 
were more black than white spots on the body of the old New- 
foundland, who was now apparently happily slumbering. 

“ AVell, sir ! ” continued the Nei^oundland’s master, “ the 
nature of your communication? 1 am fond of coming to tlie 
point.” 

Now this was precisely the thing which Vivian hqd determined 
not to do ; and so he diplomatised, in order to fain time. — “ In 
stating, Mr. Cleveland, that the communicotioiArhich 1 had to 
make was one of importance, 1 beg to be understood, that it was 
wiUi reference merely to my opinion of its nature that that phrase 
^was used, and not as relative to the possible, or, allow me to say, 
the probable, opinion of Mr. Cleveland.” 



VIVIAN 67 

"Well, sir!” said Unit gentleman, with a somewhat disap- 
pointed air. 

‘•As to the purport or nature of the communication, it is,” said 
Vivian, with one of his sweetest cadences, and, looking up to Mr. 
Cleveland’s face, with an eye expressive of all kindness, — it is of 
a political nature.” 

“Well, sir!” again exclaimed Cleveland, looking very anxious, 
and moving restlessly on his library chair. 

“ When wc take into consideration, Mr. Cleveland, the present 
aspect of the political world ; when w’e call to mind the present 
situation of the two great political parties, you will not be sur- 
prised, I feel confident, when I mention that certain personages 
have thought that the season was at hand, when a move miglit be 
made in the political world with very considerable effect 

*“ Mr. Grey, what am I to understand?” interrupted Mr. Cleve- 
Lnid, who began to suspect that the envoy was no greenhorn. 

“ I feel confidenf, Mr. Cleveland, that I am doing very imperfect 
justice to the mission with which I am entrusted ; but, sir, you 
must be aware that the delicate nature of such disclosures, 
and ” 

“Mr. Grey, I feel confident that you do not doubt my honour; 
and, as for the rest, the world has, I believe, some foolish talcs 
about me ; but, believe me, you shall be listened to with patience. 
I am certain tliat, whatever may be the communication, Mr. Vivian 
Grey is a gentleman who will do its merits justice.” 

And now Vivian, having succeeded in exciting Cleveland’s curio- 
sity, and securing himself the certainty of a hearing, and having 
also made a favourable impression, dropped the diplomatist alto- 
gether, and was explicit enough for a Spartan. 

“ Certain Noblemen and (Tcntlemcn of eminence, and influence, 

liitherto considered as props of the party, arc about to 

take a novel and decided course next Session. It is to obtain the 
aid and personal co-operation of Mr. Cleveland that I am now 
in Wales.” 

“ Mr. Grey, I have promised to listen to you with patience : — 
you arc too young a man to know much perhaps of the history of 
so insignificant a personage as myself ; otherwise, you would have 
been aware, that there is no subject in the world on which I am 
less inclined to converse, than that of politics. If I were entitled 
to take such a liberty, I would recommend you to think of them 
as little as / do; but enough of this: who is the mover of tlie 
party?” 

“ My Lord Courtown is a distinguished member of it.” 

“ Courtown — Courtown ; powerful enough : but surely the good 
Viscount's skull is not exactly the head for the chief of a cabs 
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“ There is my Lord Be«acon.sficld.” 

Powerful too — but a dolt.” 

“Well/' thoufjht Vivian, “it must out at last; and so to it 
boldly. And, Mr. Cleveland, there is little fear that we may 
secure the great influence and tried talents of the Marquess of 
Carabas.” 

“ The Marquess of Carabas ! ” almost shrieked Mr. Cleveland, 
as he started from his seat and paced the room with hurried ste})s ; 
and the greyhound and tljc Newfoundland jumped up from the 
rug, shook themselves, growled, and then imitated their master 
in promenading the apartment, but with more dignified and 
stately paces. — “ The Marquess of Carabas ! Now', Mr. Grey, 
speak to me with the frankness wliich one genilomaii should use 
to anotlier -is the Marquess of Carabas uriw to this appli- 
cation ? 

“ He himself ])roposcd it.” 

“ Tlicn, he is baser than even I conceived. Mr. Grey, 1 am a 
man spare of my s])eech to those with whom I am unacquainted; 
and the w'orld calls me a soured, malicious man. And yet, when 
I think for a moment, that one so young as you are, endued as I 
must supj)ose with no ordinary talents, and actuated as 1 will 
believe with a pure and honourable spirit, should be the diij)e, or 
tool, or even present friend, of such a creature as this perjured 
I’eer, — it gives me a pang.” 

“ Mr. Cleveland,” said Vivian, I am gj’ateful for your kind- 
ness; and although we may probably part, iu a few hours, never 
to meet agaiii, I wdll sj)eak to you with the frankness which you 
have merited, and to which I feel you are entitled. I am not 
the dupe of the Marquess of Carabas; I am not, I trust, the 
dupe, or tool, of any one wlnilovcr. Believe me, sir, there is that 
at w'ork iu England, which, taken at the tide, may lead on to for- 
tune. I see lliis, sir, — I, a young miin, uncommitted in j)olitical 
prhici])les, unconnected in public life, feeling some confidence, I 
confess, in my own abilities, but desirous of availing myself, at 
the same time, of the powers of others. Thus situated, 1 find 
myself working for the same end as my Lord Carabas, and twenty 
other men of similar calibre, mental aiid moral ; and, sir, am I to 
play the hermit in the drama of life, because, perchance, my fellow- 
actors may be sometimes fools, and occasionally knaves ? If the 
Marquess of Carabas has done you the ill service which Fame says 
he lias, your sweetest revenge will be to make liim your tool; 
your most perfect triumph, to rise to power by his influence. 

“ I confess that I am desirous of finding in you the companion 
of my career. Your splendid talents have long commanded my 
iffinii'ation; and, as you have given me credit for something like 
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good feeling, I will say that ray wish to find in you a colleague is 
greatly increased, when I sec that those splendid talents arc even 
the least estimable points in Mr. Cleveland’s character. But, sir, 
perhaps all this time I am in eiTor, — perhaps Mr. Cleveland is, as 
the world reports him, no longer the ambitious being who once 
commanded the admiration of a listening Senate ; — ^perliaps, eon- 
viiiced of the vanity of human wishes, Mr. Cleveland would rather 
devote his attention to the furtherance of the interests of his iiu- 
nicdiate circle ; — and, having schooled liis intellect in the Univer- 
sities of tw'o nations, is probably content to pass the hours of his 
life in mediating in the quarrels of a country village.” 

Vivian ceased. Cleveland heard him, with his head resting 
on both his arms. He started at the last expression, and some- 
thing like a blush suftused his clieck, but he did not reply. At last 
he jumped up, and rang the bell. Come, Mr. Grey,” said he, “I 
am ill no liuinour for politics this morning. You must not, at 
at any rate, visit Wales for nothing. Morris ! send down to the 
vilLigc for tins gentleman’s luggage. Even cottagers have 
a bed for a friend, Mr. Grey : — conic, and I will introduce you to 
my wife.” 


CITAPTER 11. 

And Vivian was now an inmate of Ken rich Lodge. It would 
have been difficult to have conceived a life of more pure hapi>i- 
ness, than tliiit which was apparently enjoyed by its gifted master. 
A beautiful wife, and lovely children, ami a romantic situation, 
and an income sufficient, not only for their own, but for the wants 
of tlieir necessitous neighbours; what more could man wish? 
Answer me, thou inexplicable myriad of sensations, which the 
world calls human nature ! 

Three days passed over in delightful converse. It was so long 
since Clei cland had seen any one fresh from the former scenes of 
his life, that the company of any one would have been agreeable ; 
but here wrs a companion who knew every one, every thing, full 
of wit, and anecdote, and literature, and fashion ; and then so 
engaging in his manners, and with such a winning voice. 

The heart of Cleveland relented : his stern manner gave way ; 
all his former warm and generous feeling gained the ascendant ; 
he was in turn amusing, communicative, and engaging. Finding 
that he could please another, lie began to be pleased himself. The 
nature of the business upon which Vivian was his guest, rendered 
confidence necessary ; confidence begets kindness. In a few days, 
Vivian necessarily became more acquainted with Mr. Cleveland's 
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disposition and situation, than if they had been aeqoamted for as 
many years; in short. 

They talked with open heart and tongue, 

Affectionate and true, 

A pair of friends. 

Vivian, for some time, dwelt upon everything but the immediate 
subject of his mission ; but when, after the experience of a few 
days, their hearts were open to each other, and they had mutually 
begun to discover that there was a most astonishing similarity in 
their principles, their tastes, their feelings, then the magician poured 
forth his incantation, and raised the oncc4aid ghost of Cleveland’s 
ambition. The recluse agreed to take the lead of the Carabas 
party. He was to leave Wales immediately, and resign his place ; 
in return for which, the nephew of Lord Courtown was imme- 
diately to give up, in his favour, an office of considerable emolu- 
ment ; and, having thus provided some certainty for his family, 
Frederick Cleveland prepared himself to combat for a more im- 
portant office. 


CHAPTER III. 

"Is Mr. Cleveland handsome?" asked Mrs. Felix Lorraine 
of Vivian, immediately on his return, " and what colour are his 
eyes?" 

" Upon my honour, I have not the least recollection of ever 
looking at them ; but I believe he is not blind." 

" How foolish you are ! now tell me, pray, •point de moqueriCy is 
he amusing ? " 

"What does Mrs. Felix Lorraine mean by amusing?” asked 
Vivian. 

" Oh ! you always tease me with your definitions ; go away — 
I’ll quarrel with you." 

" By-the-bye, Mrs. Felix Lorraine, how is Colonel Dclm- 
ington ? ’’ 

Vivian redeemed his pledge: Mr. Cleveland arrived. It was 
the wish of the Marquess, if possible, not to meet his old friend 
till dinner time. He thought that, surrounded by his guests, cer- 
tain awkward senatorial reminiscences might be got over. But, 
unfortunately, Mr. Cleveland arrived about an hour before dinner, 
and, as it was a cold autumnal day, most of the visitors, who 
were staying at Chateau Desir, were assembled in the drawing- 
fdam. The Marquess sallied forward *ta receive his guest with a 
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most dignified coRntenancc, and a most aristocratic step; but, 
before he got half way, his coronation pace degenerated into a 
strut, and then into a shamble, and with an awkward and confused 
countenance, half impudent, and half flinching, he held forward 
his left hand to his newly-arrived visitor. Mr, Cleveland looked 
terrifically courteous, and amiably arrogant, lie greeted the 
Marquess with a smile, at once gracious, and grim, and looked 
something like Goliath, as you see the Philistine depicted in 
some old German painting, looking down upon the pigmy 
fighting men of Israel. 

As is generally the custom, when there is n great deal to be 
arranged, and many jxiiiits to be settled, days flew over, and very 
little of the future system of the party was matured. Vivian 
made one or two inefTectual struggles to bring the Marquess to a 
business-like habit of mind, but his Lordship never dared to trust 
himself alone with Cleveland, and indeed almost lost the power of 
speech when in presence of the future leader of his party ; sO, in 
the morning, the Marquess played off the two Lords and Sir Berd- 
morc against his former friend, and then to compensate for not 
meeting Mr. Cleveland in the morning, he was particularly cour- 
teous to him at dinner-time, and asked him always how he liked 
his ride?” and invariably took wine with him. As for the rest of 
the day, he had particularly requested his faithful counsellor, Mrs. 
Felix Lorraine, “fur God’s sake to take this man off his shoul- 
ders;” and so that lady, with her usual kindness, and merely to 
oblige his Lordship, was good enough to patronise Mr. Cleveland, 
and oil the fourth day was taking a moon-lit walk with him. 

Mr. Cleveland had now been ten days at Chl>teau Desir, and was 
to take his departure the next morning for Wales, in order to 
arrange everything for his immediate settlement in the Metro- 
poli.s. Every point of importance was postponed until their 
meeting in London. Mr. Cleveland only agi'ced to take the lead 
of the party in the Commons, and received the personal pledge of 
Lord Courtown as to the promised office. 

It was a September day, and to escape from the excessive heat 
of the sun, and at the same time to enjoy the freshness of the air, 
Vivian was writing his letters in the conservatoiy, which opened 
into one of the drawing-rooms. The numerous party, which then 
honoured the Ch&teau with their presence, were out, as he con- 
ceived, on a pic-nic excursion to the Elfin’s Well, a beautiful spot 
about ten miles off; and among the adventurers were, as he 
imagined, Mrs. Felix Lorraine and Mr. Cleveland. 

Vivian was rather surprised, at hearing voices in the adjoining 
room, and he was still more so, when, on looking round, he found 
that the sounds proceeded from the very two individuals whom he 
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thought were far away. Some tall American plants concealed 
him from their view, hut he observed all that passed distinctly, and 
a singular scene it was. Mrs. Felix Lorraine was on her knees at 
the feet of Mr. Cleveland ; her countenance indicated the most con- 
trary passions, contending, as it were, for mastery — Supplication — 
Anger — and, shall I call it ? — Love. Her companion’s countenance 
was hid, but it was evident that it was not wreathed with smiles : 
there were a few hurried sentences uttered, and then both quitted 
the room at diifercnt doors, the lady in despair — and the gentleman 
in disgust. 


CHAPTER IV. 

And now Cli§,teau Desir was almost deserted. Mrs. Million 
continued her progress northward. The Courtowns, and the 
Bcaconsfields, and the Scropes, quitted immediately after Mr. 
Cleveland ; and when the families that form the materiel of the 
visiting corps retire, the nainelcss nothings that are always 
lounging about the country mansions of the great, such as artists, 
•tourists, authors, and other live stock, soon disappear. Mr. Vivian 
Grey agreed to stay another fortnight, at the parlicuhir request of 
the Marquess. 

Very Ixiw days had passed, ere Vivian was exceedingly struck at 
the decided change which suddenly took place in his Lordship’s 
general demeanour towards him. 

The Marquess grew reserved and uncommunicative, scarcely 
mentioning the great business,” whicli had previously been the 
sole subject of his conversation, but to find lault with some 
arrangement, and exhibiting, whenever his name was mentioned, 
a marked acrimony against Mr. Cleveland. This rapid change 
illarmed as much as it astonished Vivian, and he mentioned his 
feelings and observations to Mrs. Felix Lorraine. Tliat lady 
agreed with him, that something certainly was wrong ; but could 
not, unfortunately, afibrd him any clue to the mystery. She 
expressed the liveliest solicitude that any misunderstanding should 
be put an end to, and offered her services for that purpose. 

In spite, however, of her well-expressed anxiety, Vivian had his 
own ideas on the subject ; and, determined to unravel the affair, he 
had recourse to the Marchioness. 

‘‘I hope your Ladyship is well to-day. I had a letter from 
Count Caumont this morning. He tells me, that he has got the 
prettiest poodle from Paris that you can possibly conceive! waltzes 
like an angel, and acts proverbes on its hind feet.” 
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Her Ladyship’s eyes glistened with admiration. 

have told Caumont to send it me down immediately, and I 
shall then have the pleasure of presenting it to your Ladyship.’^ 

Her Ladyship's eyes sparkled with delight. 

« I think,” continued Vivian, “I shall take a ride to-day. By- 
the-bye, how is the Marquess ? he seems in low spirits lately.” 

“ Ob, Mr. Grey ! 1 do not know wdiat you have done to him,” 
said her Ladyship, settling at least a dozen bracelets ; “but — 
but 

“But what?” 

“ He thinks — he thinks.” 

“ Thinks what, dear lady ?” 

“That you have entered into a combination, Mr. Grey.” 

“ Entered into a combination ! ” 

“Yes, Mr. Grey! a conspiracy — a conspiracy against the 
Marquess, with Mr. Cleveland. He thinks that you have made 
him serve your purpose, and now you arc going to get rid of 
him.” 

“ Well, that is excellent ; .and what else docs he think?” 

“He thinks you talk too loud,” said the Marchioness, still 
working at her bracelets, 

“Well! that is shockingly vulgar ! Allow me to recommend 
your Ladyship to alter the order of those bracelets, and place the 
blue and silver against the maroon. You may depend upon it, 
that is the true Vienna order — ^aiid what else does the Marquess 
say?” 

“He tliinks you are generally too authoritative. Not that I 
think so, Mr. Grey; I am sure your conduct to me has been most 
courteous — the blue and silver next to the maroon, did you say ? 
Yes, — certainly it does look better. I have no doubt the Mar- 
quess is quite wrong, and I dare say you will set things right 
immediately. You will remember the pretty poodle, Mr. Grey? 
and you will not tell the Marquess I mentioned anything.” 

“ Oh ! certainly not. I will give orders for them to book an 
inside place for the poodle, and send him dovm by the coach imme- 
diately. I must be off now. Remember the blue and silver next 
to the maroon. Good morning to your Ladyship 1 ” 

“ Mrs. Felix Lorraine, I am your most obedient slave,” said 
Vivian Grey, as he met that lady on the landing-place; — “ I can 
see no reason why I should not drive you this bright day to the 
Elfin’s Well; we have long had an engagement to go there.” 

The lady smiled a gracious assent ; the pony phaeton was imme- 
diately ordered. 

“ How pleasant Lady Courtown and I used to discourse about 
martingales ! I think I invented one, did not I? Pray, Mrs. Felix 
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Lorraine^ can you tdl me what a martingale is? for upon my 
hononr I hare forgotten, or ncrer knew." 

" If yon found a martingale for the mother, Virian, it had been 
well if you had found a curb for the daughter. Poor C^thia! I 
had intended once to advise the Marchioness to interfere ; but one 
forgets these things." 

“ One does. — O, Mrs. Felix! " exclaimed Vivian, “ I told your 
admirable story oi the Leyden Professor to Mrs. Cleveland. It is 
universally agreed to be the best ghost-story extant. — I think you 
said you knew tlie Professor ? ” 

Well ! I have seen him often, and heard the story from his own 
lips. And, as I mentioned before, far from being superstitious, he 
was an esprit fort. — ^Do you know, Mr. Grey, I have such an in- 
teresting packet from Germany to-day; from my cousin, Baron 
Eodenstein ; but 1 must keep all the stories for the evening; — come 
to my boudoir, and I will read them to you — ^tliere is one tale which 
I am sure will make a convert even of you. It happened to Ro- 
denstein himself, and within these three months,” added the lady 
in a serious tone. — The Rodensteins are a singular family. My 
mother was a Eodenstein. — Do you think this beautiful?” said 
Mrs. Felix, showing Vivian a small miniature which was attached 
. to a chain round her neck. It was the portrait of a youth habited 
in the costume of a German student. His rich brown hair was 
flowing over his shoulders, and his dark blue eyes beamed with 
such a look of mysterious inspiration, that they might have befitted 
a young prophet. 

“ Very, very beautiful ! ” 

'Tis Max — ^Max Rodenstein,” said the lady, with a faltering 
voice. He was killed at Leipsic, at the head of a band of his 
friends and fellow-students. O, Mr. Grey ! thi.s is a fair work of 
art, but if you had but seen the prototype, you would have gazed 
on this as on a dim and washed out drawing. There was one por- 
trait, indeed, which did him more justice — but then, that portrait 
was not the production of mortal pencil.” 

Vivian looked at his companion with a somewhat astonished air, 
but Mrs. Felix Lorraine’s countenance was as little indicative of 
jesting, as that of the young student whose miniature rested on her 
bosom. 

“ Did you say not the production of a mortal hand, Mrs. Felix 
Lorraine ? ” 

" I am afraid I shall weary you with my stories, but the one I 
am about to tell is so well evidenced, that I think even Mr. Vivian 
Grey will hear it without a sneer.” 

^ A sneer ! O Lady love, do I ever sneer ?” 

^ Max Eodenstein was the glory of his house. A being so beau- 
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tifal in body, and in soul, you cannot imagine, and I will not at- 
tempt to describe. This miniature has given you some faint idea 
of his image, and yet this is only the copy of a copy. The only 
wish of the Baroness Rodenstein, which never could be accom- 
plished, was the possession of a portrait of her youngest son— for 
no consideration could induce Max to allow his likeness to be 
taken. Plis old nurse had always told him, that the moment his 
portrait was taken, he would die. The condition upon which such 
a beautiful being was allowed to remain in the world was, she 
always said, that his beauty should not be imitated. About three 
months before the battle of Leipsic, when Max was absent at the 
University, which was nearly four hundred miles from Rodenstein 
Castle, there arrived one morning a large case directed to the 
Baroness. On opening it, it was found to contain a picture — ^the 
portrait of her son. The colouring was so vivid, the general exe- 
cution so miraculous, that for some moments tliey forgot to wonder 
at the incident in their admiration of the work of art. In one 
corner of the picture, in small characters, yet fresh, was an in- 
scription, which on examining they found consisted of these words: 
^ Painted last night, JVoir, lady, thou hast thy wishJ My aunt 
sunk into the Baron’s arms. 

" In silence and in trembling the wonderful portrait was sus- 
pended over the fire-place of my aunt’s most favourite apartment. 
The next day they received letters from Max. He was quite well, 
but mentioned nothing of the mysterious painting. 

Three months aftei'wards, as a lady was sitting alone in the 
Baroness' room, and gazing on the portrait of him she loved right 
dearly, she suddenly started from her seat, and would have shrieked, 
had not an indefinable sensation prevented her. The eyes of the 
portrait moved. The lady stood leaning on a chair, pale, and 
trembling like an as])en, but gazing stedfastly on the animated 
portrait. It was no illusion of a heated fancy ; again the eyelids 
trembled, there was a melancholy smile, and then they closed. 
The clock of Rodenstein Castle struck three. Between astonish- 
ment and fear the lady was tearless. Three days afterwards came 
the news of the battle of Leipsic, and at the very moment that the 
eyes of the portrait closed, Max Rodenstein had been pierced by a 
Polish Lancer." 

And who was this wonderful lady, the witness of this wonderful 
incident ? ” asked Vivian. 

*^Tllat lady was myself.” 

There was something so singular in the tone of Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine’s voice, and so peculiar in the expression of her countenance, 
as she uttered these words, that the jest died on Vivian's tongue ; 
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and for want of something better to do, he lashed the little ponies, 
which were already scampering at their fall speed. 

The road to the Elfin’s Well ran through the wildest parts of 
the park ; and after an hour and a half s drive they reached the 
fairy spot. It was a beautiful and pellucid spring, that bubbled 
up in a small wild dell, which, nurtured by the flowing stream, was 
singularly] fresh and green. Above the spring had been erected a 
Gothic arch of grey stone, round which grew a few fine birch-trees. 
In short, Nature had intended the spot for pic-nics. There was 
fine water, and an interesting tradition ; and as the parties always 
bring, or always sliould bring, a trained punster, champagne, and 
cold pasties, what more ought Nature to have provided ? 

Come, Mrs. Lorraine, I will tie Gypsey to tliis ash, and then 
you and I will rest ourselves beneath these birch-trees, just where 
the fairies dance/’ 

« Oh, delightful!” 

Now, truly, we sliould have some book of beautiful poetry to 
while away an hour. You will blame me for not bringing one. 
Do not. I would sooner listen to your voice ; and, indeed, there 
is a subject on which I wish to ask your particular advice.” 

Is there ? ” 

I have been thinking that this is a somewhat rash step of tlie 
Marquess, — this throwing liimself into tlie arms of his former bit- 
terest enemy, Cleveland.” 

You really think so ? ” 

Why, Mrs. Lorraine, does it appear to you to be the most pru- 
dent course of action, which could have been conceived ? ” 

Certainly not.” 

** You agree with me, then, that there is, if not cause for regret 
at this engagement, at least for reflection on its probable conse- 
quences ? ” 

I quite agree with you.” 

“ I know you do. I have had some conversation with tlie Mar- 
quess ujjon this subject, this very morning.” 

“ Have you ? ” eagerly exclaimed the lady, and she looked pale, 
and breathed short. 

Ay; and he tells me you have made some very sensible ob- 
servations on the subject. ’Tis pity they were not made be- 
fore Mr. Cleveland left, the mischief might then have been pre- 
vented.” 

‘‘ I certainly have made some observations.” 

And very kind of you ; what a blessing for the Marquess to 
have such a friend ! ” 

^ I spoke to him,” said Mrs, Felix, with a more assured tone. 
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“ in much the same spirit as you have been addressing^’ me. It 
does, indeed, seem a most imprudent act, and I thought it my duty 
to tell him so.” 

‘‘ Ay, no doubt ; but how came you, lady fair, to imagine that 
I was also a person to be dreaded by his Lordship—/, Vivian 
Grey ? ” ' 

Did I say you f ” asked the lady, pale as death — 

** Did you not, Mrs. Felix Lorraine ? Have you not, regardless 
of my interests, in the most unwarrantable and unjustifiable man- 
ner — have you not, to gratify some private pique which you enter- 
tain against Mr. Cleveland, have you not, I ask you, poisoned the 
Marquess’ mind against one who never did aught to you but 
what was kind and honourable ? ” 

‘‘ I have been imprudent — I confess it — I have spoken somewhat 
loosely.” 

“ Now, listen to me once more,” and Vivian grasped her hand. 

AVhat has passed between you and Mr. Cleveland, it is. not for 
me to inquire — I give you my word of honour, that he never even 
mentioned your name to me. 1 can scarcely understand how any 
man could have incurred the deadly hatred which you appear to 
entertain for him. 1 repeat, 1 can contemplate no situation in 
whicli you could be placed together, which would justify such be- 
haviour. It could not be justified, even if he had spurned you 
while knceliny at his fctt»* 

Mrs. Felix Lorraine shrieked and fainted. A sprinkling from 
the fairy stream soon recovered her. Sparc me! spare me!” 
she faintly cried : “ .say nothing of what you have seen.” 

“ Mrs. Lorraine, I Iiave no wish. I have spoken thus explicitly, 
that we may not again misunderstand each other — I have spoken 
thus explicitly, I say, that I may not be under the necessity of 
speaking again, for if I speak again, it must not be to Mrs. Felix 
Lorraine — there is my hand, and now let the Elfin’s Well be blotted 
out of our memories.” 

Vivian drove rapidly home, and endeavoured to talk in his usual 
tone, and with his usual spirit ; but his companion could not be 
excited. Once, ay twice, she pressed his hand, and as he assisted 
her from the phaeton, she murmured something like a — ^blessing. 
She ran up stairs immediately. Vivian had to give some direc- 
tions about the ponies; Gyp.sey was ill, or Fanny had a cold, or 
something of the kind, and so he was detained for about a quarter 
of an hour before the house, speaking most learnedly to grooms, 
and consulting on cases with a skilled gravity worthy of Professor 
Coleman. 

When he entered the parlour he found the luncheon prepared, 
and Mrs. Felix pressed him very earnestly to take some refresh- 

7 
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ment. He was indeed wearied» and agreed to take a glass of hock 
and sehzer. 

"Let me mix it for you/^ said Mrs. Fdiz; "do you like 
sugar?/* 

Tired with his drive, Vivian Grey was leaning on the mantel-piece, 
with his eyes vacantly gazing on the looking-glass, which rested 
on the marble slab. It was by pure accident that, reflected in the 
mirror, he distinctly beheld Mrs. Felix Lorraine open a small silver 
box, and throw some powder into the tumbler which she was pre- 
paring for him. She was leaning down, with her back almost 
turned to the glass, but still Vivian saw it — distinctly. A sickness 
came over him, and ere he could recover himself, his Hebe tapped 
him on the shoulder — 

" Here, drink, drink while it is effervescent.” 

" 1 cannot drink,” said Vivian, " I am not thirsty — I am too 
hot — I am anytbmg— — ” 

“ How foolish you are ! It will be quite spoiled.” 

" No, no, the dog shall have it. Here, Fidele, you look thirsty 
enough — come here 

Mr. Grey, I do not mix tumblers for dogs,” said the lady, 
rather agitated: "if you will not take it,” and she held it once 
more before him, "here it goes for ever.” So saying, she 
emptied the tumbler into a large globe of glass, in which some gold 
and silver fish were swimming their endless rounds. 


CHAPTER V. 

This last specimen of Mrs. Felix Lorraine was somewhat too 
much, even for the steeled nerves of Vivian Grey, and he sought 
his chamber for relief. 

"Is it possible? Can I believe my senses? Or has some 
demon, as we read of In old tales, mocked me in a magic mirror ? 
I can believe anything. — Oh! my heart is veiy sick! I once 
imagined, that I was using this woman for my purpose. Is it pos- 
aible, that aught of good can come to one who is forced to make 
use of such evil instruments as these ? A horrible thought some- 
times comes over my spirit. 1 fancy, that in this mysterious 
foreigner, that in this woman, I have met a kind of double of 
myself. The same wonderful knowledge of the human mind, the 
same sweetness of voice, the same miraculous management which 
has brought us both under the same roof : yet do I find her the 
most abandoned of all beings; a creature guilty of that which, 
evealn this guilty age, 1 thought was obsolete. And is it possible 
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that I am like her? that I can resemble her? that even the inde- 
finite shadow of ray most unhallowed thought, can, for a moment, 
be as vile as her righteousness ? O, God ! the system of my ex- 
istence seems to stop — I cannot breathe.” He flung himself upon 
his bed, and felt for a moment as if he had quaffed the poisoned 
draft, so lately offered. 

« It js not so — ^it cannot be so — ^it shall not be so ! In seeking 
the Marquess, I was unquestionably impelled by a mere feeling of 
self-interest ; but I have advised him to no course of action, in 
which his welfare is not equally consulted with my own. In- 
deed, if not principle, interest would make me act faithfully to- 
wards him, for my fortunes are bound up in his. But am I 
entitled— I, who can lose nothing; am I entitled to play with 
other men’s fortunes ? Am I, all this time, deceiving myself with 
some wretched sophistry ? Am I then an intellectual Don Juan, 
reckless of human minds, as he was of human bodies — a spiritual 
libertine ? But why this wild declamation ? Whatever I have done, 
it is too late to recede ; even this very moment, delay is destruc- 
tion, for now, it is not a question as to the ultimate pros- 
perity of our worldly prospects, but the immediate safety of 
our very bodies. Poison! 0, God! 0, God! Away with 
all fear — all repentance — all thought of past — all reckoning 
of future. If I be the Juan that I fancied myself, then, Heaven 
be praised! I have a confidante in all my trouble; the most 
faithful of coiinsellcrs ; the craftiest of valets; a Leporello often 
tried, and never found wanting — ^ray own good mind. And now, 
tlioii female fiend ! the battle is to the strongest ; and I see right 
well, that the struggle between two such spirits will be a long and 
a fearful one. Woe, I say, to the vanquished! You must be 
dealt with by arts, which even yourself cannot conceive. Your 
bo.'isted knowledge of human nature shall not again stand you in 
stead ; for, mark me, from#ienceforward, Vivian Grey's conduct 
towards you shall have no precedent in human nature.” 

As Vivian re-entered the drawing-room, he met a servant car- 
rying in the globe of gold and silver fishes. 

“ Wliajt, still in your pelisse, Mrs. Lorraine ! ” said Vivian. ** Nay, 
I hardly wonder at it, for surely, a prettier pelisse never yet fitted 
prettier form. You have certainly a most admirable taste in 
dress; and this the more surprises me, for it is generally your 
plain personage that is the most recherclid in fnlls and fans 
and flounces.” 

The lady smiled. 

**‘0h! by-the-bye,” continued her companion, “I have a letter 
from Cleveland this morning. 1 Wonder how any misunderstanding 
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could possibly have existed between you, for he speaks of you in 
such terms.’* 

What does he say ?” was the quick question. 

" Oh ! what does he say ?” drawled out Virian; and he yawned, 
and was most provokingly uncommunicative. 

Come, come, Mr. Grey, do tell me.” 

" Oh ! tell you — certainly. Come, let us walk together in the 
conservatory so saying, he took the lady by the hand, and they 
left the room. 

" And now for the letter, Mr. Grey ! ” 

“ Ay, now for the letter and Vivian slowly drew an epistle 
from his pocket, and therefrom read some exceedingly sweet 
passages, which made Mrs. Felix Lorraine’s very heart-blood 
tingle. Considering that Vivian Grey had never in his life 
received a single letter from Mr. Cleveland, this was tolerably 
well : but he was always an admirable improvisatore 1 “lam sure 
that when Cleveland comes to town everything will be exidained ; 
I am sure, at least, that it will not be my fault, if you are not the 
best friends. I am heroic in saying all this, Mrs. Lorraine ; there 
M'as a time, when — (and here Vivian seemed so agitated that 
he could scarcely proceed) — there was a time when I could liavc 
called that man — ^liar! who w'ould have prophesied that Vivian 
Grey could have assisted another in riveting the afleciions of 
Mrs. Felix Lorraine ; — but enough of this. I am a weak inexpe- 
rienced boy, and misinterpret, perhaps, that which is merely the 
compassionate kindness natural to all w'omen, into a feeling of a 
higher nature. But, I must learn to contain myself ; I really do 
feel quite ashamed of my behaviour about the tumbler to-day : to 
act wdtli such unwarrantable unkiiidncss, merely because I had 
remembered that you once performed the same kind office for 
Colpnel Delmington, was indeed too bad !” 

“ Colonel Delmington is a vain,iempty-headed fool. Do not 
think of him, my dear Mr. Grey,” said Mrs. Felix, with a coun- 
tenance beaming with smiles. 

* Well, I will not ; and I will try to behave like a man ; like a 
paan of the world, I should say ; but indeed you must excuse the 
w'arm feelings of a youth ; and truly, when I call to mind the first 
days of our acquaintance, and then remember that our moon-lit 

walks are gone for ever— and that our ” 

"Nay, do* not believe so, my dear Vivian; believe me, as I ever 

aliall be, your friend, your 

“ I will, I will, my dear, my own Amalia!” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

It was an Autumnal iiiglit — the wind was capricious and change- 
able as a petted beauty, or an Italian greyhound, or n shot silk. 
Now the breeze blew so fresh, that the white clouds dashed along 
the sky, as if they bore a band of witches, too late for their Sab- 
bath meeting— or some other mischief : and now, lulled and soft 
as llie breath of a slumbering infant, you might almost have fan- 
cied it Midsummer’s Eve; and the bright moon, with her starry 
court, reigned undisturbed in the light blue sky. Vivian Grey 
was leaning against an old beech-tree in the most secluded part of 
the park, and was gazing on the moon. 

O thou bright moon ! thou object of my first love ! thou shalt 
not escape an invocation, although perchance at this very moment 
some varlet sonneteer is prating of * the boy Endyraion,’ and ‘ tliy 
silver bow.' Here to thee, Queen of the Night! in Avliatevcr 
iiaiiic thou most delightcst ! Or Bendis, as they hailed thee in 
rugged Thrace ; or lluhastis, as they howled to thee in myste- 
rious Egypt; or Dian, as they sacrifieed to thee in gorgeous 
Home ; or Artemis, as they sighed to thee on the bright plains of 
over glorious Greece! \Vhy is it that all men gaze on thee? 
Why is it, that all men love thee ? Wliy is it, that all men wor- 
ship thee ? 

Shine on, shine on, Sultana of the soul! tlic Passions arc thy 
ouiiucli slaves ; Ambition gazes on thee, and liis burning brow is 
cooled, and his fitful pulse is calm. Grief wanders in her moonlit 
walk, and sheds no tear ; and when thy crescent smiles, the lustre 
of Joy’s revelling eye is dusked. Quick Anger, in thy light, for- 
gets revenge ; and even dove-eyed Hope feeds on no future joys, 
when gazing on the miracle of thy beauty. 

Sliine on, shine on ! although a pure Virgin, thou art the mighty 
mother of all abstraction ! The eye of the weary peasant return- 
ing from his daily toil, and the rapt gaze of tlie inspired poet, are 
alike fixed on tliee ; thou stillest the roar of marcliing armies ; 
and who can doubt thy influence o’er the waves, who has witnessed 
the wide Atlantic sleeping under thy silver beams ? 

Shine on, shine on ! they say thou art Earth’s satellite ; yet when 
I do gaze on thee, my thoughts are not of thy Suzerain. They 
teach us that tliy power is a fable, and that thy divinity is a dream. 
O, thou bright Queen ! I will be no traitor to thy sweet autho- 
rity; and verily, I will not believe that thy influence o’er our 
hearts, is, at this moment, less potent than when we worshipped 
in thy glittering fane of Ephesus, or trembled at. the dark horrCrs 
of thine Arician rites. Then, hail to thee, Queen of the Night ! 
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Hail to thee, Diana, Triformis; Cynthia, Orthia, Taurica; ever 
mighty, ever lovely, ever holy I Hail! hail! h/iil! 

Were I a metaphysician, I would tell you why Vivian Grey had 
been gazing two hours on the moon; for 1 could then present you 
with a most logical programme of the march of hU ideas, since he 
whispered bis last honied speech in the car of Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine, at dinner time, until this very moment, wlieu he did not 
even remember that such a being os Mrs. Felix Lorraine breathed. 
Glory to the metaphysician's all perfect theory ! When they can 
tell me why, at a bright banquet, the thought of death has flashed 
across my mind, wlio fear not death ; when they can tell me wliy, 
at the burial of my beloved friend, when my very licart-slrings 
seemed bursting, my sorrow has been mocked by the involuntary 
remembrance of ludicrous adventures, and grotesque tales ; when 
they can toll me why, in a dark mountain pass, I have thought of 
an absent woman's eyes ; or why, when in the very act of squeezing 
the third lime into a beaker of iiurgundy cup, my memory hath 
been of lean apothecaries, and their vile (^ugs ; — why then, I say 
again, glory to the metaphysician's all perfect theory ! and fare 
you well, sweet world, and you, my merry masters, whom, perhaps, 
I have studied somewhat too cunningly: nosce tdiisum shall be 
my motto — I will doff my travelling cap, and on with the monk's cowl. 

There arc mysterious moments in some men's lives, when the 
faces of liumau beings are very agony to them, and when the sound 
of the human voice is jarring as discordant music. These fits are 
not the consequence of violent or contending passions: tliey grow 
not out of sorrow, or joy, or hope, or fear, or hatred, or despair. 
For in the hour of affliction, the tones of our fellow-creatures are 
ravishing as the most delicate lute ; and in the Hush moment of 
joy, where is the smiler who loves not a witness to his reveh-y, or 
a listener to his good fortune ? Fear makes us feel our humanity, 
and then we fly to men, and Hope is the parent of kindness. The 
Uiisanthrope and the reckless are neither agitated nor agonised. 
It is in thcKse moments, that men find in Nature that congeniality 
of spirit, which they seek for, in vain, in their own species. It is 
in these moments, that we sit by the side of a waterfal], and listen 
to its music the live-long day. It is in these moments, that wc 
gaze upon the moon. It is in these moments, that Nature becomes 
our Egeria ; and refreshed and renovated by tliis beautiful com- 
munion, wc return to the world, better enabled to fight our parts 
in the hot War of passions, to perform the great duties for which 
man appears to have been created, — to love, to hate, to slander, 
and to slay. 

It was past midnight, and Vivian was at a considerable distance 
from the CiiS^teau. He proposed entering by a side-door, which 
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led into tlie billiard-room, and from tbcnee crossing the Loa^ 
Gallery, ho could easily reach his apartment, without distui'bing 
any of the household. His way led through the little gate at 
which he had parted with Mrs. Felix Lorraine on the first day of 
their meeting. 

As he softly opened the door which led into the Long Gallery, 
he found he was not alone : leaning against one of the casements, 
was a female. Her profile was to Vivian as he entered, and the 
moon, which shone bright through the window, lit up a counte- 
nance, whicli he might be excused for not immediately recognising 
as that of Mrs. Felix Lorraine. She was gazing stedfastly, but 
her eye did not seem fixed upon any particular object. Her fea- 
tures appeared convulsed, but their contortions were not momen- 
tary, and, pale as death, a hideous grin seemed chiselled on her 
idiot countenance. 

Vivian scarcely knew whether to stay or to retire. Desirous 
not to disturb her, he determined not even to breathe; and, 
as is generally the ease, his very exertions to be silent mode 
him nervous; and t9 save himself from being stified, he 
coughed. 

Mrs, Lorraine immediately started, and stared wildly around 
her ; and when her eye caught Vivian’s, there was a sound iu her 
throat sometliiug like the death-rattle. 

“ Who are you?” she eagerly asked. 

A friend, and Vivian Grey.” 

“ Ilow came you here?” and she rushed forward and wildly 
seized his hand — and then she muttered to herself, “ ’tis flesh.” 

“I have been playing, I fear, the mooncalf to-night; and 
find, that though 1 am a late watcher, 1 am not a solitary 
one.” 

Mrs. Lorraine stared earnestly at liim, and then she endea- 
voured to assume her usual expression of countenance ; but the 
effort was too much for her. She dropped Vivian’s arm, and 
buried her face in ber own hands. Vivian was retiring, when 
she again looked up. “Where are you going:” she asked, with 
a quick voice. 

“ To sleep — as I would advise all : ’tis much past midnight.” 

“You say not the truth. The brightness of your eye belies the 
sentence of your tongue. You are not for sleep.” 

“ Pardon me, dear Mrs. Lorraine, I really have been yawning 
for the last hour,” said Vivian, and he moved on. 

“You are speaking to one who takes her answer from tiie 
eye, which does aot deceive, and from the peaking lineameats of 
the face, which are Truth’s witnesses. Keep your voice for those 
who can credit man’s words. You will go, then? What! are 
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you afraid of a woman, because * 'tis post midnig^Iit/ and you are 
in an old gallery?’^ 

" Fear, Mrs. Lorraine, is not a word in my vocabulary.” 

^^The words in your vocabulary are few, boy! as are the years 
of your age. He who sent you here this night, sent you here not 
to slumber. Come hither ! ” and she led Vivian to the window : 
“what see you?” 

“ I see Nature at rest, Mrs. Lorraine ; and I would fain follow 
the example of beasts, birds, and fishes.” 

“ Yet gaze upon this scene one second. See the distant hills, 
how beautifully their rich covering is tinted with the moonbeam ! 
These nearer fir-trees — how radiantly their black skeleton forms 
are tipped with silver! and the old and thickly-foliagcd oaks 
bathed in light! and the purple lake rcfiecting in its lustrous 
bosom another heaven ! Is it not a fair scene ?” 

“ Beautiful ! most beautiful ! ” 

“ Yet, Vivian, where is the being for whom all this beauty ex- 
isteth ? Where is your mighty creature — Man ? The peasant on 
his rough couch enjoys, perchance, slavery^ only service-money — 
sweet sleep ; or, waking in tlie night, curses, at the same time 
his lot and his lord. And that lord is restless on some downy 
. couch ; his night thoughts, not of this sheeny lake and this bright 
moon, but of some miserable creation of man's artifice, some mighty 
nothing, which Nature knows not of, some offspring of her bastard 
child — Society. Why then is Nature loveliest when man looks 
not on her? For whom, then, Vivian Grey, is this scene so fair?” 

“ For poets, lady ; for philosophers ; for all those superior spirits 
who require some relaxation from the world s toils ; spirits who 
only commingle with humanity, on the condition that they may 
sometimes commune with Nature.” 

“ Superior spirits ! say you?” and here they paced the gallery. 
“ When Valerian, first Lord Carabas, raised this fair castle — 
when, profuse for his posterity, all the genius of Italian art and 
Italian artists was lavished on this English palace ; when the stuffs 
and .statues, the marbles and the mirror^ the tapestry, and the 
carvings, and the paintings of Genoa, and Florence, and Venice, 
and Padua, and Vicenza, were obtained by him at miraculous cost, 
and with still more miraculous toil ; what think you would have 
been his sensations, if, while his soul was revelling in the futurity 
of his descendants keeping their state in this splendid pile, some 
wizard had, foretold to him, that ere three centuries could elapse, 
the l^uu^ of his mighty family would be the sport of two iiidi- 
; one of them, a foreigner unconnected in blood, or con- 
IMteted only in hatred; and the other, a young adventurer alike 
uuoonnected with his race, in blood, or in love ; a being, ruling all 
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things by the power of his own g^cnius, and reckless of all conse- 
quences, save his own prosperity? If the future had been revealed 
to my great ancestor, the Lord Viderian, think you, Vivian Grey, 
that you and I should be walking in this long gallery ?” 

« Really, Mrs. Lorraine, I have been so interested in discovering 
what people think in the nineteenth centdrj', that I have had 
but little time to speculate on the possible opinions of an old 
gentleman who flourished in the sixteenth.” 

“You may sneer, sir; but I ask you, if there are spirits so 
superior to that of the slumbering Lord of this castle, as those of 
Vivian Grey and Amalia Lorraine, why may there not be spirits 
proportionately superior to our own?” 

“If you are keeping me from my bed, Mrs. Lorraine, merely to 
lecture my conceit by proving that there are in this world wiser 
heads than tliat of Vivian Grey, on my honour you are giving 
yourself a great deal of unnecessary trouble.” 

“ You will misunderstand me, then, you wilful boy !” 

“ Nay, lady, I will not affect to misunderstand your meaning ; 
but I recognise, you know full well, no intermediate essence 
between my own good soul, and that ineft'able and omnipotent spirit, 
in whose existence philosophers and priests alike agree.” 

“Omnipotent and ineffable essence! Leave such words to 
scholars and to school-boys ! And think you, that such indefinite 
nothings, such iihineaning abstractions, can influence beings whose 
veins arc full of blood, bubbling like this ?” And here she grasped 
Vivian with a feverish hand — “Omnipotent and ineffable essence! 
Oh! I have lived in a land where every mountain, and every 
stream, and every wood, and cveiy ruin, has its legend, and its 
peculiar spirit ; a land, in whose dark forests the midnight hunter, 
with his spirit-shout, scares the slumbers of the trembling serf ; a 
land, from wliosc winding risers the fair-haired Undine welcomes 
the belated traveller to her fond, and fatal, embrace; and you 
talk to me of omnipotent and ineffable essences! Miserable 
mocker ! — It is not true, Vivian Grey ; you are but echoing the 
world’s deceit, and even at this hour of the night you dare not 
speak as you do think. You worship no omnipotent and ineffable 
essence — ^you believe in no omnipotent and ineffable essence; 
shrined in the secret chamber of your soul, there is an image, 
before which you bow down in adoration, and that image is — 
YOURSELF. And truly when I do gaze upon your radiant eyes,” and 
here the lady’s tone became more terrestrial ; “ and truly when I 
do look upon your luxuriant curls,” and here the lady’s small 
white hand played like lightning through Vivian’s dark hair; 
“and truly when I do remember the beauty of your all-perfect 
form, 1 cannot deem your self-worship a false idolatry,” and here 
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the ladj’e arms were locked round Vivian’s neek, and her head 
rested on his bosom. 

"Oh! Amalia! it would be fair better for you to rest here, than 
to think of that, of which the knowledge is vanity.” 

"Vanity !” shrieked Mrs. Lorraine, and she violently loosened 
her embrace, and extncated herself from the arm which, rather 
in courtesy than in kindness, had been wound round her delicate 
waist — ^'‘Vanity! Oli! if you knew but what I know; Oh! if 
you had but seen what I have seen;” and here her voice failed 
her, and she stood motionless in the moonshine, with averted head 
and outstretched arms. 

" Amalia ! this is madness ; for Heaven’s sake calm yourself! ” 

"Calm myself! Yes, it is madness; very, very madness! ’tis 
the madness of the fascinated bird; ’tis the madness of the 
murderer who is voluntarily broken on the wheel ; ’tis the mad- 
ness of the fawn, that gazes with adoration on the lurid glare of 
the anaconda’s eye ; ’tis the madness of woipan who flies to the 
arms of her — ^Fate ;” and here she sprang like a tigress round 
Vivian’s neck, her long light hair bursting from its bands, and 
clustering down her shoulders. 

And here was Vivian Grey, at past midnight, in this old gallery, 
with this wild woman clinging round his neck. The figures in 
the ancient tapestry looked living in the moon, and immediately 
opposite him was one compartment of some old mythological 
tale, in which were represented, grinning, in grim majesty — the 
Fates. 

The wind now rose again, and the clouds, whicli had vanished, 
began to re-assemble in the heavens. As the blue sky was gradu- 
ally covering, the gigantic figures of Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos, 
became as gradually dimmer and dimmer, and the grasp of Vivian’s 
fearful burthen looser and looser. AV last the moon was entirely 
hid, the figures of the Fates vanished, and Mrs. Felix Lorraine 
sank lifeless into his arms. 

Vivian groped his way with difficulty to the nearest window, the 
very one at which she was leaning when he first entered the 
gallery. He played with her wild curls ; he whispered to her iu 
a voice sweeter than the sweetest serenade ; but she only raised 
her eyes from his breast, and stared wildly at him, and then clung 
round his nock with, if possible, a tighter grasp. 

For nearly half an hour did Vivian stand leaning against the 
window, with his mystic and motionless companion. At length 
the wind again fell : there was a breidc in the sky, and a single 
star appeared iu the midst of the clouds, surrounded with a little 
heaven of azure. 

" See there, aee' there ! ” the lady cried, and then ^ unlocked 
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her arms. "What would you give, Vivian Grey, to read that 
star?” 

" Am 1 more interested in that star, Amalia, than in any other, 
of the bright host?** asked Vivian with a serious tone, for he 
thought it necessary to humour his companion. 

" Are you not ? is it not the star of your destiny ?** 

" Are you learned in all the learning of the Clialdeans too ?’* 

" Oh, no, no, no ! ” slowly murmured Mrs. Lorraine, and then 
she started ; but Vivian seized her arms, and prevented her from 
again clasping his neck. 

"I must keep these pretty hands close prisoners,*' he said, 
smiling, " unless you promise to behave with more moderation. 
Come, my Amalia ! you shall be my instructress ! Why am I so 
interested in this brilliant star?" and bolding her hands in one 
of his, he wound his arm round her waist, and wliispered her such 
words, as he thought luiglit calm her troubled spirit. The wild- 
ness of her eyes gradually gave way ; at length, she raised them 
to Vivian witli a look of meek tenderness, and her head sank upon 
his breast. 

" It shines, it shines, it shines, Vivian ! ” she softly whispered, 
“ glory to thee, and woe to me ! Nay, you need not hold my hands, 
1 will not liarm you. 1 cannot — *tis no use. 0, Vivian ! when 
>vo first met, how little did I know to wlwm I pledged luysclf!" 

" Amalia, forget these wild fancies, estrange yourself from the 
wild belief which lias exercised so baneful an iiiflueiice, not only 
over your mind, but over the very soul of the land from which you 
come. Uccognise in mi* only your friend, and leave the other 
world to those who value it more, or more deserve it. Does not 
this fair cartli contain suilicient of interest and enjoyment?" 

O, Vivian ! you speak with a sweet voice, but with a sceptic’s 
spirit. You know not what 1 know.” 

" Tell me, then, my Amalia ; let me share your secrets, provided 
they be your sorrows.” 

Almost within this hour, and in this park, there has happened 
that — which ” and here her voice died, and she looked fear- 
fully round her. 

" Nay, fear not ; no one can Inirm you here, no one shall harm 
you. Rest upon me, and tell me all thy grief.” 

" I dare not — I cannot tell you.” 

" Nay, thou shalt." 

"I cannot speak, your eye scares me. Arc you mocking me? 
1 cannot speak if you look so at me.” 

"I will not look on ydu; I wDl gaze on yonder star. Now, 
.speak on.” 

" O, Vivian, there is a custom in my native laud — the world 
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calls it an unhallowed one ; you* in your proud spirit, will call it a 
vain one. But you would not deem it vain, if you were the 
woman now resting on your bosom. At certain hours of particular 
nights, and with peculiar ceremonies, wliicli I need not here 
mention — ^we do believe, that in a lake or other standing water, 
fate reveals itself to the solitary votary. O, Vivian, I have been 
too long a searcher after this fearful science ; and this very night, 
agitated in spirit, I sought yon water. The wind was in the 
right direction, and everything concurred in favouring a propitious 
divination. I knelt down to gaze on the lake. I had always 
been accustomed to view my own figure performing some future 
action, or engaged in some future scene of my life. I gazed, but 
I saw nothing but a brilliant star. I looked up into the heavens, 
but the star was not there, and the clouds were driving quick 
across the sky. More than usually agitated by this ■singular 
occurrence, 1 gazed once more ; and just at the moment, when 
with breathless and fearful expectation I waited the revelation of 
my immediate destiny, there flitted a figure across the water. It 
was there only for the breathing of a second, and as it passed it 
mocked me.” Here Mrs. Lorraine wTithed in Vivian’s arms ; her 
features were moulded in the same unnatural expression as when 
he first entered the gallery, and the hideous grin was again 
sculptured on her countenance. Her whole frame was in such a 
state of agitation, that she rose up and down in Vivian’s arms ; 
and it was only with the exertion of his whole strength, that he 
Could retain her. 

“ Why, Amalia — ^tliis — this was nothing — ^your own figure.” 

^ No, not my own — it was yours ! ” 

Uttering a pjercing shriek, which echoed through the winding 
gallery, she swooned. 

Vivian gazed on her in a state of momentary stupefaction, foi 
the extraordinary scene had begun to influence his own nerves. 
And now he heard the tread of distant feet, and a light shone 
through the koy-hole of the nearest door. The fearful shriek had 
alarmed some of the household. What was to be done? In 
desperation Vivian caught the lady up in his arms, and dashing 
out of an opposite door bore her to her chamber. 


CHAPTER VIL 

What is this chapter to be about? Come, I am inclined to be 
courteous ! Tou shall choose the subject of it. What shall it be, 
sentiment or scandal ? a love scene, or a lav-sermon ? You will 



VIVIAN OBEY. 109 

not choose ? Then we must open the note which Vivian, in the 
mornings, found on his pillow. 

Did you hear the horrid shriek last ni^ht? It must have dis- 
turbed every one. I think it must have been one of the South 
American birds, which Captain Tropic gave the Marchioness. 
Do not they sometimes favour the world with these nocturnal 
shriekiugs ? Is not there a passage in Spix apropos to this ? 

‘‘A 

‘‘Did you hear the shriek last night, Mr. Grey?*' asked the 
Marchioness, as Vivian entered the breakfast-room. 

“ Oh, yes! Mr. Grey, did you hear the shriek?" asked Miss 
Graves. 

“ Who did not?" 

“ What could it be ?" said the Marchioness. 

“ What could it be ?" said Miss Graves. 

“ What should it be — a cat in a gutter, or a sick cow, or a toad 
dying to be devoured, Miss Graves." 

Always snub toadeys and led captains. It is only your green- 
horns who endeavour to make their way by fawning and cringing 
to every member of the establishment. It is a miserable mis- 
take. No one likes his dependants to be treated with respect, 
for such treatment affords an unpleasant contrast to bis own con- 
duct. Besides, it makes the toadey’s blood unruly. There are 
three persons, mind you, to be attended to : jpy lord, or my lady, 
as the case may be (usually the latter), the pet daughter, and the 
pet dog. I throw out these hints en passant, for my principal ob- 
jects in writing this work are to amuse myself, and to instruct 
society. In some future book, probably the twentieth or twenty- 
fifth, when the plot begins to wear threadbare, and we can afford a 
digression, 1 may give a chapter on Domestic Tactics. 

“ My dear Marchioness,” continued Vivian, “ see there, I have 
kept my promise, there is your bracelet. How is Julie to- 
-day?" 

“ Poor dear, I hope she is better." 

“ Oh ! yes, ])oor Julie ! I thihk she is better." 

“ I do not know that, Miss Graves," said her Ladyship, some- 
what tartly, not at all approving of a toadey thinking. “ I am 
afraid that scream last night must have disturbed her. O dear 
Mr. Grey, l am afraid she will be ill again." 

Miss Graves looked mournful, and lifted up her eyes and hands 
to Heaven, but did not dare to speak this time. 

“ I thought she looked a little heavy about the eyes this morn- 
ing," said the Marchioness, apparently very agitated ; “ and I have 
heard from Eglamour this post; he is not well too — I think every 
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body is i]j now — be has caught a fever going to see the ruins 
of Peestum ; I wonder why people go to see mins!" 

"I wonder, indeed," said Miss Graves; never could sec 
anything in a ruin." 

‘*0, Mr. Grey!” continued the Marchioness, really am 
afraid Julie is going to be very ill." 

** Let Miss Graves pull lier tail, and give her a little mustard 
seed : she will be better to-morrow." 

“Remember that, Mias Graves." 

“ Oh ! y-e-s, my Lady ! " 

“ Mrs. Felix," said the Marchioness, as that lady entered the 
room, “you are late to-day; I always reckon unon you as a sup- 
porter of an early breakfast at Desir." 

“ I have been half round the park." 

“ Did you hear the scream, Mrs. Felix ?" 

“Do you know what it was, Marchioness?" 

“No — do you?" 

“ See the reward of early rising, and a walk before breakfast. 
It was one of your new American birds, and it has half torn down 
your aviary.” ^ 

“One of the new Americans! O, the naughty thing! and 
has it broken the new fancy wirework?" 

Here a little odd-looking, snu% old man, with a brown scratch 
wig, who had been very busily employed the whole breakfast-time 
with a cold game 4 )i€, the bones of which Vivian observed him 
roost scientifically pick and polish, laid down his knife and fork, 
and addressed the Marchioness witli an air of great interest. 

“ Pray, will your Ladyship have the goodness to inform me wliat 
bird this is?” 

The Marchioness looked astounded at any one presuming to ask 
her a question ; and then she drawled, “ Mr. Grey, you know 
everything— tell this gentleman what some bird is.” 

Now this gentleman was Mr. Mackaw, the most celebrated orni- 
thologist extant, and who had written a treatise on Brazilian par- 
roquets, in three volumes folio. He had arrived late at the Cha- 
teau the preceding night, and, although he had the honour of 
presenting his letter of introduction to the Marquess, this morning 
was the first time he had been seen by any of the party present, 
who were of course profoundly ignorant of his character. 

“ Oh ! we were talking of some South-American bird given to 
the Marchioness by the famous Captain Tropic ; you know him 
perhaps, Bolivar’s brother-in-law, or aide-de-camp, or something of 
that kind;— and which screams.^so dreadfully at night, that the 
whole family is disturbed. The Chowchowtow it is called — ^is net 
it, Mrs. Lorraine ?" 
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* The Chawchowtow I ” said Mr. Mackaw ; « I don't know it ky 
Ibat name." 

^Do not yon? I dare say we ^all find an account of it m 
Spiz ; howerer,*' sakl ViTian, rising^, and taking a volnme from the 
book-ease ; ay! here it is — will read it to you. 

««The Chowchowtow is about five feet seven inches in height, 
from the point of the bill, to the extremity of the claws. Its 
plumage is of a dingy, yellowish white 2 its form is elegant, and 
in its movements, and action, a certmn pleasing and graceful dig- 
nity is observable ; but its head is by no means worthy of the rest 
of its frame ; and the expression of its eye is indicative of the 
cunning and treachery of its character. The habits of this bird 
are peculiar : occasionally most easily domesticated, it is appa- 
rently sensible of the slightest kindness ; but its regard cannot be 
depended upon, and for the slightest inducement, or with the 
least irritation, it will fly at its feeder. At other times, it seeks 
perfect solitude, and can only be captured with the utmost skill 
and perseverance. It generally feeds three times a-day, but its 
appetite is not rapacious : it sleeps little ; is usually on the wing 
at sunrise, and proves that it slumbers but little in the night by 
its nocturnal and thrilling shrieks.’ 

“What an extraordinary bird! Is that the bird you meant, 
Mrs. Felix Lorraine ?” 

Mr. Mackaw was restless the whole time that Vivian was reading 
this interesting passage. At last, he burst forth with an immense 
deal of science, and a great want of construction — a want which 
scientific men often experience, always excepting those mealy- 
mouthed professors who lecture “ at the Royal,” and get patron- 
ised by the blues— the Lavoisiers of May Fair! 

“ Chowchowtow, my Lady !— five feet seven inches high ! Bra- 
zilian bird! When I just remind your Ladyship, that the height 
of the tallest bird to be found in Brazil, — and in mentioning this 
fact, I mention nothing hypothetical,*— the tallest bird does not 
stand higher than four feet nine. Chowchowtow! Dr. Spix is a 
name— accurate traveller — don’t remember the passage — ^most sin- 
gular bird I Chowchowtow ! don’t know it by that name. Perhaps 
your Ladyship is not aware— I think you called that gentleman 
Mr. Grey — ^perhaps Mr. Grey is not aware, that I am Mr. Mackaw 
— I arrived late here last night — whose work in three volumes 
folio, on Brazilian Parroquets, although I had the honour of see- 
ing his Lordship, is, I trust, a sufficient evidence that I am not 
speaking at random on this subject; and consequently, from the 
lateness of the hour, could not have the hemour of being intro- 
duced to your Ladyship.” 

“ Mr. Mackaw ! ” thought^ivian. “ The deuce you aie! Oh ! 
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why did not I say a Columbian cassowary, or a Peruvian penguin, 
or a Chilian condor, or a Guatemalan goose, or a Mexican mastard 
— anytliing but Brazilian. 0 ! unfortunate Vivian Grey ! 

The Marchioness, who was quite overcome with this scientific 
appeal, raised her large, beautiful, sleepy eyes, from a delicious 
compound of French roll and new milk, which she was working 
up in a Sevre saucer for Julie; and then, as usual, looked to 
Vivian for assistance. 

“ Mr. Grey ! You know everything. Tell Mr. Mackaw about 
a bird." 

Is there any point on which you differ from Spix in his account 
of the Chowcliowtow, Mr. Mackaw?" 

My dear sir, I don't follow him at all. Dr. Spix is a most 
excellent man ; a most accurate traveller — quite a name — but to 
be sure, Fve only read his work in our own tongue ; and I fear 
from the passage you have just quoted — five feet seven inches ^ 
high! in Brazil! it must be an imperfect version. 1 say, that 
four feet nine is the greatest height 1 know. 1 don't speak with- 
out some foundation for my statement. The only bird I know 
» above that height is the Paraguay cassowary ; which, to be sure, 
is sometimes found in Brazil. But the description of your bird, 
Mr. Grey, docs not answer that at all. I ought to know. I do 
not speak at random. The only living specimen of that extraor- 
dinary bird, the ‘Paraguay cassowary, in this country, is in my 
possession. It was sent me by Bompland ; and was given to him 
by the dictator of Paraguay himself. 1 call it, in compliment, 
Doctor Francia. I arrived here so late last night — only saw his 
Lordship — or I would have had it on the lawn this morning." 

“ Oh, then, Mr. Mackaw," said Vivian, “ that was the bird which 
screamed last night ! " 

“Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Mr. Mackaw," said Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine. 

“Lady Carabas!" continued Vivian, “it is found out. It is 
Mr. Mackaw's particular friend, his family physician, whom ho 
always travels with, that awoke us all last night." 

“ Is he a foreigner?” asked the Marchioness, looking up. 

“My dear Mr. Grey, impossible! the Doctor never screams." 

“ Oh ! Mr. Mackaw, Mr, Mackaw !" said Vivian. 

“Oh! Mr. Mackaw, Mr. Mackaw!" said Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine. 

“ I tell you be never screams," reiterated the man of science, 
** I tell you he can't scream, he's muzzled," 

“ oil, then, it must have been the Chowchowtow." 

“ Yes ; I think it must have beeirithe Chowchowtow." 

“1 should very muc|t; like to hear Spix's description again," 
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said Mr. Mackaw^ **only I fear it is troubling you too much, Mr* 
Grey.'* 

‘‘Read it yourself, my dear sir,” said Vivian, putting the book 
into his hand, which was the third volume of Tremaine. 

Mr. M^kaw looked at the volume, and turned it over, and 
sideways,%.nd upside downwards: the brain of a mau who has 
written three folios on parroquets is soon puzzled. At first, he 
thought the book was a novel; but then, an essay on predestina- 
tion, under the title of Memoirs of a Man of Refinement, rather 
jmzzled him ; then he mistook it for an Oxford reprint of Pearson 
on the Creed ; and then he stumbled on rather a warm scene in 
an old Ch&teau in the South of France. 

Before Mr. Mackaw could gain the power of speech, the door 
opened, and entered — ^who ? — Doctor Francia. 

Mr. Mackaw’s travelling companion possessed the awkward ac- 
complishment of opening doors, and now strutted in, in quest of 
his beloved master. Affection for Mr. Mackaw was not, however, 
tliG only cause which induced this entrance. 

The household of Chfiteau Desir, unused to cassowarys, had 
neglected to supply Dr. Francia with his usual breakfast, which 
consisted of half a dozen pounds of rump steaks, a couple of bars 
of hard iron, some pig lead, and brown stout. Tlie consequence 
was, th^ Dictator was sadly famished. 

All the ladies screamed; and then Mrs. Felix Lorraine admired 
the Doctor’s violet neck, and the Marchioness looked with an 
anxious eye on Julie, and Miss Graves, as in duty bound, with an 
anxious eye on the Marchioness. 

There stood the Doctor, quite still, with his large yellow eye 
fixed on Mr. Mi^kaw. At length, he perceived the cold pasty, and 
Ills little black wings began to flutter on the surface of his im- 
mense body. 

“Che, che, die, die!” said the ornithologist, who did not like 
the symptoms at all; “Che, che, che, che, —don’t be frightened, 
ladies ! you see he’s muzzled — che, che, die, che, — now, my dear 
doctor, now, now, now, Franky, Franky, Franky, now go away, go 
away, that’s a dear doctor — che, che, che, che!” 

But the large yellow eye grew more flaming and fiery, and the 
little black wings grew larger and larger; and now the left leg 
was dashed to and fro, with a fearful agitation. Mackaw looked 
agonised.— What a whirr!— Francia is on the table !— All shriek, 
the chairs tumble over the ottomans— the Sevre china is in a thou- 
sand pieces — ^the muzzle is tom off and thrown at Miss Graves ; 
Mackaw’s wig is dashed in the clotted cream, and devoured on the 
spot ; and the contents of theJ)eiling urn are poured over the beau- 
teous and beloved Julie ! ^ 
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CHAPTER Vni. 


The Honoueable Cynthia Couetown, to Viviak Obey, Esq. 

^ klkaaat^ Oc^ 18 ^ 


^'Deab Grey, 

^ We have now been at Alburies for a fortnigbA. Nothing can 
be mm delightful. Here is everybody in the world that I wish 
to see, except yourself. Tbe Kmgbtons, with as many inEfcriders 
as usual : — ^Lady Julia and myself are great allies ; 1 like her 
amazingly. The Marquess of GraadgohA arrived here last week, 
with a most delicious party ; all the men who write John Bull. 1 
was rather disappointed at the first sight of Stanislaus llfwx. 1 
had expected, I do not know why, something juvenile, and sqnib- 
bish — ^when lo ! I was introduced to a corpulent individual, with 
his coat buttoned up to his chin, looking dnll, gentlemanlike, and 
apoplectic. However, on acquaintance, he came out quite rich — 
sings delightfully, and improvises like a projdiet — ten thousand 
times more entertaining than Pistrucci. We are swohi friends ; 
and 1 know all the secret history of John Bull. There is not much, 
to be sure, that you did not tell me yourself ; but still there are some 
things. I must not trust them, however, to paper, and therefore 
pray dash down to Alburies immediately ; 1 sliall be mos^ happy 
to introduce you to Lord Devildraiu. There an interview. 
What think you of that ? Stanislaus told me all, circumstantially, 
and after dinner — I do not doubt that it is quite true. What would 
you give for the secret history of the * rather yellow, rather yel- 
low,' chanson. I dare not tell it you. It came from a quarter that 
will quite astound you, and in a very elegant, small, female hand. 
You remember Lambton did stir very awkwardly in the Lisbon 
business. Stanislaus wrote all the songs that appeared in the first 
number, except that ; but he never wrote a single line of prose 
for the first three months : it all came from Vivida Vis. 

“ 1 like the Marquess of Graiidgout so much ! 1 hope he will be 
elevated in the peerage : — he looks as if he wanted it so ! Poor 
dear roau ! 

Oh ! do you know I have discovered a liaison between Bull 
and Blackwood, lam to be in the next Noctes; 1 forget the 
words of the chorus exactly, but Courtown is to rhyme with port 
detBUf or something of that kind, and then they are to dash their 
glasses over their heads, give tliree cheers, and adjourn to whiskey- 
toddy, and the Chaldee chamber. How delightful ! 

" The Prima Donnas ore at Cheltenham, looking most' req>ect- 
able. Do you ever see the Age ?" IU,s.not proper for msr to take 
it in. Pray send me down your numbers, and tell me all about 



vmiK osxT. 115 

itt; tbat^s a dear. Ib it true that hk Lardship pamgmphises a 
little? 

liave not heard ftom Ernest Claj» whteli 1 think very oM» 
If jou write to hun, mention thk^ and tdl him to send me word 
how Dormer Stanhope beftmrea at mess. I understand theore has 
been a rkUee^ not mueb-^erely a roaeette; do get it all out of 
him. 

Colonel DelmmgtOD k at Cheltenham, with the most knowing 
beard you can posribiy conceive ; Lady Julia rather patronises him. 
Lady Doubtful has Imn tamed out of the rooms ; fifty rimhengies 
in cousequenee, and one duel ; missed fire of course. 

I have heard from Alhambra; he has been wandering about in 
all directions. He has been to the Lakes, and is now at Edinbuigh. 
He likes Southey. He gave the laureate a quantity of hints for 
his next volume of the Peninsular War, but does not speak very 
warmly of Wordsworth : gentiieznauly man, but only reads hk own 
poetry. 

** Here has been a courin of yours about us ; a young harrkter 
going the circuit; by name, Hargrave Grey. The name attracted 
my notice, and due inquiries haring hem made, and satkfaeterily 
answered, 1 patronised the limb of lator* Fortunate for him! 1 
got him to all the fancy balls and pic-nics that were going on. Se 
was in heaven for a fortnight, and at length, having over^ayed hk 
time, he left us, also leaving hk bag and only brief behind faiitt. 
They say he is ruined for life. Write soon. 

Yours ever, 

^Cyntoia CoCTirown." 


Ernjest Clay, Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 


"October, 18— 


“Dear Grey! 

“ I am sick of key-bugles aud country balls ! All the girls in the 
town arc in love with me — or my foraging cap. I am very mnrii 
obliged to you for your letter to Kennet, which procured every- 
thing 1 wanted. The family turned out bores, as you had prepared 
me. I never met such a clever family in my life ; the father k 
summoning up courage to favour tlie worid with a volume of ser- 
mons ; and Isabella Kennet most satisfactorily proved to me, after 
an argument of two hours, which,.^ courtesy’s sake, I fought veiy 
manfully, that Sir Walter Scott was not the author of Waverley ; 
and then she vowed, as 1 have heard fifty young literary ladies vwir 
before, that she had ^seen the Antiquary in manuscript.* 

" There has been a slight row to divei^y the monotony of onr 
military life. Young Premium, the son of the celebrated 
monger, has bought in; aad'Donner Stanhope, and one or tom 
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others equally fresh, immediately auticipated another Battier busi- 
ness : but, with the greatest desire to make a fool of myself, I have 
a natural repugnance to mimicking the foolery of others : so with 
some little exertion, and veiy fortunately for young Premium, I got 
the Tenth voted vulgar, on the score of curiosity, and we were civil 
to the man. As it turned out, it was all very well, for Premium 
is a quiet, gentlemanlike fellow enough, and exceedingly useful. 
He will keep extra grooms for the whole mess, if they want it. 
He is very grateful to me for what does not deserve any gratitude, 
and for what gave me no trouble ; for I did not defend him from 
any feeling of kindness. And both the Mounteneys, and young 
Stapylton Toad, and Augustus, being in the regiment, why, 1 have 
very little trouble in commanding a majority, if it come to a 
division. 

I dined the other day at old Premium’s, who lives near this 
town in a magnificent old hall; which, however, is not nearly splen- 
did enough for a man who is the creditor of every nation from 
California to China; and, consequently, the great Mr. Stucco is 
building a plaster castle for him in another part of the park. 
Glad am I enough, that I was prevailed upon to patronise the Pre- 
idfhm ; for I think, I seldom witnessed a more amusing scene than 
I did the day I dined there. 

** I was ushered through an actual street of servitors, whose 
liveries were really cloth of gold, and whose elaborately powdered 
heads would not have disgraced the most ancient mansion in St. 
James’ Square, into a large and very crowded saloon. I was, of 
course, received a ith the most miraculous consideration; and the 
ear of Mrs. Premium seemed to dwell upon the jingling of my 
spurs, (for 1 am adjutant,) as upon the most exquisite music. It 
was bond fide evidence of ‘the officers being there.’ 

Premium is a short, but by no means vulgar-looking man, about 
fifty, with a high forehead covered with wrinkles, and with eyes 
deep sunk in his head. 1 never met a man of apparently less 
bustie, and of a cooler temperament. He was an object of ob- 
servation from his very unobtrusiveness. There were, I imme- 
diately perceived, a great number of foreigners in the room. They 
looked much too knowing for Arguelles and Co., and I soon found 
that they were members of the different embassies, or missions of 
the various Governments, to whose infant existence Premium is 
foster-father. There were two very striking figures in Oriental 
costume, who were shown to me as the Greek Deputies — ^not that 
you are to imagine that they always appear in this picturesque 
dress. It was only as a particular favour, and to please Miss Pre- 
mium— there, Grey, my boy! there is a quarry! — ^that the illus- 
Irious envoys appeared hid>ited this da^ in their national costume. 
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“You would have enjoyed the scene. In one part of the room 
was a naval officer Just hot from the mines of Mexico, and lec- 
turing^ eloquently on the passing of the Cordillera. In another 
was a man of science, dilating on the miraculous powers of a newly- 
discovered amalgamation process, to a knot of merchants, who, with 
bent brows and eager eyes, were already forming a Company for its 
adoption. Here floated the latest anecdote of Bolivar; and there 
a murmur of some new movement of Cochrane’s. And then the 
perpetual babble about * rising states,’ and ‘new loans,’ and ‘en- 
lightened views,’ and ‘juncture of the two oceaus,’ and ‘liberal 
principles,’ and ‘steam boats to Mexico;’ and the earnest look 
which every one had in the room. How •diflferent to the vacant 
gaze tliat we have been accustomed to ! I was really particularly 
struck by the circumstance. Every one at Premium’s looked full 
of some great plan; as if the fate of emjnres was on his very 
breath. I hardly knew whether they were most like conspirators, 
or gamblers, or the lions of a public dinner, conscious of an uni- 
versal gaze, and consequently looking proportionately interesting. 
One circumstance particularly struck me : as I was watching the 
acute countenance of an individual, who, young Premium inforn^d 
me, was the Chilian minister, and who was listening with greaHft- 
teniion to a dissertation from Captain Tropic, the celebrated * 
traveller, on the feasibility of a railroad over the Andes — I ob- 
served a very great sensation among all those around me ; every 
one shifting and shuffling, and staring, and assisting in that curious 
and confusing ceremony called making way. Even Premium ap- 
peared a little excited, when he came forward with a smile on his 
face to receive an individual, apparently a foreigner, and who 
stepped on with great though gracious dignity. Being very curi- 
ous to know who this great man was, I found that this was an 
ambassador — the representative of a recognised state. 

“ Ton my honour, when I saw all this, I could not refrain from 
moralising on the magic of wealth ; and when I just remembered 
the embryo plot of some young Hussar Officers to cut the son of 
the magician, I rather smiled ; but while I, with even greater re- 
verence than all others, was making way for liis Excellency, I ob- 
served Mrs. Premium looking at my spurs — ^‘ Farewell Philosophy I’ 
lliouglit I, ‘Puppyism for ever!’ 

“ Dinner was at last announced, and the nice etiquette which 
was observed between recognised states and non-rccognised states 
was really excessively amusing : not only the ambassador would ^ 
take precedence of the mere political agent, but his Excellency's 
private secretary was equally teuacious as to the agent’s private 
secretary. At length we were all seated: — ^Ihc spacious dining- 
room was hung round with portraits of most of the successful re- 
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rolntioBATj leaders, and orer Mr. Freonam was suqpeiided a 
nmg^niiieent portraH of Bolivar. If yon cotikl bnt hare seen 
{date! Bj Jove! 1 have eaten off the stiver of most of the first 
families in England, yet never in my the did it eater into my 
fmaginaition, that it was possible for the most ingemons artist that 
ever existed, to repeat a crest half so often in a table spoon, as in 
that of PretBimn. The crest is a babble, and really the ciiect 
produced by it Is most ludicrons. 

** I was very much struck at table, by the appearanee of an indi- 
vidual who came in very late ; but who was evidently, by his bear- 
ing, no insignificant personage. He was a tall man, with a long 
hooked nose, and high cheek bones, and with an eye — (were you 
ever at the Old Bailey? there yon may see its fellow); his com- 
plexion looked as if it had been accustomed to the breezes of mmiy 
dimes, and his hair, which had once been red, was now silvered, or 
rather iron-greyed, not by age. Yet there was in his whole bear- 
ing, in his slightest actions, even in the easy, desperate, air with 
which he took a glass of wine, an indefinable-^something, (you 
know what I mean,) which attracted your unremitting attention to 
Ite. I was not wrong* in my suspicions of his celebrity ; for, as 
Miss Premium, whom I sat next to, whispered, ^ he was quite a lion.’ 
It was Lord Oceanville. What he is after, no one knows. Some 
say he is going to Greece, others whisper an invasion of Paraguay, 
and others of course say other things; perhaps equally correct. 
I think he is for Greece. I know he is one of the most extra- 
ordinary men I ever met with. I am getting prosy. Good bye ! 
Write soon. Any fun going on ? How is Cynthia? I ought to 
have written. How is Mrs. Felix Lorraine ? she is a deuced odd 
woman! 

“ Yours faithfully, 

“ Ernest Clay.” 

IlARauAVE Grey, Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

** October, 18 — 

** Dear Vivian, 

You ought not to expect a letter from me. I cannot conceive 
why you do not occasioiidly answer your correspondent's letters, 
if correspondents they may be called. It is really a most unrea- 
sonable habit of yours; any one hut myself would quarrel with 
yon. 

" A letter from Baker met me at this place, and 1 find that the 
whole of that most disagreeable and annoying business is arranged. 
From^ the promptitude, skill and energy which are apparent in 
^ whole affair, I suspect 1 have to thank the very gentleman 
whom 1 was just going to quarrel with. You are a good fellow» 
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ViviMi, after all. For want of a brief, I alt down to give you a 
sketch of my adventures on this my first circuit. 

This circuit is a cold and mercantile adventure, and I am dis* 
appointed in it. Not so €ltliier,fi>r 1 locked for but little to enjoy. 
Take one day of my life as a i^Mciiiien ; tho rest are mostly alike. 
The sheriff’s trumpets are playing, — one, some tune of which I 
know nothing, and the other no tune at all. 1 am obliged to turn 
out at eight. It the first day of the Assize, so there is some 
chance of a brief, being a new place.* I push my way into court 
through files of attorneys, as civil to the rogues as possible, assur- 
ing them there is plenty of room, though I am at the very moment 
gasping for breath, wedged in, in a hme of well-lined waistcoats. 
I get into court, take my place in the quietest comer, and there 1 
sit, and pass other men’s fees and briefs like a twopenny postman, 
only without pay. Well! 'tis six o’clock — dinner-time — at the 
bottom of the table — carve for all — speak to none — ^nobody speaks 
to me — must wait till last to sura up, and j)ny the bill. Reach 
home quite devoured by spleen, after having heard every one 
abused who happened to be absent. 

“ I travelled to this place with Manners, whom I believe 
know, and amused myself by getting from him an account of my 
follows, anticipating, at the same time, what in fact happened ; — ‘ 
to wit, that I should afterwards get his character from them. It 
is strange how freely they deal with each other — that is, the person 
spoken of being away. I would not have had you see our Stan- 
lujpe for half a hundred pounds ; your jealousy would have been 
so excited. To say the truth, we arc a little rough, — our mane 
wants pulling, and our hoofs trimming, but we jog iilong without 
perforaiing either operation ; and, by dint of rattling the whip 
against the splash-board, using all one’s persuasion of hand and 
voice, and jerking the bit in Ids mouth, we do contrive to get into 
the circuit town, usually, just about the time that the sheriff and 
his^055C comitaius are starting to meet my Lord, the King’s Jus- 
tice : — and that is the worst of it ; for their horses are prancing 
and j)awing coursers just out of the stable, — sleek skins, and smart 
drivers. We begin to be knocked up just then, and our ap- 
pearance is the least brilliant of any part of the day. Here I had 
to pass through a host of these powdered, scented fops ; and the 
multitude who had assembled to gaze on the nobler exhibition, 
rather scoffed at onr humble vehicle. As Manners had just then 
been set down to find the inn, and lodging, I could not jump out, 
and leave our equipage to its fate, so 1 settled my cravat, and 
seemed not to mind it— only I did. 

^ But I must leave off this nonsense, and attend to his Lord- 
ship s charge, which is now about to commence. 1 have not been 
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able to get you a single good murder, although I havo kept a sharp 
look out as you desired me; but there is a chance of a first-rate 
one at n 

I am quite delighted with Mr. Justice St. Prose. He is at 
this moment in a most entertaining passion, preparatory to a 
* conscientious' summing up ; and in order that his ideas may not 
be disturbed, he has very liberally ordered the door-keeper to have 
the door oiled immediately, at his own expend. Now for my Lord, 
the King’s Justice. • 

‘ Gentlemen of the Jury! 

** * The noise is insufferable — ^the heat is intolerable — the door- 
keepers let the people keep shuffling in — the ducks in the corner 
are going quack, quack, quack — here's a little girl being tried for 
her life, and the judge can’t hear a word that’s said. Bring me 
my black cap, and I’ll condemn her to death instantly.’ 

‘‘ ‘ You can’t, my Lord,' shrieks the infant sinner ; ‘ it’s only for 
petty larceny ! ' 

** I have just got an invite from the Kearneys. Congratulate 
me. “ Dear Vivian, yours faithfully, 

“ Hargrave Grey.’’ 

Lady Scrope to Vivian Grey, Esq. 

"Ormsby Park, Oct. 18 — 

My dear Vivian, 

By desire of Sir Bcrdmorc, I have to request the fulfilment of 
a promise, upon the hojie of which being performed, I have existed 
through this dull month. Pray, my dear Vivian’, come to us ini- 
mediateljr. Ormsby has at present little to offer for your enter- 
tainment. We have had that unendurable bore, Vivacity Dull, 
with us for a whole fortnight. A report of the death of the Lord 
Chancellor, or a rumour of the production of a new tragedy, has 
carried him up to town ; but whether it be to ask for the seals, or 
to indite an ingenious prologue to a play which will be condemned 
the first night, I cannot infuriu you. I am quite sure he is capable 
of doing cither. However, we shall have other deer in a few 
days. 

“ I believe you have never met the Mounteneys. They have 
never been at Hallcsbrooke, since you have been at Desir. They 
are coming to us immediately. I am sure you will like them very 
much. Lord Moiinteney is one of those kind, easy-minded, accom- 
plished men, who, after all, are nearly the pleasantest society one 
ever meets. Rather wild in his youth, but with his estate now un- 
incumbered, and himself perfectly domestic. His lady is an un- 
affected, agreeable woman. But it is Caroline Mounteney wdiom 
1 wish you particularly to meet. She is one of those delicious 
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creatures who, in spite of not l)ein" married, are actually convers- 
able. Spirited, without any affectation or brusquerie ; beautiful, 
and knowing enough to be quite conscious of it ; perfectly accom- 
plished, and yet never annoying you with tattle about Bochsa, and 
Ronzi de Begnis, and D’Egville. 

We also expect the Delmonts, the roost endurable of the 
Anglo-Italians that 1 know. Mrs. Delmont is not always dropping 
her handkerchief liKe Lady Gusto, as if she expected a miserable 
cavalier servente to be constantly upon his knees ; or giving those 
odious expressive looks, which quite destroy my nerves whenever 1 
am under the same roof as that horrible Lady Soprano. There is 
a little too much talk, to be sure, about Roman churches, and 
newly-discovered Mosaics, and Abbate Maii, but still we cannot 
expect perfection. There are reports going about that Brnest 
Clay is cither ruined or going to be married. Perhaps botli are 
true. Young Premium has nearly lost his character, by driving a 
square-built, striped green thing, drawn by one horse. Erqest 
Clay got him through this terrible affair. What can be the rea- 
sons of the Sieur Ernest’s excessive amiability? 

“ Both the young Mountoncys are witli their regiment, but 

Aubrey Vere is coming to us, and I have half a promise from ; 

but I know you never speak to unmarried men, so why do I men- • 
tioii them ? Let me, I beseech you, my dear Vivian, have a few 
days of you to myself, before Ormsby is full, and before you are 
introduced to Caroline Mounteney. I did not think it was possible 
that I could exist so long without seeing you ; but you really must 
not try me too niucli, or I shall quarrel with you. 1 have received 
all your letters, which are very, very agreeable ; but I thiiik rather, 
rather inij)udent. Adieu I 

“ IIarriette SCIIOPE, 


Horace Grrv, Esq., to Vivian Grey, Esq. 


“My dear Vivian, 


Paris, Oct. 18 — • 


“ I have received yours of the 9th, and have read it with mixed 
feelings of astonishment and sorrow. 

“ You are now, my dear son, a member of what is called the 
great world — society formed on anti-soeial principles. Apparently 
you have possessed yourself of the object of your wishes; but the 
scenes you live in are very moveable ; the characters you associate 
with are all masked ; and it will always be doubtful, whether you 
can retain that long, which has been obtained by some slippery 
artifice. Vivian, you are a juggler ; and the deceptions of your 
aleight-of-hand tricks depend upon instantaneous motions. 

“When the selfish combine with the selfish^ bethink you how 
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xDfliiy prqfects are doomed to disappointment; how many cross 
interests baffle the parties, at the same time joined too;ether 
without CTer unkings. What a mockery is their lore! hot how 
deadly are their hatreds! All this great society, with whom so 
young an^iidvcDturer lias trafficked, abate nothing of their price in 
the slavery of their service, and the sacrifice of violated filings. 
What sleeplese nights has it cost you to win over the disobliged, 
to conciliate the discontented, to cajole the contumacious ! You 
ihay smile at the hollow flatteries, answering to flatteries as hollow, 
which, Hke babbles when they touch, dissolve into nothing ; but 
tell me, Vivian, what has the self-tormentor felt at the laugliing 
treacheries, which force a man down into self-contempt ? 

“ Is it not obvious, my dear Vivian, that true Fame, and true 
Happiness, must rest upon the imperishable social affections ? 1 
do not mean that coterie celebrity, which paltry minds accept as 
fame; but that which exists independent of the opinions or the 
intrigues of individuals: nor do 1 mean that glittering show of 
perpetual converse with the world, which some miserable wan- 
derers call Happiness ; but that which can only be drawn from the 
sacred and solitary fountain of your own feelings. 

" Active as you have now become in the great scenes of human 
affairs, I would not have you be guided by any fanciful theories of 
morals, or of human nature. Philosophers have amused them- 
selves by deciding on human actions by systems; but, as these 
systems are of the most opposite natures, it is evident that each 
philosopher, in reflecting his own feelings in the system he has so 
elaborately formed, has only painted his own character. 

^ Do||ot, therefore, conclude with Hobbes and Mandeville, that 
man lives in a state of civil warfare with man ; nor with Shaftes- 
bury, adorn with a poetical philosophy our natural feelings. Man 
is neither the vile nor the excellent being which he sometimes 
imagines himself to be. lie does not so much act by system, as 
by sympathy. If this creature cannot always feel for others, he is 
doomed to feel for himself ; and the vicious are, at least, blessed 
with the curse of remorse. 

You are now inspecting one of the worst portions of society 
in what is called the great world ; (St. Giles’ is bad, but of another 
kind ;) aaid it may be useful, on the principle that the actual sight 
of brutal ebriety was supposed to have inspired youth with the 
virtue of temperance ; on the same principle, that the Platonist, in 
the study of deformity, conceived the beautiful. Let me warn you 
.not to fall into th^ usual error of youth in fancying that tlie circle 
yon move in is precisely the world itself. Do not imagine that 
there are not other beings, whose benevolent principle is governed 
by "finer sympathies, by more generous passions, and by those 
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noUer emotions which really consdtate all osr public and pmate 
virtues. I give you this hint, lest, in yoar present society, yim 
might suppose these virtues were merely historical 
^ Once more, 1 must beseech you, not to give loose to any 
elation of mind. The machinery by which you have attained this 
unnatural result must be so complicated, that in the very tenth 
hour you will find yourself stopped in some part where you never 
counted on an impediment ; and the want of a slight screw, or a little 
oil, will prevent you from accomplislimg your magnificent end. 

“We are, and have been, vei 7 dull here. There is every pro- 
bability of Madame de Qenlis writing more volumes than ever. I 
called on the old lady, and was quite amused with the enthusiasm 
of her imbecility. Chateaubriand is getting what you call a bare; 
and the whole city is mad about a new opera by Boicldieu. Your 
mother sends her love, and desires me to say, that the eoimi of 
woodcocks, a la LuculluSy which you write about, does not differ 
from tlie priicticc here in vogue. How does your cousin Hargrave 
prosper ou liis circuit ? The Delmingtons are here, which makes 
it very pleasant for your mother, as well as for myself; fi.»r it 
allows me to hunt over tlic old bookshops at my leisure. There 
are no new books worth sending you, or they would accompany 
this ; but I would recommend you to get Meyer's new volume from 
Treiittel and Wurtz, and continue to make notes as you read it. 
Give my compliments to the Marquess, and believe me, 

“ Your affectionate father, 
Horace Guey.'^ 


CHArXER IX. 

It was impossible for any liuman being to behave with more 
kindness than the Marquess of Carabas did to Vivian Grey, after 
that young gentleman s short conversation with Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine, in the conservatory. The only feeling which seemed to 
actuate the Peer, was an eager desire to compensate, by his 
present conduct, for any ptist misunderstanding, and he loaded his 
young friend with all possible favour. Still Vivian was about to 
quit the Chateau Dcsir ; and in spite of all that had passed, be 
was extremely loth to leave his noble friend under the guardian* 
ship of his female one. 

About this time, the Duke and Duchess of Jt%gernaut, the ver] 
pink of aristocracy, the wealthiest, the proudest, the most ancieai 
and most pompous couple in Christendom, honoured Chateau De^ 
with their presence for two days — only two days, making the BUS 
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quess’ mansion a convenient resting-place in one of their princelj 
progresses to one of their princely castles. 

Vivian contrived to gain the heart of her Grace, by his minute 
acquaintance with the Juggernaut pedigree; and having taken 
the opportunity, in one of their conversations, to describe Mrs. 
Felix Lorraine as the most perfect specimen of divine creation 
with which he was acquainted, at the same time the most amusing 
and the most amiable of women, that lady was honoured with an 
invitation to accompany her Grace to Himalaya Castle. As tliis 
was the greatest of all possible honours, and as Desir was now 
very dull, Mrs. Felix Lorraine accepted the invitation, or rather 
obeyed the command, for the Marquess would not hear of a re- 
fusal, Vivian having dilated in the most energetic terms on the 
opening which now presented itself of gaining the Juggernaut. 
The coast being thus cleared, Vivian set off the next day for Sir 
Berdmore Scropc's. 
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BOOK IV. 

CHAPTER L 

The important hour drew nigh. Christmas was to be passed 
by the Carabas family, the Beaconsfields, the Scropes, and the 
Clevelands, at Lord Courtown’s villa at Richmond; at which place, 
on account of its vicinity to the metropolis, the Viscount had de- 
termined to make out the holidays, notwithstanding the Thames 
entered his kitchen windows, and the Donna del Lago was acted 
in the theatre with real water, Cynthia Courtown performing 
Elena, paddling in a punt. 

" Let us order our horses, Cleveland, round to the Piccadilly gate, 
and walk through the Guards. 1 must stretch my legs. That 
bore, Buttonhole, captured me in Pall Mall East, and has kept me 
in the same position for upwards of half an hour. I shall make a 
note to blackball him at the Atheiiieum. How is Mrs. Cleve- 
land?”. 

“ Extremely well. She goes down to Buckhurst Lodge with 
Lady Carabas. Is not that Lord Lowersdalc ?” 

His very self. He is going to call on Vivida Vis, I have no 
doubt. Lowersdalc is a man of very considerable talent ; much 
more than the world gives him credit for.” 

And he doubtless finds a very able counsellor in Monsieur le 
Secretaire?” 

“ Can you name a better one ? ” 

“ You rather patronise Vivida, I think, Grey ?” 

‘‘ Patronise him ! he is my political pet ! ” 

“ And ^ Kerrison tells me you reviewed the Suffolk papers in 
the Edinlil^h.” 

“ So I did ; what of that? I defended them in Blackwood.” 

‘^This, then, is the usual method of you literary gentlemen. 
Thank God ! I never could write a line.” 

“ York House rises proudly — i£ York House be its name.” 

This confounded Catholic Question is likely to give us a great 
deal of trouble. Grey. It is perfect madness for us to advocate 
the cause of the ^six millions of hereditary bondsmen;’ and yet, 
with not only the Marchese, but even Courtowmand Beaconsfield 
committed, it is, to say the least, a, very delicate business.” 

« Very delicate, certainly ; but there are some precedents, I 
suspect, Cleveland, for the influence of a party being opposed to 
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measares, which the heads of that party had pledged themselres 
to adopt/’ 

" Docs old Qifford still live at Pimlico, Grey r” 

Still.” 

He is a splendid feDew, after all.” 

" Certainly, a mind of great powers, but bigoted.” 

“Oh, yes! 1 know exactly what you are going to say. It 
is the fashion, I am aware, to abuse the old gentleman. He is the 
Earl of Eldon of literature : not the less loved, because a liUle 
viHfied. But, when I just remember what Qifford has done — 
when I call to mind the perfect and triumphant success of every- 
thing he has undertaken — ^the Anti-Jacobin, the Baviad and 
Masriad, the Qnarterly— all palpable liits, on the very jugular — 
I hesitate beAn^e 1 speak of WHliarn Gifford in any other terms, 
or m any other i^ucit, than those of admiration and of gratitude. 

“ And to think, Grey, that the Tory Administration and the Tory 
pniiy of Great Bxitam, should never, by one single act, or in a single 
instance, have indicated that tliey were in the least aware that the 
exertions of such a man differed in the slightest degree from those 
of Hunt and Hone ! Of all the delusions which flourish in this mad 
world, the delusion of that man is the most frantic, who voluntarily, 
and of his own accord, supports the interest of a party. 1 mention 
this to you because it is the rock on which all yomig politicians 
strike. Fortunately, you enter life under different circumstances 
from those which usually attend most political debutants. Y ou have 
your connections formed, and your views ascertained. But if, by any 
chance, you find yourself independent and unconnected, never, for 
a moment, suppose that you can accomplish your objects by coming 
forward, unsolicited, to fight the battle of a party. They will 
cheer your successful exertions, and then smile at your youtliful 
zeal ; or, crossing themselves for the unexpected succour, be too 
cowardly to reward their unexpected champion. No, Grey ; make 
them fear you, and they will kiss your feet. There is no act of 
treachery, or meanness, of which a political party is capable ; 
for in politics there is no honour. 

“ As to Gifford, I am surprised at their conduct towards him — 
although 1 know better tlmu most men, of what wood a minister 
is made, and how much reliance may be placed upon the grati- 
tude of a party : but Canning — ^&om Canning 1 certainly did ex- 
pect different conduct.” 

“Oh, Canning! 1 love the man: but, as you say, Cleveland, 
ministers have short memories, and Canning’s— that was Antilles 
that just passed us ; apro|io 3 to whom, 1 quite rejoice that the 
Marquess has determined to take such a decided course on the 
West India Question.” 
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^ Oh, yes ! curse your East India sug^.** 

To be sure— slavery and sweetmeats for evw ! * 

^ But, aside with joking, Grey, I reaHy think, that if any man 
of average ability dare rise in the House, and rescue many it the 
great questions of the day from what Dugald Stuart, or Disraeli, 
would call the spirit of Political with which they 

are studiously mixed up, be would not fail to malke a great im- 
pression upon the House, and a still greater one upon the 
country.” 

I quite agree with you ; and certainly I should recommend 
commencing with the West India Question. Singular state of 
affairs ! when even Canning can only insinuate hk opinion when 
the very existence of some of our most valuable colonies is at 
stake, and when even his insinuations are only indulged w>ith an 
audience, on the condition that he favours the House with an in- 
troductory discourse of twenty minutes on * the divine Author of 
our faith’ — and aii cloge of equal length on the genie du Ckrie^ 
iiamsme, in a style worthy of Chateaubriand.” 

Miserable work, indeed ! I have got a pamphlet on the West 
India Question sent me this morning. Do you know any raving 
lawyer, any mad Master in Chancery, or somet^g of the kind, 
who meddles in these affairs?” 

** Oh ! Stephen ! a puddle in a storm ! He is for a crusade for 
the regeneration of the Antilles — ^the most forcible of feebles — 
the most energetic of drivellers, — Velluti acting Pietro L’Ere- 
mita.” 

‘‘Do you know, by any cluince, whether Southey’s Vindiciae 
is out yet ? I wanted to look it over daring the holidays.” 

“ Not out, though it has been advertised some time ; but wliat 
do you expect ?” 

“ Nay, it is an interesting controversy, as controversies go. Not 
exactly Milton and Salraasius ; but fair enough.” 

“ 1 do not know. It has long degenerated into a mere per- 
sonal bickcrlpg between the Laureate and Butler. Southey is, of 
course, revelling in the idea of writing nn English work with a 
Latin title ; and that, perhaps, is the only circumstance for which 
the controversy is prolonged.” 

“ But Southey, after all, is a man of splendid talents.” 

“Doubtless — the most philosophical of bigots, and the most 
poetical of prose writers.” 

“ Apropos to the Catholic Question — there goes Colonial 
Bother’em, trying to look like Prince Mettemich; — a decided 
failure.” 

“ What can keep him in town?” 
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" Writings letters, 1 suppose. Heaven preserve me from re- 
ceiving^ of them I" ^ 

Is it true, then, that his letters are of the awful len^h that is 
whispered?*^ 

“True! Oh! they are something beyond all conception! 
Perfect epistolary Boa Constrictors, I speak with feeling, for 
I have myself suffered under their voluminous windings.” 

Have you seen his quarto volume — * The Cure for the Catholic 
Question?^” 

" Yes.” 

" If you have it, lend it to me. What kind of thing is it?” 

*‘Oh! what should it bet — ^ingenious, and imbecile. He ad- 
vises the Catholics, in the old nursery language, to behave like 
good boys — to open their mouths and shut their eyes, and see 
what God will send them.” 

Well, that is the usual advice. Is there nothing more cha- 
racteristic of the writer?” 

What think you of a proposition of making Jocky of Norfolk 
Patriarch of England, and of an ascertained credo for our Catholic 
fellow-subjects ? Ingenious — is not it ? ” 

** Have you seen Puff’s new volume of Ariosto?” 

** 1 have. What could possibly have induced Mr. Partenopex 
Puff to have undertaken such a duty ? Mr. Puff is a man desti- 
tute of poetical powers ; possessing no vigour of language, and 
gifted with no happiness of expression. His translation is hard, 
dry, and husky, as the outside of a cocoa-nut. I am amused to 
see the excellent tact with which the public has determined not to 
read his volumes, in spite of the incessant exertions of a certain 
set to ensure their popularity ; but the time has gone by when the 
. smug coterie could create a reputation.” 

“ Do you think the time ever existed, Cleveland ?” 

“ What could have seduced Puff into being so ambitious ? I 
suppose his admirable knowledge of Italian ; as if a man were 
entitled to strike a die for the new sovereign, merely* because he 
was aware how much alloy might legally debase its carats of pure 
gold.” 

“ I never can pardon Puff for that little book on Cats. The 
idea was admirable ; but, instead of one of the most delightful 
volumes that ever appeared, to take up a dull, tame compilation 
from Bingley’s Animal Biography!” 

Yes ! and the impertinence of dedicating such a work to the 
Officers of His Majesty’s Household troops! Considering the 
quarter from whence it proceeded, I certainly did not expect 
much, but still I thought that there was to be some little esprit. 
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The poor Guards! how nervous they must have been at Ae an* 
nouncemeuti What eoult have been the point of that dedi- 
cation?” 

1 remember a most interminable proser, who was blessed with 
a very sensible-sounding voice, and who, on the strength of that, 
and his correct and constant emphases, was considered by the 
world, for a great time, as a sage. At length it was discovered 
that he was quite the reverse. Mr. Puff's wit is very like this 
man’s wisdom. You take up one of his little books, and you fancy, 
from its title-page, that it is going to be very witty ; as you pro- 
ceed, you begin to suspect that the man is only a wag, and then, 
surprised at not ‘ seeing the point,’ y^u have a shrewd suspicion 
that lie is a great hand at dry humour. It is not till you have 
closed the volume, that you wonder who it is that has had the 
hardihood to intrude such imbecility upon an indulgent world?* ' 

“ Come, come ! Mr. Puff is a worthy gentleman. Let him cease 
to dusk the radiancy of Ariosto’s sunny stanzas, and I shall be the 
first man who will do justice to his merits, lie certainly tattles 
prettily about tenses, and terminations, and is not an inelegant 
grammarian.” 

‘‘ Our literature, I think, is at a low ebb.” 

There is nothing like a fall of stocks to affect what it is the 
fashion to style the Literature of the present day — a fungus pro- 
duction, which has flourished from the artificial state of our society 
— the mere creature of our imaginary wealth. Everybody being 
very rich, has afforded to be very literary, books being considered 
a luxury, almost as elegant and necessary as ottomans, bonbons, 
and pier-glasses. Consols at 100 were tlie origin of all book so- 
cieties. The Stock-brokers’ ladies took off the quarto travels and 
the hot-i)rcssed poetry. They were the patronesses of your patent 
ink, and your wire wove paper. That is all past. Twenty per 
cent, difference in the value of our public securities from this 
time last year, that little incident has done more for the restoration 
of the old English feeling, than all the exertions of Church and 
State united. Tliere is notliing like a fall in Consols to bring the 
blood of our good people of England into cool order. It is your 
grand state medicine, your veritable Doctor Siingrado ! ” 

“ A fall in stocks! and halt! to ‘the spread of knowledge !’ and 
* the progress of liberal principles’ is like that of a man too late 
for post-horses, A fall in stocks ! and wdiere are your London 
Universities and your Mechanics’ Institutes, and your new Docks ? 
Where your philosophy, your p]iilaiithroj)y, and your coim)Ctition ? 
National prejudices revive, as national prosperity dccrftiscs. If 
the Consols were at sixty, we should be again bellowing, God save 
the King ! eating roast beef, and damning the French.” 

9 
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^ Aqd you uaa^e Bterature k equally affected. Grey ?" 

" Clearly. We were literary, becauA we were rich. Amid the 
myriad of volumes which issued monthly from the press, what one 
was not written for the mere hour ? It is all very well to buy me- 
chanical poetry, and historical novels, when our purses have a 
plethora ; but now, my dear fellow, depend upon it, the game is up. 
We have no scholars now— no literary recluses— no men who ever 
appear to thirUc. ‘Scribble, scribble, scribble,’ as the Duke of 
Cumberland said to Gibbon, should be the motto of the mighty 
^nineteenth century.’” 

Southey, I think. Grey, is an exception.” 

“ By no means. Southey is a political writer, a writer for a 
particular purpose. All his works, from those in three volumes 
quarto, to those in one duodecimo, are alike political pamph- 
lets.-* 

“ We certmnly want a master-spirit to set us right. Grey. We 
want Byron.” 

“There was the man! And that such a man should be lost to 
us, at the very moment that he had begun to discover why it had 
pleased the Omnipotent to have endowed him with such pow’ers!” 

“ If one tiling were more characteristic of Byron’s mind than 
another, it was his strong, shrewd, common sense, his pure, unal- 
loyed sagacity.” 

“You knew him, I think, Cleveland?” 

“Well; I was slightly acquainted with him, when in England; 
slightly, however, for I was then very young. But many years 
afterwards I met him in Italy. It was at Pisa, just before he left 
that place for Genoa. I was then very much struck at the altera- 
tion in his appearance.” 

“ Indeed ! ” 

“ Yes ; his face was swollen, and he was getting fat. Ilis hair 
was grey, and his countenance had lost that spiritual expression 
which it once eminently possessed. Ilis teeth Avere decaying ; and 
he said, that if ever lie catne to England, it would be to con suit 
Wayte about them. I certainly was very much struck at his 
alteration for the worse. Besides, he was dressed in the most 
extraordinary maimer.” 

“ Slovenly ?” 

“ Oh ! no, no, no — in the most dandified style that you can 
conceive ; but not that of an English dandy either. He liad on a 
magnificent foreign foraging cap, wdiicli he wore in the room, hut 
his grey curls were quite perceptible ; and a frogged surtout : and 
he had ? large gold chain round his neck, and pushed into his 
ivaistcoat pocket. I imagined, of course, that a glass w’as attached 
to it ; but I afterwards found that it bore nothing but a quantity 
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of trinkets. He had also another g^old cham tight round his neck^ 
like a collar/’ 

‘‘ How odd 1 And did you converse much with him ? ” 

1 was not long at Pisa, but we never parted, and there was 
only one subject of conversation — ^England, England, England. I 
never met a man in whom the maladie du pays was bo strong. 
Byron was certainly at this time restless and discontented. He 
was tired of his dragoon captains and pensioned poetasters, and 
he dared not come back to England with, what he considered, a 
tarnished reputation. His only thought was of some desperate 
exertion to clear himself. It was for this he went to Greece. 
When I vras with him, he was in correspondence with some friends 
in England, about the purchase of a large tract of land in Colombia, 
lie aflected a great admiration of Bolivar." 

“ Who, by-the-bye, is a great man.’^ 

“ Assuredly." 

^^Your acquaintance with Byron must have been one of the 
gratifying incidents of your life, Cleveland ?" 

“ Certainly ; I may say with Friar Martin, in Goetz of Berlich- 
iiigen, * The sight of him touched my heart. It is a pleasure to 
have seen a great man.’" 

Hobhouse was a faithful friend to him ?’’ 

‘‘ His conduct lias been beautiful — and Byron had a thorough 
afiectloii for him in S 2 iite of a few squibs, and a few drunken 
speeches, which damned good-natured friends have always been 
careful to repeat." 

The loss of Byron can never be retrieved. He was indeed a 
real mau ; and when I say this, I award him the most splendid 
character which human nature need aspire to. At least, I, for my 
part, hiiYc no ambition to be considered either a divinity or an 
angel ; and truly, when I look round upon the creatures alike 
effeminate in mind aud body, of which the world is, iu general, 
composed, I fear that even niy ambition is too exalted. Byron's 
mind was like his own ocean — sublime in its yesty madness — 
beautiful in its glittering summer brightness — mighty in the^nc 
magnificence of its w^aste of waters — ^gazed upon from the magic 
of its own nature — yet capable of representing, but as in a glass 
darkly, the natures of all ulliers.'* 

“ Hyde Park is greatly changed since I was a dandy, Vivian. 
Pray, do the Misses Otranto still live in that house ? *’ 

“Yes — blooming as ever." 

“ It is the fashion to abuse Horace Walpole, but I really think 
him the most delightful writer tlijat ever existed. I wonder who 
is to be the Horace Walpole of the present century ? some one, 
perhaps, we least suspect." 
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" VlTida Vis, think yon ?" 

More than probable. I will tell you who ought to be writing 
Memoirs— Lord Dropmore. Does my Lord Manfred keep his 
mansion there, next to the Misses Otranto 

" I believe so, and lives there." 

^^1 knew him in Germany — a singular man, and not under- 
stood. Perhaps he does not understand himself. I see our 
horses." 

" I will join you in an instant, CSicveland. I just want to speak one 
word to Osborne, whom I see coming down here. Well, Osborne I 
I must come and knock you up one of these mornings. I have 
got a commission for you from Lady Julia Knighton, to which you 
must pay particular attention." 

Well, Mr. Grey, how does Lady Julia like the bay mare ?" 

" Very much, indeed ; but she wants to know what you have 
done about the chestnut?” 

“ Oh ! put it off, sir, in the prettiest style, on young Mr. Feoff- 
ment, who has just married, and taken a house in Gower Street. 
He wanted a bit of blood — ^hopcs he likes it I” 

Hopes he does, Jack. There is a particular favour which you 
can do me, Osborne, and which I am sure you will. Ernest Clay — 
you know Ernest Clay — a most excellent fellow is Ernest Clay, 
you know, and a great friend of yours, Osborne ; — I wish you 
would just step down to Connaught Place, and look at those bays 
he bought of Harry Mounteney. He is in a little trouble, and we 
must do what we can for him — ^you know he is an excellent fellow, 
and a great friend of yoius. Thank you, I knew you would. 
Good morning: — ^remember Lady Julia. So you really fitted 
young Feoffment with the chestnut. Well, that was admirable ! — 
Good morning. 

" I do not know whether you care for these things at all, Cleve- 
land, but Premium, a famous millionaire, has gone this morning, 
for 1 know not how much ! Half the new world will be ruined ; 
and in this old one, a most excellent fellow, my friend Ernest Clay. 
H|^was engaged to Premium’s daughter — his last resource ; and 
now, of ooursc, it is all up with him.” 

I was at College with his brother, Augustus Clay. He is a 
nephew of Lord Mounteney’s, is he not ?” 

“ The very same. Poor fellow ! I do not know what we must 
do for him. I think I shall advise him to change his name to 
Chiy-ri/Zc ; and il* the world ask him the reason of the eui)honiou8 
augmentation, why, he can sw’^ear it was to distinguish himself 
from his brothers. Too many rou& of the same name will never 
do. And now spurs to our steeds ! for we are going at least three 
miles out of our way, and I must collect my senses, and arrange 
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my curls before dinner; for I hare to flirt with at least tliree 
fair ones/' 


CHAPTER n. 

These conversations play the very deuce with one^s story. We 
had intended to have commenced this book with somethings quite 
terrific — a murder or a marriage : and all our great ideas have 
ended in a lounge. After all, it is, perhaps, the most natural termi- 
nation. In life, surely man is not always as monstrously busy as 
he appears to be in novels and romances. We are not always in 
action — not always making speeches, or making money, or making 
war, or making love. Occasionally we talk, — about the weather, 
generally — sometimes about ourselves — oftener about our friends — 
as often about our enemies — at least, those who have any ; which, 
in my opinion, is the vulgarcst of all possessions. 

But we must get on. 

Mr. Cleveland and Mrs. Felix Lorraine again met, and the 
gentleman scarcely appeared to be aware that this meeting was 
not their first. The lady sighed, and remonstrated. She re- 
proached Mr. Cleveland with passages of letters. lie stared, and 
deigned not a reply to an artifice which he considered equally 
audacious and shallow. There was a scene, Vivian was forced 
to interfere ; but as he deprecated all explanation, his interference 
was of little avail ; and, as it was inefiectual for one party, and 
uncalled for by the other, it w-as, of course, not encouraged. The 
presence of Mrs. Cleveland did not tend to assist Mrs. Felix in 
that self-control which, with all her wildness, she could appo- 
sitely practise. In the presence of the Clevelands, she was 
fitful, capricious, perplexing; sometimes impertinent, sometimes 
humble; but always ill at case, and never charming. 

Peculiar, however, as was her conduct in this particular re- 
lation, it was ill all others, at this moment, most exemplary. Her 
whole soul seemed concentrated in the success of the approai^ig 
struggle. No office was too mechanical for her attention, oRoo 
elaborate for her enthusiastic assiduity. Her attentions were not 
confined merely to Vivian and the Marquess, but were lavished 
with equal generosity on their colleagues. She copied letters for 
Sir Berdmore, and composed letters for Lord Courtown, and con- 
strued letters to Lord Bcaconsfield ; they, in return, eclioed her 
praises to her delighted relative, who was daily congratulated oii 
the possession of “ such a fascinating sister-in-law.” 

"Well, Vivian,” said Mrs. Lorraine, to that young gentleman, 
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the day previous to bis departure from Buckhurst Lodge, yon 
are going to leave me behind you." 

Indeed!" 

‘‘Yes! I hope you will not want me. I am very annoyed at 
not being able to go to town with you, but Lady Courtown is so 
pressing ! and I have really promised so often to stay a week with 
her, that I thought it was better to make out my promise at once, 
than in six months hence." 

“ Well ! I am exceedingly sorry, for you really are so useful ! 
and the interest you take in everything is so encouraging, that 
1 very much fear we shall not be able to get on without you. The 
important hour draws nigh." 

“ It doe.s, indeed, Vivian ; and I assure you that there is no 
person awaiting it with intenser interest than myself. I little 
thought," she added, in a low, but distinct voice, “ I little thought, 
when 1 first reached England, that 1 should ever again be inter- 
ested in anything in this world." Vivian was silent, for he had 
nothing to say. 

“Vivian!" very briskly resumed Mrs. Lorraine, “I shall get 
you to frank all my letters for me. I sltall never trouble the Mar- 
quess again. Do you know, it strikes me you will make a very 
^good speaker!” 

“ You flatter me exceedingly ; suppose you give • me a few 
lessons." 

“ But you must leave off some of your wicked tricks, Vivian ! 
You must not improvise parliamentary pai)ers ! " 

“ Improvise papers, Mrs. Lorraine ! what can you mean ?" 

“ Oh ! nothing. 1 never mean anything.” 

“ But you must have had some meaning." 

“ Some meaning ! Yes, I dare say I had ; I meant — I meant — 
do you think it will rain to-day ?" 

“ Every prospect of a hard frost. I never knew before that 
I was an improvisatore." 

“ Nor 1. Have you heard from papa lately ? I suppose he is 
qu^in spirits at your success ?" 

‘^y father is a man who seldom gives way to any elation of 
mind." 

“ Ah, indeed ! a philosopher, I hdve no doubt, like his son." 

“ I liave no claims to the title of philosopher, although I have 
had the advantage of studying in the school of Mrs. Felix Lor- 
raine." 

“ What do you mean ? If I thought you meant to be imper- 
tinent, I really would; but I excuse you — I think the bdy means 
welL" 
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** The hoy ‘means nothing — ^he never means anything/*' 

“ Come, Vivian ! we are going to part. Do not let us quarrel 
the last day. There, there is a sprig of myrtle for you! 

‘ What ! not accept my foolish flower ? 

Nay, then, 1 am indeed unblest ! * 

And now you want it all ! Unreasonable young man ! If I were 
not the kindest lady in the land I should tear this sprig into 
a thousand pieces sooner ; but come, my child ! you shall have it. 
There ! it looks quite imposing in your button-hole. How hand- 
some you look to-day ! ” 

“ How agreeable you are I I love compliments ! ” 

“ All, Vivian ! will you never give me credit for anything but a 
light and callous heart ? Will you never be convinced that — that 
— ^but why make this humiliating confession ? Oh ! no, let me be 
misunderstood for ever ! The time may come when Vivian Grey 

will find that Amalia Lorraine was 

“ Was what, madam ?” 

“You shall choose the word, Vivian/* 

“ Say, then, my friend." 

“*Tis a ‘monosyllable full of meaning, and I will not quarrel 
with it. And now, adieu! Heaven prosper you! Believe me, 
that my first thoughts, and my last, are for you, and of you I ** 


CHAPTER III. 

“ This is very kind of you. Grey ! I was afraid my note might 
not have caught you. You have not breakfasted ? Really I wish 
you would take up your quarters in Carabas House, for I want you 
now every moment." 

“ What is the urgent business of this morning?” 

“ Oh ! I have seen Bromley." 

“Hah!" ^ 

“ And everything most satisfactory. I did not go into detail ; I 
left that for you : but I ascertained sufficient to convince me that 
management is now alone required." 

“ Well, my Lord, I trust that will not be wanting." 

“ No, Vivian ; you have opened my eyes to the situation in 
which fortune has placed me. The experience of every day only 
proves the truth and soundness of your views. Fortunate, in- 
deed, was the hour in which we met,” 

“ My Lord, 1 do trust that it was a meeting which neither of us 
will live to repent.” 
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“ Impogsible ! my dear friend. I do not hesitate to say that I 
would not change my present lot for that of any Peer of this 
realm ; no, not for that of His Majesty's most favoured coun- 
sellor. What I with my character and my influence, and my con- 
nections, I to be a tool! I, the Marquess of Carabas! I say 
nothing of my own powers ; but, as you often most justly and 
truly observe, the world has had the opportunity of judging of 
them ! and I think I may recur, without vanity, to the days in 
which my voice had some weight in the Royal Councils. And, as 
I have often remarked, I have friends — I have you, Vivian. My 
career is before you. I know what I should have done at your 
age ; not to say what I did do — I to be a tool ! The very last 
person that ought to be a tool. But I see my error : you have 
opened my eyes, and blessed be the hour in which we met. But 
we must take care how we act, Vivian ; we must be wary — eh ! 
Vivian — wary — wary. People must know what their situations 
are—eli! Vivian?” 

Exceedingly useful knowledge, but I do not exactly under- 
stand th^ particular purport of your Lordship's last observa- 
tion.” 

‘‘ You do not, eh ?” asked the Peer ; and he fixed Jiis eyes as 
earnestly, and expressively, as he possibly could upon his young 
companion. “Well, I thought not. I was positive it was not 
true,” continued the Marquess, in a murmur. 

What, my Lord ?” 

"Oh! nothing, nothing; people talk at random — ^at random— 
at random. I feel confident you quite agree with me, — eh! 
Vivian?” 

“ Really, my Lord, I fear I am unusually dull this morning.” 

"Dull! no, no, you quite agree with me. I feel confident you 
do. People must be taught what their situations are — ^that is 
what I was saying, Vivian. My Lord Courtown,” added the Mar- 
quess in a whisper, " is not to have everything his own way — eh! 
Vivian?” 

" Oh, oh ! ” thought Vivian, " this, then, is the result of that 
admirable creature, Mrs. Felix Lorraine, staying a week with her 
dear friend. Lady Courtown.” — " My Lord, it would bo singular 
if, in the Carabas party, the Carabas interest was not the pre- 
dominant one.” 

" I knew you thought so. I could not believe, for a minute, 
that you could^ think otherwise : but some people take such 
strange ideas into their heads — 1 cannot account for them. I felt 
confident what would be your opinion. My Lord Courtown is not 
to carry everything before him, in the spirit that I have lately ob- 
served— or rather, in the spirit which I understand, from very 
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l^ood authority^ is exhibited. Eh ! Vivian-— that is your opinion^ 
is not it ?” 

** Oh ! my dear IDarquessj we must think alike on this, as on all 
points.” 

"I knew it. I felt confident as to your sentiments upon 
this subject. 1 cannot conceive why some people take such 
strange ideas into their heads ! I knew that you could not dis- 
agree with me upon this point. No, no, no, my Lord Courtown 
must feel which is the predominant interest, as you so well ex- 
press it. How choice your expressions always are ! I do not 
know how it is, but you always hit upon the right expression, 
Vivian. The predominant interest — the pre-do-mi-nant — in-te- 
rsst. To be sure. What! with my high character and con- 
nections — ^with my stake in society, was it to be expected that 
I, the Marquess of Carabas, was going to make any move which 
compromised the predominancy of my interests ? No, no, no, my 
Lord Courtown — the predominant interest must be kept pre- 
dominant — eh! Vivian?” 

“To be sure, my Lord; explicitness and decision will soon 
arrange any d4sagr4mens,” 

“ I have been talking to Lady Carabas, Vivian, upon the ex- 
pediency of her opening the season early. I think a course of 
parliamentary dinners would produce a good effect. It gives a 
tone to a political party.” 

“ Certainly ; the science of political gastronomy has never been 
sufficiently studied.” 

“ Egad ! Vivian, I am in such spirits this morning. This busi- 
ness of Bromley so delights me ; and finding you agree with me 
about Lord Courtown, I was confident as tO||rour sentiments on 
that point. But some people take such strange idc»i into their 
heads ! To he sure, to be sure, the predominant interest, mine — 
that is to say, ours, Vivian — is the predominant interest. I have no 
idea of the predominant interest not being predominant; that 
would be singular ! I knew you would agree with me — ^we always 
agree. 'Twas a lucky hour when we met. Two minds so ex- 
actly alike! I was just your very self when I was young; and as 
for you — my career is before you.” 

Here entered Mr. Sadler with the letters. 

“ One from Courtown. I wonder if he has seen Mouiiteney. 
Mounteney is a very good-natured fellow, and I tliink might be 
managed. Ah! I wish you could get hold of him, Vivian ; you 
would soon bring hifti round. What it is to have brains, Vivian ! ” 
and here the Marquess shook his head very pompously, and at the 
same time tapped very significantly on his left temple. ^ Hah I 
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what— what is all this! Here, read it, read it, man— I hare no 
head to-day." 

Vivian took the letter, and his quick eye dashed through its con- 
tents ill a second. It was from Lord Courtown, and dated far in 
the country. It talked of private communications, and premature 
conduct, and the suspicious, not to say dishonourable, behaviour of 
Mr. Vviain Grey ; it trusted that such conduct was not sanctioned 
by hfa Lordship, but " nevertheless obliged to act with decision — 
regretted the necessity," &c. &c. &c. &c. In short. Lord Cour- 
town had deserted, and recalled his pledge as to the official ap- 
pointment promised to Mr. Cleveland, “because that promise was 
made while he was the victim of delusions created by the repre- 
sentations of Mr. Grey." 

“ What can all this mean, my Lord ?" 

The Marquess swore a fearful oath, and threw another 
letter. 

“ This is from Lord Beaconsfield, my Lord,” said Vivian, with 
a face pallid as death, “ and apparently the composition of the 
same writer; at least, it is the same tale, the same refacimento of 
lies, and treachery, and cowardice, doled out with diplomatic poli- 

tesse. But I will off to shire instantly. It is not yet too 

.late to save everything. This is Wednesday; on Thursday after- 
noon, I shall be at Norwood Park.^ Thank God! I came this 
morning." 

The face of the Marquess, who was treacherous as the wind, 
seemed already to indicate, “ Adieu ! Mr. Vivian Grey ! " but that 
countenance exhibited some very different passions, when it glanced 
over the contents of the next epistle. There was a tremendous 
oath — and a dead ^ileiice. His Lordship’s florid countenance 
turned as pale as tnat of his companion. The perspiration stole 
down in heavy drops. He gasped for breath I 

“ Good God ! my Lord, what is the matter ?" 

“The matter I " howled the Marquess, “the matter! That I 
have been a vain, weak, miserable fool!" aud then there was 
another oath, and he flung the letter to the other side of the 
table. 

It was the official cong6 of the Most Noble Sydney Marquess of 
Garabas. His Majesty had no longer any occasion for his services. 
His successor was Lord Courtown i 

We will not affect to give any description of the conduct of the 
Marquis of Garabas at this moment. He raved, he stamped, be 
blasphemed ! but the whole of his abuse was *levelled against his 
former “monstrous clever" young friend; of whose character he 
had so often boasted that his own was the prototype, but who was 
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now an adventurer, a swindler, a scoundrel, a liar*-a base, de- 
ludini:, flattering, fawning villain, &c. Stc. See, See. 

“ My Lord I ” said Vivian. 

‘‘ I will not hear you — out on your fair words ! They have 
duped me enough already. That I, with my high character and 
connections ! that I, the Marquess of Carabas, should have been 
the victim of the arts of a young scoundrel ! ’* 

Vivian^s flst was once clenched — ^but it was only for a moment. 
The Marquess leant back in his chair, with his eyes shut. In the 
agony of the moment, a projecting tooth of his upper jaw had 
forced itself through his under lip, and from the wound the blood 
was flowing freely over his dead white countenance. Vivian left 
the room. 


CHAPTER JV. 

He stopped one moment on the landing-place, ere he was about 
to leave the house for ever, 

“ Tis all over ! and so, Vivian Grey, your game is up ! and to 
die, too, like a dog ! — a woman’s dupe ! Were 1 a despot, I should 
perhaps satiate my vengeance upon this female fiend, with the 
assistance of the rack — but that cannot be ; and after all, it would 
be but a poor revenge in one who has worshipped the Empire of the 
Intellect, to vindicate the agony I am now enduring, upon the base 
body of a woman. No ! ’tis not all over. There is yet an intel- 
lectual rack of which few dream ; far, far more terrific than the 
most exquisite contrivances of Parysatis. — Jacinte,” said he to a 
female attendant that passed, your mistress at home ?** 

“ She is, sir.” 

’Tis well,” said Vivian, and he sprang up stairs. 

“ Health to the lady of our love ! ” said Vivian Grey, as he en- 
tered the elegant boudoir of Mrs. Felix Lorraine. ** In spite of 
the easterly wind, which has spoiled my beauty for the season, I 
could not refrain from inquiring after your prosperity, before I 
went to the Marquess. Have you heard the news ?” 

News ! no ; what news ? ” 

“ ’Tia a sad tale,” said Vivian, with a melancholy voice. 

“ Oh ! then, pray do not tell it me. I am in no humour for 
sorrow to-day. Come! a bon-mot, or a calembourg, or erit Mr. 
Vivian Grey.” 

Well then^ good morning! I am off for a black crape, or a 
Barcelona kerchief. — ^Mrs. Cleveland is — dead/^ 

^ Dead !” exclaimed Mrs: Lorraine. 

** Dead ! She died last night, suddenly. Is it not hmrible 
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« Sbocking exckimed Mrs. Lorraine, with a mournful voice, 
and an eye dancing with joy. ‘‘Why! Mr. Grey, Ido declare 
you are weeping." 

“ It is not for the departed !" 

“ Nay, Vivian ! for Heaven’s soke, what is the matter?" 

“My dear Mrs. Lorraine!” but here the speaker’s voice was 
choked with grief, and he could not proceed. 

“ Pray compose yourself.” 

“ Mrs. Felix Lorraine, can I speak with you half an hour, un- 
disturbed?” • 

“ By all means. I will ring for Jacinto. Jacinte ! mind, I am 
not at home to any one. Well! what is the matter ?” 

“ O ! Madaxp, I must pray your patience — I wish you to shrive 
a penitent.” 

" Good God ! Mr. Grey! for Heaven’s sake, be explicit.” 

“For Heaven’s sake — ^for your sake — for my soul’s sake, I 
would be explicit ; but explicitness is not the language of such as 
I am. Gan you listen to a tale of horror; can you promise me to 
contain yourself?” 

“ I will promise anything. Pray, pray, proceed.” 

But in spite of her earnest solicitations her companion was mute. 

. At length he rose from his chair, and leaning on the chimney- 
piece, buried his face in his hands, and wept. 

“ Vivian,” said Mrs. Lorraine, “ have you seen the Marquess 
yet?” 

“Not yet,” he sobbed; “I am going to him; but I am in 
no humour for business this morning.” 

“ Compose yourself, 1 beseech you. I will hear everything. 
You shall not complain of an inattentive or an irritable auditor. 
Now, my dear Vivian, sit down and tell me all.” She led him to 
a chair, and then, after stifling his sobs, with a broken voice he 
proceeded. 

“ You will recollect, madam, that accident made me acquainted 
witli certain circumstances connected with yourself and Mr. Cleve- 
land. Alas! actuated by the vilest of sentiments, I conceived a 
violent hatred against that gentleman — a hatred only to be 
equalled by my passion for you ; but, I find difficulty in dwelling 
upon the details of this sad story of jealousy and despair.” 

“ Ohl speak, speak 1 compensate for all you have done, by your 
present frankness ; bvs brief, be brief.” 

“I will be brief,” said Vivian, with earnestness; “I will be 
brief. Know ^hen, madam, that in order to prevent the inter- 
course between you and Mr. Cleveland from proceeding, I obtained 
his friendship, and became the confidante of his heart’s sweetest 
secret. Thus situated, I suppressed the letters, with which I was 
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entrusted from him to you, and poisoning his mind, I accounted for 
your silence, by your being employed in other correspondence; 
nay, I did more, with the malice of ahead, 1 boasted of— nay, do 
not stop me ; I have more to tell/^ 

Mrs. Felix Lorraine, with compressed lips, and looks of horrible 
earnestness, gazed in silence. 

« The result of all this you know,— but the most terrible part 
is to come ; and, by a strange fascination, I fly to confess my 
crimes at your feet, even while the last minutes have witnessed 
my most heinous one. Oh ! mUdam, 1 have stood over the bier of 
the departed ; I have mingled my tears with those of the sorrowing 
widower, — his young and tender child was on my knee, and as 1 
kissed his innocent lips, metliought it was but my duty to the 
departed, to save the father from his mother’s rival— ' He 
stopped. 

‘‘Yes, — yes, — yes,” said Mrs. Felix Lorraine, in a low 
whisper. 

“ It was then, even then, in the hour of his desolation, that I 
mentioned your name, that it might the more disgust him ; and, 
while he wept over his virtuous and sainted wife, 1 dwelt on the 
vices of his rejected mistress.” 

Mrs. Lorraine clasped her hands, and moved restlessly on her *. 
seat. 

“ Nay! do not stop me — ^let me tell all. ‘ Cleveland,’ said I, ‘ if 
ever you become the husband of Mrs. Felix Lorraine, remember 
my last words it will be well for you, if your frame be like that 
of Mithridates of Pontiis, and proof against poison.’ ” 

“ And did you say this ? ” shrieked tlie woman. 

“ Even these were my words.” 

“ Then may all evil blast you I ” She threw herself on the sofa : 
her voice was choked with the convulsions of her passion, and she 
writhed in fearful agony. 

Vivian Grey, lounging in an arm-chair, in the easiest of pos- 
tures, and with a face brilliant with smiles, watched his victim with 
the eye of a Mepliistophiles. 

She slowly recovered, and with a broken voice poured forth her 
sacred absolution to the relieved penitent. 

“ You wonder I do not stab you, — ^liah ! hah ! hah! there is no 
need for that ! — the good powers be praised, that you refused the 
draught I once proffered. Know, wretch, that your race is run. 
Within five minutes, you will breathe a beggar and an outcast. 
Your golden dreams arc over — ^your cunning plans are circum- 
vented — your ambitious hopes are crushed for ever — ^you are 
blighted in the very spring of your life. Oh ! may you never die ! 
May you wander for ever, the butt of the world*^ malice ! and may 
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the Haw maring finger of scorn point where’er you go at the 
ruined Ghariatan 1 

Hah, hah t is it so, think you, that Virian Qrey would &11 by 
a woman's wile? Think you that Vivian Grey could be crush^ 
by such a worthless thing as you ? Know, then, that your political 
intrigues have been as little concealed from me, as your personal 
ones ; — I have been acquainted with all. The Marquess has, him- 
self, seen the Minister, and is more firmly established in his pride 
of place than ever. I have, myself, seen our colleagues, whom 
you tampered with, and their hearts are still true, and their pur- 
pose still fixed. All, all prospers ; and ere five days are passed, 
* the Charlatan* will be a Senator." 

The shifting expression of Mrs. Lorraine's countenance, while 
Vivian wa# speaking, would have baffled the most cunning painter. 
Her compleadon was capricious as the chameleon's, and her coun- 
tenance was so convulsed, that her features seemed of all shapes 
and sizes. One large vein protruded nearly a quarter of an inch 
from her forehead; and the dank light which gleamed in her 
tearful eye was like an unwholesome meteor quivering in a marsh. 
When ho ended, she sprang from the sofa, and looking up, and ex- 
tending her arms with unmeaning wildness, she gave one loud 
shriek, and dropped like a biM shot on the wing— she had burst 
a blood-vessel. 

Vivian raised her on the sofa, and paid her every possible atten- 
tion. There is always a medical attendant lurking about the man- 
sions of the noble, and to this worthy, and the attendant Jacinte, 
Vivian delivered his patient. 

Had Vivian Grey left the boudoir a pledged bridegroom, his 
countenance could not have been more triumphant ; but he was 
labouring under unnatural excitement: for it is singular, that 
when, as he left the house, the porter told him that Mr. Cleveland 
was with his Lord, Vivian liad no idea at the moment, what indi- 
vidual bore that name. The fresh air of the street revived him, 
and somewhat cooled the bubbling of his blood. It was then that 
the man's information struck upon liis senses. 

“ So, poor Cleveland ! ” thought Vivian, “ then he knows all ! ” 
His own misery he had not yet thought of ; but, when Cleveland 
occurred to him, with his ambition once more baulked — his high 
hopes once more blasted — and his honourable soul once more de- 
ceived, — when he thought of Ms fair wife, and his infant children, 
and his ruined prospects, — a sickness came over his heart, he grew 
dizzy, and fell. 

“ And tlie gentleman's ill, I think,” said an honest Irishman ; 
and, in the fulness of his charily, he plitced Vivian on a door 
Bten. 
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" So it geems!” said a genteel passenger in black; and lie 
snatched, with great sang-froid, Vivian’s watch. Stop 
hallooed the Hibernian. Paddy was tripped up. There waa a 
row; in the midst of which, Vivian Qrey crawled to an hoteL 


CHAPTER V. 

In half an hour Vivian was at Mr. Cleveland’s door. 

My master is at the Marquess of Oarabas’, sir ; he will not re- 
turn, but is going immediately to Richmond, where Mrs. Cleve- 
land is staying.” 

Vivian immediately wrote to Mr. Cleveland. If your master 
have left the Marquess’, let this be forwarded to hi^^ Richmond 
immediately.” 

Cleveland ! 

You know all. It would be mockery were I to say, that at 
this moment I am not thinking of myself. I am a ruined man, in 
body, and in mind. But ray own misery is nothing ; I can die-^I 
can go mad — and who will be harmed? But you! I had wished 
that we should never meet again; but my hand refuses to trace 
the thoughts with which my heart is full, and I am under the sad 
necessity of requesting you to see me once more. We have been 
betrayed — and by a woman; but, there has been revenge! oh! 
what revenge I 

Vivian Gbet.” 

When Vivian left Mr. Cleveland’s, he actually did not know 
what to do with himself. Home, at present, he could not face, 
and BO he continued to wander about, quite unconscious of locality. 
He passed in his progress many of his acquaintance, who, from his 
distracted air and rapid pace, imagined that he was intent on some 
important business. At length he found himself in one of the 
most sequestered parts of Kensington Gardens. It was a cold, 
frosty day, and as Vivian flung himself upon one of the summer 
seats, the snow drifted from off the frozen board; but Vivian’s 
brow was as burning hot as if he had been an inhabitant of Sirius. 
Throwing his arms on a small garden table, he buried his face 
in his hands, and wept — as men can but once weep in this 
world ! 

O, thou sublime and most subtle philosopher, who, in thy lamp- 
lit cell, art speculating upon the passions which thou hast never 
felt ! O, thou splendid and most admirable poet, who, with cun** 
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ning words, art painting with a smile a tale of woe I tell me what 
is Grief, and solve me the mystery of Sorrow. 

Not for himself—for after the first pang, he would have whistled 
off his high hopes with the spirit of a Rippcrda — ^not even for 
Cleveland— for at this moment, it must be confessed, his thoughts 
were not for his friend — did Vivian Grey's soul struggle as if it 
were about to leave its fleshy chamber. We said he wept, as men 
can weep but once in tliis world ; and yet it would have been im- 
possible for him to have defined what, at that fearful moment, was 
the cause of his heart’s sorrow. Incidents of childhood, of the 
most trivial nature, and until this moment forgotten, flashed across 
his memoiy ; he gazed on the smile of his mother — he listened to 
the sweet tones of his father’s voice — and his hand clenched, with 
still more agonised grasp, his rude resting-place ; and the scalding 

* tears dashed down his cheek in still more ardent torrents. He 
had no distinct remembrance of what had so lately happened ; but 
characters flitted before liim as in a theatre in a dream— dim and 
shadowy, yet full of mysterious and undefinable interest ; and then 
there came a horrible idea across his mind, that his glittering 
youth was gone, and wasted ; and then there was a dark whisper 
of treachery, and dissimulation, and dishonour; and then he 

• sobbed as if his very heart were cracking. All his boasted 
philosophy vanished — his artificial feelings fled him. Lisulted Na- 
ture reasserted her long-spurned authority, and the once proud 
Vivian Grey felt too humble even to curse liimself. Gradually 
his sobs became less convulsed, and his brow more cool ; and calm 
from very exhaustion, he sat for upwards of an hour motionless. 

At this moment there issued, with their attendant, from an ad- 
joining shrubbery, two beautiful children. They were so exceed- 
ingly lovely, that the passenger would have stopped to gaze upon 
them. The eldest, who yet was very young, was leading his sister 
hand in hand, with slow and graceful steps, mimicking the courtesy 
of men. But when his eye caught Vivian’s, the boy uttered a 
loud cry of exultation, and rushed, with tlie eagerness of infantile 
affection, to his gentle and favourite playmate. They were the 
young Clevelands. With what miraculous quickness will man 
shake ofl* the outward semblance of grief, when his sorrow is a 
secret ! The mighty merchant, who knows that in four-aiid-twcnty 
hours the world must be astounded by his insolvency, will walk in 
the front of his confident creditor, as if ho were the lord of a thou- 
sand argosies— the meditating suicide will smile ou the arm of a 
companion, as if to breathe in this sunny world were the most 
ravishing and rapturous bliss. We cling to our stations in our 
fellow-creatures’ minds and memories; we know, too well, the 
frail tenure on which we are in this world, great and considered 



VIVIAN GREY. 


145 

personagfes. Experience makes us shrink from the specious sneer 
of sympathy ; and when we are ourselves falling:, bitter Memory 
whispers, that we have ourselves been ne«?lectful. 

And so it was, that, even unto these infants, Vivian Grey dared 
not appear other than a gay and easy-hearted man ; and in a mo- 
ment he WHS dancing them on his knee, and playing with their curls, 
and joining in their pretty prattle, and pressing their small and 
fragrant lips. 

It was night when he paced down . He passed his club: 

that club, to become a member of which, had once been the object 
of his high ambition, and to gain which privilege had cost such 
hours of canvassing ; such interference of noble friends ; and the 
incurring of favours from so many people, “ which never could be 
forgotten ! ” 

A desperate feeling actuated him, and lie entered the Club- 
house. He walked into the great saloon, and met some fifty most 
parficiilar frieiuls,” all of whom asked him, “ how the Marquess 
did,” or liave you seen Cleveland ? ” and a thousand other as 
comfortable queries. At length, to avoid tlicse disagreeable ren- 
contres, and indeed to rest himself, he went to a smaller and more 
private room. As he opened the door, his eyes lighted upon 
Cleveland. 

I Jc was standing with his back to the fire. There were only two* 
other persons in the room: one was a friend of Cleveland's, and 
the other an acquaintance of Vivian’s. TIic latter was writing at 
the table. 

When Viviiin saw Cleveland, he would have retired, but he w'as 
bid to “ come in,” in a voice of thunder. 

As be entered, lie instantly perceived tliat Cleveland was under 
the influence of wine. When in this situation, unlike other men, 
Mr. Cleveland’s conduct was not distinguished by any of the little 
iinpi'oprieties of behaviour, by which a man is always known by 
liis friends “to be very drunk.” He neither reeled, nor hiccuped, 
nor grew maudlin. The effect of drinking uj)on him, was only to 
increase the intensity of the sensation by which liis mind was, at 
the moment, influenced. He did not even lose the consciousness 
of identity of persons. At this moment, it was clear to Vivian 
that Cleveland was under the influence of the extremest passion : 
his eyes rolled widely, and seemed fixed only upon vacancy. As 
Vivian was no friend to scenes before strangers, lie bowed to the 
two gentlemen, and saluted Clevtland with his wonted ctndiality ; 
bat hir proffered hand was rudely repelled. 

“Away!” exclaimed Cleveland, in a furious tone; “ I have no* 
friendship for traitors ! ” 

The two gentlemen stared, and the pen of the writer stopped, 

10 
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“ Clevelaiid ! ” said Vivian, in an earnest whisper, as lie came 
up close to bim ; — “ for God's sake, contain yourself. I have written 
you a letter which explains all — but ** 

" Out ! out upon you! Out upon your honied words, and your 
soft phrases ! I have been their dupe too long and he struck 
Vivian. 

^ Sir John Poyniiigsl” said Vivian, with a quivering lip, turn- 
ing to the gentleman who was writing at the table — ‘‘ we were 
school-fellows; circumstances have prevented us from meeting 
often in after-life, but I now ask you, with the frankness of an old 
acquaintance, to do me the sad service of accompanying me in 
this quarrel — a quarrel which I call Heaven to witness is not of 
my seeking.” 

The Baronet, who was in the Guards, and, although a great 
dandy, quite a man of business in these matters, immediately rose 
from his seat, and led A’^ivian to a corner of the room. After 
some whispering, he turned round to Mr. Cleveland, and bowed to 
him with a very significant look. It was evident that Cleveland 
comprehended his meaning, for, though he was silent, he im- 
mediately pointed to the other gentleman — his friend, Mr. Cas- 
tleton. 

" Mr. Castleton,” said Sir John, giving his card, “Mr. Grey 
will accompany me to my rooms in Tall Mall; it is now ten 
o'clock ; we shall wait two hours, in wliich time I hope to hear 
from you. I leave time, and place, and terms, to yourself, 1 only 
wish it to be understood, that it is the particular desire of my prin- 
cipal that the meeting should be as speedy as possible.” 

About eleven o’clock, the communication from Mr. Castleton 
arrived. It was quite evident that Cleveland was sobered, for in 
one instance Vivian observed that the style was corrected liis 

own hand. The hour was eight the next morning, at 

Common, about six miles from town. 

Poynings wrote to a professional friend to be on the ground at 
half-past seven, and then he and Vivian retired. 

Did you ever figlit a duel? No! nor send a challenge either? 
Well! you are fresh indeed! Tis an awkward business after all 
— «vcn for the boldest. After an immense deal of negotiation, 
and giving your opponent every opportunity of coming to an 
honourable understanding, the fatal letter is, at length, signed, 
sealed, and sent. You pass your mornings at your second’s apart- 
ments, pacing his drawing-room, with a (piivering lip, and uncer- 
tain step. At length he enters with an answer ; and while he roads, 
you endeavour to look easy, with a countenance merry with the 
most melancholy smile. You have no appetite for dinner, but you 
are too brave not to appear at table ; and you are called out after 
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the second glass by the arrival of your solicitor, who comes to 
alter your will. You pass a restless night, and rise in the morning 
as bilious as a Bengal general. Urged by impending fate, you 
make a desperate effort to accommodate matters : but in the con- 
test between your pride and your terror, you, at the same time, 
prove that you are a coward, and fail in the negotiation. You 
both fire — and miss — and then the seconds interfere, and then you 
shake hands, everything being arranged in the most honourable 
manner, and to the mutual satisfaction of both parties. The next 
day you are seen pacing Bond Street, with an erect front, and a 
flashing eye — ^with an air at once dandyish and heroical — a mix- 
ture, at the same time, of Brumraell and the Duke of Wellington. 

It was a fine f'ebruary morning. Sir John drove Vivian to the 
ground in his cabriolet. 

** Nothing like a cab, Grey, for the business you are going on. 
You glide along the six miles in such style, that it actually makes 
you quite courageous. I remember once going down, on a similar 
puri)ose, in a post and ])air ; and ’pon my soul, when I came to the 
ground, my hand shook so that I could scarcely draw. But I was 
green then. Now, when 1 go in my cab, with Fhilidor with hk 
sixtoen-mile-an-hour paces, egad ! I wing my man in a trice ; and 
take all the parties home to Pall Mall, to celebrate tlic event with 
a grilled bone, Havannahs, and llegent’s punch. Ah! there! that 
is Cleveland that we have just passed, going to the ground in a 
chariot: he is a dead man, or ray name is not Poynings — 

‘‘Como, Sir John; no fear of Cleveland’s dying,” said Vivian, 
with a smile. 

“ Wliat, you mean to fij'e in the air, and all that sort ^of thing? 
— sentimental, but slip-slop I ” 

The ground is measured — till is arranged. Cleveland, a splendid 
shot, fired first. lie grazed V^ivian’.s elbow. Vivian fired in the 
air. The seconds interfered. Cleveland was implacable — and 
“ in the most irregular manner,” as Sir Jolin declared, insisted 
upon another shot. To the astoni.'^liment of all, lie fired quite 
wild. Vivian shot at random ; and his bullet pierced Cleveland’s 
heart. Cleveland sprang nearly two yards from the ground, and 
tlien fell upon his back. In a moment Vivian was at the side of 
his fallen antagonist ; but the dying man “ made no sign” — he 
stared wildly, and then closed his eyes for ever ! 


CHAPTER VI. 

When Vivian Grey remembered his existence, he found himself 
in bed. The curtains of liis couch were closed ; but, as he stared 
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arouDd him, they were softly withdrawn, and a face that recalled 
everything^ to his recollection, gazed upon him with a look of 
affectionate anxiety. 

**My fiither!” exclaimed Vivian — but the finger pressed on the 
parental lip warned him to silence. His father knelt by his side, 
and then the curtains were again closed. 

Six weeks, unconsciously to Vivian, had elapsed since the 
fatal day, and he was now recovering from the effects of a fever, 
from which his medical attendants had supposed he never could 
have rallied. And what had been the past? It did, indeed, 
seem like a hot and feverish dream. Here was he, once more in 
his own quiet room, watched over by his beloved parents ; and had 
there then ever existed such beings as the Marquess, and Mrs. 
Lorraine, and Cleveland, or were they only the actors in a vision ? 
‘•'It must be so,” thought Vivian; and he jumped up in his bed, 
and stared wildly around him. “ And yet it was a horrid dream I 
Murder! horrible murder! — and so real! so pali)ablc! — I muse 
upon their voices, as upon familiar sounds, and I recall all the 
events, not as the shadowy incidents of sleep — that mysterious 
existence, in which the experience of a century seems caught 
in the breathing of a second — but as the natural, and mate 
rial consequences of time and stirring life. Oj no! it i.^, 
too true!’* shrieked the wTctchcd sufferer, as his eye glanced 
npon a despatch-box which was on the table, and which had 
been given to him by Lord Carabas; “it is true! it is true! 
Murder! murder!” He foamed at the mouth, and sunk ex- 
hausted on his pillow. 

But the human mind can master many sorrows, and after a 
desperate relapse, and another miraculous rally, Vivian Grey rose 
from his bed. 

“ My father ! I fear that I shall live ! ” 

“ Hope, rather, my beloved! ” 

“ Oh! why should I hope?” and the sufferer's head sunk upon 
his breast. 

“ Do not give way, my son ; all will yet be w'ell, and v:e shall all 
yet be happy,” said the father, with streaming eyes. 

“ Happy ! oh, not in this world, my father !” 

“ Vivian, my dearest, your mother visited you this morning, 
but you WTre asleep. She was quite happy to find you slumbering 
80 calmly.” 

“ And yet my dreams were not the dreams of joy. — O, my 
mother! yem were wont to smile upon me — alas! you smiled upon 
your sorrow.” 

“ Vivian, my beloved ! you must indeed restrain your feelings. 
At your age, life cannot be the lost game you think it. A little 
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repose, uud I shall yet see niy boy the honour to society which he 
deserves to be.” 

‘‘ Alas ! my father, you know not what I feel ! The spriii^ness 
of my mind has gone. O man, what a vain fool thou art ! Na- 
ture has been too bountiful to thee. She has given thee the best 
of friend.^, and thou valuest not the gift of exceeding price, until 
thy griefs are past even friendship’s cure. O, my father ! why did I 
leave thee?” and he seized Mr. Grey’s hand with convulsive grasp. 

Time flew on, even in this house of sorrow. My boy,” said 
Mr. Grey to his sou one day, ‘‘ your mother and I have been con- 
sulting together about you; and we think, now that you have 
somewhat recovered your strength, it may be well for you to leave 
England for a short time. The novelty of travel will relieve your 
mind, without too much exciting it ; and if you can manage by 
the autumn to settle down anywhere within a thousand miles of 
England, why we will come and join you, and you know that will 
be very pleasant. What say you to this little plan?” 

In a few weeks after this proposition had been made, Vivian 
Grey was in Germany. He wandered for some months in that 
beautiful land of rivers, among which flows the Rhine, matchless 
in its loveliness ; and at length the pilgrim shook the dust off his 
feet at PIcidelburg, in which city Vivian proposed taking up his 
residence. It is, in truth, a place of surpassing loveliness ; where 
all the romantic wildness of German scenery is blended with the 
soft beauty of the Italian. An immense plain, which, in its ex- 
tent and luxuriance, reminds you of the fertile tracts of Lombardy, 
is bordered on one side by the Bergstrasse Mountains, and on the 
other by the range of the Vosges. Situate on the river Neckar, 
in a ravine of the Bergstrasse, amid mountains covered with vines, 
is lleidelburg: its ruined castle backing the city, and still frown- 
ing from one of the most commanding heights. In the middle of 
the broad plain may be distinguished the shining spires of Mann- 
heim, Worms, and Frankenthal; and* pouring its rich stream 
through this luxuriant land, the beautiful and abounding Rhine 
receives the tribute of the Neckar. The range of the Vosges 
forms the extreme distance. 

To the little world of the little city of which he was now an 
habitant, Vivian Grey did not appear a broken-hearted man. He 
lived neither as a recluse nor a misanthrope. He became ex- 
tremely addicted to field sports, especially to hunting the wild 
boar ; for he feared nothing so much as thought, and dreaded no- 
thing so much as the solitude of his own chamber. He was an 
early riser, to escape from hideous dreams ; and at break of dawn, 
he wandered among the wild passes of the Bergstrasse ; or, climb- 
ing a lofty ridge, was a watcher for the rising' sun ; and in the 
evening he sailed upon the star-lit Neckar. 
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BOOK V. 

CHAPTER L 

Thou rapid Aar! thy waves are swollen by the snows of a 
thousand hills — ^but for whom are thy leaping waters fed ? — Is it 
for the Rhine ? 

Calmly, 0 placid Neckar, does thy blue stream glide through 
thy vinc-clad vales ; but calmer seems thy course when it touches 
the rushing Rhine ! 

How fragrant are the banks which are cooled by thy dark- green 
waters, thou tranquil Maine ! — but is not the perfume sweeter of 
the gardens of the Rhine ? 

Thou impetuous Nah! I lingered by thine islands of nightin- 
gales, and I asked thy rushing waters why they disturbed the 
music of thy groves ? They told me, they were hastening to the 
Rhine! 

Red Moselle! fierce is the swell of thy spreading course; but 
why do thy broad waters blush when they meet the Rhine ? 

Thou delicate Meuse I how clear is the current of thy limpid 
wave ; as the wife yields to the husband, do thy pure waters yield to 
the Rhine ! 

And thou, triumphant and imperial River, flushed with the 
tribute of these vassal streams ! thou art thyself a tributary, and 
hastenest even in the pride of conquest to confess thine own 
vassalage ! But no superior stream exults in the homage of thy 
servile waters ; the Ocean, the eternal Ocean, alone comes forward 
to receive thy kiss ! not as a conqueror, but as a parent, he wel- 
comes with proud joy his gifted child, the offspring of his honour ; 
thy duty — his delight ; thy tribute — thine own glory ! 

Once more upon thy banks, most beauteous Rhine! In the 
spring-time of my youth I gazed on thee, and deemed thee match- 
less. Thy vine-enamoured mountains, thy spreading waters, thy 
traditionary crags, thy shining cities, the sparkling villages of 
thy winding shores, thy antique convents, thy grey and silent 
castles, the purple glories of thy radiant grape, the vivid tints of 
thy teeming flowers, the fragrance of thy sky, the melody of thy 
birds, whose carols tell the pleasures of their sunny woods ; are 
they less lovely now, less beautiful, less sweet ? 

^The keen emotions of our youth are often the occasion of our 
estimating too ardently ; but the first impression of beauty, though 
often overcharged, is seldom supplanted: and as the first great 
author which he reads is reverenced by the boy as the most 
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immortal, and the .first beantiful woman tliat he meets is aaneti- 
fied by him as the most adorable; so the impressions created 
upon us by. those scenes of nature which first realise the romance 
of our reveries never escape from our minds, and are ever conse- 
crated in our memories; — and thus some great spirits, after liaving 
played their part on the theatre of the world, have retired from 
the blaze of courts and cities, to the sweet seclusion of some spot, 
with which they have accidentally met in the earliest years of 
their career. 

But we are to speak of one who had retired from the world 
before his time. 

Upwards of a year had elapsed since Vivian Grey left England. 
The mode of life which he pursued at Ileidelburg for 'many 
months, has already been mentioned. He felt himself a broken- 
hearted man, and looked for death, whose delay was no blessing ; 
but the feelings of youth which had misled him in his burning 
hours of joy, equally deceived him in his days of sorrow. He 
lived ; and in the course of time, found each day that life was less 
burdensome. The truth is, that if it be the lot of man te sufier, 
it is also his fortune to forget. Oblivion and Sorrow share our 
being, as Darkness and Light divide the course of time. It is not 
in liuman nature to endure extremities, and sorrows soon destroy • 
either us or themselves. Perhaps the fate of Niobe is no fable, 
but a type of the callousness of our nature. There is a time in ^ 
human sufiering when succeeding sorrows are but like snow fall- 
ing on an iceberg. It is indeed horrible to think that our peace 
of mind should arise, imt from a retrospection of the past, but 
from a forgetfulness of it ; but, though this peace be prefaced at 
the best by a mental opiate, it is not valueless; and Oblivion, 
after all, is a just judge. As wc retain but a faint remembrance 
of our felicity, it is but fair that the smartest stroke of sorrow 
should, if bitter, at least be brief. But in feeling that he might 
yet again mingle in the world, Vivian Grey also felt that he must 
meet mankind with different feelings, and view their pursuits witli 
a different interest. He woke from his secret sorrow in as 
changed a state of being, as the water nymph from her first em- 
brace ; and he woke with a new possession, not only as miraculous 
as Undine’s soul, but gained at as great a price, leading to as 
bitter results. The nymph woke to new pleasures and to new 
sorrows ; and innocent as an infant she deemed mankind a god, 
and the world a paradise. Vivian Grey discovered that this deity 
was but an idol of brass, and tliis garden of Eden but a savage 
waste ; for if the river nymph had gained a soul, he had gained 
experience. 

Experience — ^mysterious spirit I whose result is felt byaU, whoae 
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nature is described by none. The father warns the son of thy 
approach, luid sometimes looks to thee as his offspring’s cure, and 
his own consolation. We hear of thee in the nursery — ^we hear 
of thee in the world — we hear of thee in books ; but who has 
recognbed thee until be was thy subject, and who has discovered 
the object of so much fame, until he has kissed thy chain ? To 
gain thee is the work of all, and the curse of all ; thou art at the 
same time necessary to our happiness, and destructive of our 
felicity ; thou art the saviour of all things, and the destroyer of all 
things ; our best friend, and our bitterest enemy ; for thou teacliest 
us truth, and that truth is — despair. Ye youth of England, would 
that ye could read this riddle ! 

To wake from your bright hopes, and feel that all is vanity — ^to 
be roused from your crafty plans, and know that all is worthless, 
is a bitter, but your sure, destiny. Escape is impossible ; for 
despair is the price of conviction. How many centuries have fled, 
since Solomon, in his cedar palaces, sung the vanity of man! 
Though his harp was golden, and Ins throne of ivory, his feelings 
were not less keen, and his conviction not less complete. How 
many sages of all nations have, since the monarch of Jerusalem, 
echoed his sad philosophy ! yet the vain bubble still glitters, and 
still allures, and must for ever. 

The genealogy of Experience is brief; for Experience is the , 
child of Thought, and Thought is the child of Action. We can- 
‘ hot leiim men from books, nor can we form, from written descrip- 
tions, a more accurate idea of the movements of the human heart, 
than wc can of the movements of nature. A man may read all his 
life, and form no conception of the rush of a mountain torrent, or 
the waving of a forest of pines in a storm ; and a man may study 
in his closet the heart of liis fellow-creatures for ever, and have no 
idea of the power of ambition, or the strength of revenge. 

It is when we have acted ourselves, and have seen others acting ; 
it is when we have laboured ourselves under the influence of our 
passions, and have seen others labouring; it is when our great 
hopes have been attained, or have been baulked ; it is when, after 
having had the human heart revealed to us, we have the first 
opportunity to think ; it is then, that the whole truth lights upon 
us; it is then that we ask of ourselves whether it be wise to 
endure such anxiety of mind, such agitation of spirit, such harrow- 
ing of the soul, to gain what may cease to interest to-morrow, or 
for which, at the best, a few years of enjoyment can alone be 
afforded ; it is then that we waken to the hollowness of all human 
things ; it is then that the sayings of sages and the warnings of 
prophets are explained and understood ; it is then that we gain 
Ez^rience. 
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Vivian Grey was now about to join, for the second timCi the 
great and agitated crowd of beings, who are all intent in the 
search after that undiscoverable talisman — Happiness. That he 
entertained any hope of being the successful inquirer, is not to be 
imagined. He considered that the happiest moment in human 
life is exactly the sensation of a sailor who has escaped a ship- 
wreck ; and that the mere belief that his wishes arc to bo 
indulged, is the greatest bliss enjoyed by man. 

How far his belief was correct, liow he prospered in this, his 
second venture on the great ocean of life, it is our business to 
relate. There were moments when he wished himself neither 
experienced nor a philosopher — ^moments when he looked back to 
the lost paradise of his innocent boyhood — ^those glorious hours, 
when the unruffled river of his Life mirrored the cloudless heaven 
of his Hope 1 


CHAPTER IL 

Vivian pulled up his horse as he ascended through the fine beech 
wood which leads immediately to the city of Frankfort, from the 
Darmstadt road. The crowd seemed to increase every moment, 
but as they were all hastening the same way, his progress was not 
much impeded. It was Frankfort fair ; and all countenances were 
expressive of that excitement which we always experience at great 
meetings of our fellow-creatures ; whether the assemblies be for 
slaughter, pleasure, or profit, and whether or not we ourselves join 
in the banquet, the battle, or the fair. At the top of the hill is 
an old Roman tower, and from this point the flourishing city of 
Frankfort, with its picturesque Cathedral, its numerous villas, and 
beautiful gardens in the middle of the fertile valley of the Maine, 
burst upon Vivian’s sight. On crossing the bridge over the river, 
the crowd became almost impassable, and it was with the greatest 
difficulty that Vivian steered his way through the old narrow wind- 
ing streets, full of tall ancient houses, with heavy casements and 
notched gable ends. These structures did not, however, at the 
present moment, greet the traveller with their usual sombre and 
antique appearance : their outside walls were, in most instances, 
covered with pieces of broad cloth of the most showy colours; red, 
blue, and yellow predominating. These standards of trade were 
not merely used for the purpose of exhibiting the quality of the 
articles sold in the interior ; but, also, of informing the curious 
traveller, the name and nation of their adventurous ownexa. In- 
scriptions in German, French, Russian, English, Italian, and even 
Hebrews appeared in striking characters on each woollen specimen; 
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wid, m if these were not sufficient to sttriu^ the attention of the 
passenger, an active apprentice, or assistant, commented in elo* 
quent terms on the peculiar fairness and honestj of his master. 
The public squares, and other open spaces, and indeed every spot 
which was secure from the hurrying wteels of the heavy old- 
fashioned coaches of the Frankfort aristocracy, and the spirited 
pawings of their sleek and long-tailed coach horses, were covered 
with large and showy booths, which groaned under the accumulated 
treasures of all countries: French silks and French clocks, ri- 
valled Manchester cottons and Sheffield cutlery ; and assisted to 
attract or entrap the gazer, in company with Venetian chains, 
Neapolitan coral, and Vienna pipeheads : here was the booth of a 
great bookseller, who looked to the approaching Leipsic fair fm: 
some consolation for his slow sale, and the bad taste of the people 
of Frankfort; and there was a dealer in Bologna sausages, who 
felt quite convinced that in some things the taste of the Frankfort 
public was by no means to be lightly spoken of. All was bustle, 
bargaining, and business : there were quarrels and conversation in 
all languages ; and Vivian Grey, although he had no chance either 
of winning or losing money, was amused. 

At last, Vivian gained the High Street; and here, though the 
crowd was not less, the space was greater ; and so in time he ar- 
rived at the grand hotel of the Roman Emperor," where he 
stopped. It was a long time before he could be informed whether 
Baron Julius von Koiiigstein at present honoured that respectable 
establishment with his presence ; for, although Vivian did some- 
times succeed in obtaining an audience of a hurrying waiter, that 
personage, when in a huny, has a peculiar habit of never attending 
to a question which a traveller addresses to him. In this dilemma 
Vivian was saluted by a stately-looking personage above the com- 
mon height. He was dressed in a very splendid uniform of green 
and gold, covered with embroidery, and glittering with frogs. He 
wore a cocked hat, adorned with a flowing parti-coloured plume, 
and from his broad golden b«lt was suspended a weapon of singular 
shape, and costly workmanship. This personage was as stiflf and 
fitately as he was magnificent. His eyes were studiously preserved 
from the profanation of meeting the ground, and his well-supported 
neck seldom condescended to move from its perpendicular position. 
His coat was buttoned to the chin and over the breast, with the ex- 
ception of one small aperture, which was elegantly filled up by a 
delicate white cambric handkerchief, very redolent of rich per- 
fumes. This gorgeous gentleman, who might have been 
for an elector of the German Empire, had the German Empire been 
in existence, or the governor of the city at the least, turned out to 
he the chasseur of the Baron von Konigstein; and with his ooortly 
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assistance, Vivian soon found himself ascending the staircase of the 
Roman Emperor. 

Vivian was ushered into an apartment, in which he found three 
or four individuals at breakfast. A middle-aged man of distin- 
guished appearance, in a splendid chamber robe, sprung up from a 
many-cushioned easj-chair, and seized his hand as he was 
announced. 

My dear Mr. Grey! I have left notes for you at the principal 
hotels. And how is Eugene ? wild blood for a student, but an ex- 
cellent heart — and you have been so kind to him ! He feels under 
such particular obligations to you. Will you breakfast? — Ah! I 
see you smile at my supposing a horseman unbreakfasted. And 
have you ridden here from Heidelburg this morning ? Impossible ! 
Only from Darmstadt ! I thought so ! You were at the Opera then 
last night. And how is the little Signora? We are to gain her 
though ! trust the good people of Frankfort for that ! Pray be 
seated, but really I am forgetting the commonest rules of breeding. 
Next to the pleasure of having friends, is that of introducing them 
to each other — Prince, you will have great pleasure in being intro- 
duced to my friend Mr. Grey — Mr. Grey ! — Prince Salvinski ! my 
particular friend, Prince Salvinski. The Count von Altenburgh ! 
Mr. Grey ! my very particular friend, the Count von Altenburgh. 
And the Chevalier de Boeffleura! Mr. Grey! my most particular 
friend, the Chevalier de Bceffleurs." 

Baron Julius voii Konigsteiu was minister to the Diet of Frank- 
fort, from a first-rate German Power. In person he was short, 
but delicately farmed ; his head a little bald, but as he was only 
fivc-and-tliirty, tliis could scarcely be from age ; and his remaining 
hair, black, glossy, and curling, proved that their companion ring- 
lets had not been long lost. His features were small, but not 
otherwise remarkable ; except a pair of liquid black eyes, of great 
size, which would have hardly become a stoic, and which gleamed 
with great meaning, and perpetual animation. 

I understand, Mr. Grey, that you ore a regular philosopher. 
Pray who is the favourite master ? Kant or Fichte ? or is there 
any other new star who has discovered the origin of our essence, 
and proved the non-necessity of eating? Count, let' me help you 
to a little more of these saucisses aux choux. I am afraid, from 
Eugene’s account, that you are almost past redemption ; and 1 am 
sorry to say, that although I am very desirous of being your phy- 
sician and effecting your cure, Frankfort will supply me with very 
few means to work your recovery. If you could but get me an 
appointment once again to your delightful London, I might indeed 
produce some effect; or were I even at Berlin, or atyourdelicioaB 
Vienna, Count Altenburgh ! (the Count bowed) ; or at that Para- 
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dfie of women, Warsaw, Prince Salvinski ! ! (the Prince bowed) ; 
or at Paris, Chevalier ! ! ! (the Chevalier bowed) ; why then, indeed, 
you should have some difficulty in finding an excuse for being in 
low spirits with Julius von Konigstein! But, Frankfort, — eh! de 
Boeffleurs?” 

‘‘ Oh ! Frankfort ! ** siglied the French Chevalier, who was also 
attached to a mission in this very city, and who was thinking of his 
own gay Boulevards, and his brilliant Tuileries. 

We are mere citizens here!” continued the Baron, taking a 
long pinch of snuff, — ‘'mere citizens! Do you snuff?” and here 
he extended to Vivian a gold box, covered with the portrait of a 
crowned head, surrounded with diamonds. A present from the 
King of Sardinia, when I negotiated the marriage of the Duke 

of and his niece, and settled the long-agitated controversy 

about the right of anchovy fishing on the left shore of the Mediter- 
ranean. 

“ But the women,” continued the Baron, « the women — that is 
a different thing. There is some amusement among the little 
bourgeoises, who are glad enough to get rid of their commercial 
beaus ; whose small talk, after a waltz, is about bills of exchange, 
mixed up with a little patriotism about their free city, and some 
chatter about what they call — * the fine arts their awful collec- 
tions of ‘the Dutch school:^ — ^school forsooth! a cabbage, by 
Gerard Dow I and a candlestick, by Mieris! And now will you 
take a basin of soup, and warm yourself, while his Higlmess con- 
tinues his account of being frozen to death this spring at the top 
of Moiit-Blanc: how was it, Prince ?” 

“Your Highness has been a great traveller?” said Vivian. 

“ 1 have seen a little of most countries : these things are in- 
teresting enough when we are young ; but when we get a little 
more advanced in life, the novelty wears off, and the excitement 
ceases. I have been in all quarters of the globe. In Europe I 
have seen everything except the miracles of Prince Hohenlohe. 
In Asia everything except the ruins of Babylon. In Africa, I 
have seen everything but Timbuctoo ; and in America, everything 
except Crokeris Mountains.” 

Next to eating, music is the business in which an Austrian is 
most interested, and Count von Altenburgh having had the mis- 
fortune of destroying, for the present, one great source of his 
enjoyment, became now very anxious to know what chance there 
existed of his receiving some consolation from the other. Push- 
ing his plate briskly from him, he demanded with an anxious air — 
“ Gan any gentleman inform me what chance there is of the Sig- 
nora coming ?” 

“Nonewsto-daj,” said the Baron, with a mournful look; “lam 
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almost in despair ;^wliat do you think of the last notes that have 
been interchanged?” 

" Very little chance^” said the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, shaking 
his head; “really these burghers, with all their affected enthu- 
siasm, have managed the business exceedingly bad. No opera can 
possibly succeed, that is not conducted by a committee of noblemen.” 

“Certainly!” said the Baron; “we arc sure then to have the 
best singers, and be in the Gazette the same season.” 

“ Which is much better, I think, Von Konigstein, than paying 
our bills, and receiving no pleasure.” 

“But,” continued the Baron, “these clumsy buighers, with 
their affected enthusiasm, as you well observe, who could have con- 
templated such novices in diplomacy ! Whatever may be the issue, 
1 can at least lay my head upon my pillow, and feel that I have 
done my duty. Did not I, de Boetfleurs, first place the negotiation 
on a basis of acknowledged feasibility and mutual benefit ? Who 
drew the protocol, I should like to know ? Who bafiled the in- 
trigues of the English Minister, the Lord Amelius Fitz-fudgo 
Boroughby ? Who sat up one whole night with the Signora's friend, 
the Russian Envoy, Baron Squallonoft‘ — and who was it that first 
arranged about the extra chariot?” — and here the representative 
of a first-rate German Power looked very much like a resigned 
patriot, who feels that he deserves a ribbon. 

“No doubt of it, niy dear von Konigstein,” echoed the French 
Charge d'Affaircs, “ and 1 think, wliatcvcr may be the result, that 
I, too, may look back to this negotiation with no ungratified feelings. 
Had the arrangement been left as 1 had wished, merely to the 
ministers of the Groat Powers, I am confident that the Signora 
would have been siugiiig this night in our Opera House.” 

“ What is tlic grand point of difference at present?” asked the 
Austrian. 

“ A terrific one,” said the Baron ; “ the lady demanded twenty 
covers, two tables, two carriages, o\% of which I arranged should 
be a chariot ; that at least the town owes to me ; and, what else ? 
merely a town mansion and establishment. Exerting myself day 
and night, these terms were, at length, agreed to by the muni- 
cipality, and the lady was to ride over from Darmstadt to sign and 
seal. In the course of her ride, she took a cursed fiincy to the 
country villa of a great Jew banker, and since that moment the 
arrangement has gone off. We have offered her everything — the 
commandant’s country castle — ^liis lady’s country farm — the villa 
of the director of the Opera — the retreat of our present prima 
donna — ^all in vain. We have even hinted at a temporary repose 
in a neighbouring royal residence — but all useless. The banker and 
the Signora, are equally intractable, and Frankfort is in despair.” 
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"She ought to have signed and sealed at Darmstadt,’^ said the 
Count, very indignantly. 

" To be sure ! — ^thej should have closed upon her caprice, and 
taken her vrhen she was in the fancy/' 

" Talking of Opera girls,” commenced the Polish Prince, " I 
remember the Countess Katszinski ” 

"Your Highness has nothing upon your plate,” quickly retorted 
the Baron, who was in no humour for a story. 

" Nothing more, I thank you,” continued the Prince : " as I was 

sayirg, I remember the Countess KSfezinski but just at this 

moment the door opened, and ErnstorfT entered and handed a dis- 
patch to the Baron, recommending it to his Excellency's particular 
attention. 

“Business, I suppose,” said the Plenipotentiary: “it may wait 
till to-morrow.” 

“From M. Clarionet, your Excellency.” 

“ From M. Clarionet ! ” eagerly exclaimed the Baron, and tore 
open the epistle. “ Gentlemen ! congratulate me — congratulate 
yourselves — congratulate Frankfort ; ” and the diplomatist, over- 
come, leant back in his chair. “ She is ours, Salvinski ! she is 
ours. Von Altenhurgh! she is ours, my dear dc Boeffleurs! Mr. 
Grey, you arc most fortunate ; the Signora has signed and sealed 
— all is arranged — she sings to-night ! What a fine spirited body 
is this Frankfort municijhility ! what elevation of soul! what 
genuine enthusiasm ! — eh 1 de Beeffleurs ? ” 

“ Most genuine 1 ” exclaimed the Chevalier, who hated German 
music with all liis heart, and was now humming an air from La 
Dame Blanche. 

“ But mind, my dear friend — ^this is a secret, a cabinet secret — 
the municipality are to have the graLiucatiori of announcing the 
event to the city in a public decree — it is but fair. I feel that I 
have only to hint, to secure your silence.” 

At this moment, with a thoifsand protestations of secrecy, the 
party broke up, each hastening to have the credit of first spreading 
the joyful intelligence through the circles, and of depriving the 
Frankfort senate of their hard-earned gratification. The Baron, 
who was ill high spirits, ordered the carriage to drive Vivian round 
the ramjiarts, 'where he was to be introduced to some of the most 
fashionable beauties, previous to the evening triumph. 


CHAPTER III, 

Vivian passed a week very agreeably at Frankfort. In the 
Baron aud his friends he found the companions that he had need 
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of; their conyersation and pursuits diverted his mind without en- 
gaging his feelings, and allowed him no .pause to brood. There 
were moments, indeed, when he found in the Baron a companion 
neither frivolous nor uninstructive. His Excellency had travelled 
in most countries, and had profited by his travels. His taste for 
the fine arts was equalled by his knowledge of them ; and his ac- 
quaintance with many of the most eminent men of Europe enriched 
his conversation with a variety of anecdotes, to which his liv( ' v 
talents did ample justice. He seemed fond, at times, of showing 
Vivian that he was not a mere artificial man of the world, destitute 
of all feelings, and thinking only of himself : he recurred with 
satisfaction to moments of his life, when his passions had been in 
fuD play ; and, while he acknowledged the errors of his youth with 
candour, he excused them with grace. In short, Vivian and he 
became what the world calls friends ; that is to say, they were men 
who had no objection to dine in each other's company, provided 
the dinner were good ; assist each other in any scrape, provided no 
particular personal responsibility were incurred by the assistant ; 
and live under the same roof, provided each were master of his 
own time. Vivian and the Baron, indeed, did more than this — 
they might have been described as particular friends — for his Ex- 
cellency had persuaded our hero to accompany him for the summer 
to the Baths of Ems, a celebrated German watering place, situate 
in the duchy of Nassau, in the vicinity of the Rhine. 

On the morrow they were to commence their journey. The fair 
of Frankfort, which had now lasted nearly a month, was at its close. 
A bright sunshiny afternoon yvm stealing into twilight, when 
Vivian, escaping from the principal street, and the attractions of 
the Braunfels, or chief shops under the Exchange, directed his steps 
to some of the more remote and ancient streets. In crossing a 
little square, his attention was excited by a crowd, which had as- 
sembled round a conjuror ; who from the top of a small cart, which 
he had converted into a stage, was haranguing, in front of a green 
curtain, an audience with gn^at fervency, and apparently with great 
efiect ; at least Vivian judged so, from the loud applauses which 
constiuifly burst forth. The men pressed nearer, shouted, and 
clapped their hands; and the anxious mothers struggled to lift their 
brats higher in the air, that they might early forma due conception 
of the powers of magic ; and learn that the m iternal threats vvliicli 
were sometimes extended to them at home, were not mere idle 
boasting. Altogether the men with their cocked hats, stiff holiday 
coats, and long pipes; the women with their glazed gowns of 
bright fancy patterns, close lace caps, or richly-chased silver head- 
gear ; and the children with their gaping mouths and long lieads 
of hair, offered quaint studies for a Germau or Flemish paiuter. 
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Vivian became also one of the audience, and not an uninterested 
one. 

The appearance of the conjuror was peculiar. He was not much 
more than five feet hi^g^h, but so slightly formed, that he reminded 
you rather of the boy, than the dwarf. The upper part of his face 
was even delicately moulded ; his sparkling black eyes became his 
round forehead, which was not too much covered by his short 
glossy black hair ; his complexion was clear, but quite olive ; his 
nose was very small and straight, and contrasted singularly with 
Lis enormous mouth, the thin bluish lips of which were seldom 
closed, and consequently did not conceal his large square teeth, 
which, though very white, were set apart, and were so solid that 
they looked almost like double teeth. This enormous mouth, 
which was supported by large jawbones, attracted the attention of 
the spectator so keenly that it was some time before you observed 
the prodigious size of the ears, which also adorned this extra- 
ordinary countenance. The costume of this being was not less 
remarkable than his natural appearance. He wore a complete 
under-dress of pliant leather, which fitted close up^to his throat, 
and down to his wrists and ankles, where it was clasped with large 
fastenings, either of gold or some gilt material. This, with the 
addition of a species of hussar jacket of green cloth, which was 
quite unadorned, with the exception of its vivid red lining, was the 
sole covering of the conjuror; who, with a light cap and feather in 
Lis hand, was now haranguing the spectators. The object of his 
discourse was a panegyric of liimself, and a satire on all other 
conjurors. He was the only conjuror — the real one — a worthy 
descendant of the magicians of old. 

‘‘Were I to tell that broad-faced Ilcrr,” continued the conjuror, 
“ who is now ga])ing opposite to me, that this rod is the rod of 
Aaron, mayliap he would call me a liar ; yet were I to tell liim 
that lie was the soli of his father, he would not think it wonderful ! 
And yet, can he prove it ? My friends, if I am a liar, the whole 
world is a liar — and yet any one of you who’ll go and proclaim 
that on the Braunfels will get his skull cracked. Every truth is 
not to be spoken, and every lie is not to be punished. 1 have told 
yoii that it is better for you to spend your money in seeing my 
tricks, than in swigging scimaps in the chimney corner ; and yet, 
my friends, this may be a lie. I have told you that the profits of 
this whole night shall be given to some poor and worthy person 
ill this town ; and perhaps I shall give them to myself. What 
then ! I shall speak the truth ; and you will perhaps crack my 
skull. Is this a reward for truth ? O generation of vipers ! My 
friends, what is truth ? who can find it in Frankfort ? Suppose I 
call upon you, Mr. Baker, and sup with you this evening; you will 
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-receive me as a neig^hbourly man sliould, tell me to make myself 
at home, and do as I like. Is it not so ? I see you smile, os if 
my visit would make you bring out one of the bottles of your best 
Asmanshausen ! ” 

Here the crowd laughed out ; for we are always glad when 
there is any talk of another’s hospitality being put to the test, 
although we stand no chance of sharing in the entertainment our- 
selves. The baker looked foolish, as all men singled out in a 
crowd do. 

« Well, well,” continued the conjuror ; “ I have no doubt his 
wine would be as ready as your tobacco, Mr. Smith ; or a wafila 
from your basket, my honest cake-seller;” and so saying, with a 
long thin wand the conjuror jerked up the basket of an itinerant 
and shouting pastry-cook, and immediately began to thrust the 
contents into his mduth with a rapidity ludicrously miraculous. 
The laugh now^ burst out again, but the honest baker joined in it 
this time with an easy spirit. 

“Be not disconcerted, my little custard-monger; if thou art 
honest, thou shalt prosper. Did I not say that the profits of this 
night were for the most poor and the most honest ? If thy stock 
in trade were in thy basket, my raspberry-puff, verily thou art* not 
now the richest hero ; and so, therefore, if thy character be a fair 
one — that is to say, if thou only cheat five times a-day, and give a 
tenth of thy clioatery to the poor — thou shalt have the benefit. I 
ask thee again, what is truth ? If I sup with the baker, and he 
tells me to do what I like with all that is liis, and I kiss Ills wife, 
he will kick me out ; yet to kiss his wife might be my pleasure, if 
her breath were sweet. I ask thee again, wliat is truth ? Truth 
they say lies in a well ; but perhaps this is a lie. How do we know 
that truth is not in one of these tAVO boxes?” asked the conjuror, 
placing his cap on his head, and holding one small snutf-box to a 
tall, savage-looking, one-eyed Bohemian, who, with a comrade, had 
walked over from the Austrian garrison at Mentz. 

I sec but one box,” growled the soldier. 

‘•'It is because thou hast only one eye, friend; open the other, 
and thou shalt see two,” said the conjuror in a slow malicious tone, 
with his neck extended, and his hand with the hateful box out- 
stretched in it. 

Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, Til soon stop tliy prate, 
chitterling ! ” belloAved the enraged Bohemian. 

“Murder! — the protection of the free city against the Emperor 
of Austria, the King of Bohemia, Hungary, and Lombardy I ” and 
the knave retreated to the very extremity of the stage, and affect- 
ing 'agitating fear, hid himself behind the green curtain, from a 
side of which his head was alone visible, or rather an immense red 

11 
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tongue, which wagged in all shapes at the unlucky soldier, except 
when it retired to the interior of his mouth, to enable Mm to 
reiterate Murder and invoke the privileges of the free city of 
Frankfort. 

When the soldier was a little cooled, the conjuror again came 
forward, and, having moved his small magical table to a comer, 
and lit two tapers, one of which he placed at each side of the 
stage, he stripped off his hussar jacket, and began to imitate a 
monkey ; an animal wliich, by the faint light, in his singular cos- 
tume, he very much resembled. How amusing were his pranks ! 
He first plundered a rice plantation, and then he cracked cocoa- 
nuts ; then he washed his face, and arranged his toilet with his 
right paw ; and finally, he ran a race with his ova tail, which 
humourous appendage to his body was very wittily ptTformed for 
the occasion, by a fragment of an old tarref rope. His gambols 
were so diverting, tliat they even extracted applause from his 
enemy the one-eyed scrjcaiit ; and, emboldened by the acclama- 
tions, from monkeys the conjuror began to imitate men. He first 
drank like a Dutchman, and having reeled round with a thousand 
oaths to the manifold amusement of the crowd, he suddenly began 
to ^moke like a Prussian. Nothing could be more admirable 
than the look of complacent and pompous stolidity with which he 
accompanied each puff of his pipe. The applause was continued ; 
and the one-eyed Bohemian serjeant, delighted at the ridicule 
which w(is lieapcd on his military rival, actually threw the mimic 
some grosclicn, 

‘‘Keep thy pence, friend,” said the conjuror ; “ thou wilt soon 
owe me more ; we have not yet closed accounts. My friends, I 
have drank like a Dutchman ; I have smoked like a Prussian ; and 
now — I will cat like an Austrian!” — and here the immense mouth 
of the actor seemed distended even a hundred degrees bigger, 
while with gloating eyes and extended arms he again set to at tlic 
half-emptied wafila basket of the unhappy pastry-cook. 

“ Now, by our black Lady of Altotiug, thou art an impudent 
varlet!” growled the Austrian soldier. 

“ You arc losing your temper again,” retorted the glutton, with 
his mouth full ; “how difficult you are to please! — AVell, then, if 
the Austrians may not be touched, what say you to a Bohemian — 
a tall one-eyed Bohemian serjeant, with an appetite like a hog, 
and a liver like a lizard ?” 

“ Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, this is too much!” and 
the soldier sprang at the cojunror, 

“Hold liim!” cried Vivian Grey; for the mob, •frightened at 
the soldier, gave way. • 

“ There is a genders voice under a dark doak ! ” cried the cov^ 
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juror ; “ but I want no assistance ; and so sayings, with a dex- 
terous spring the conjuror leaped over the heads of two or three 
staring children, and ligdited on the nape of the seiyeaut's gigantic 
neck ; placing his forefingers behind each of the soldier’s ears, he 
threatened to slit them immediately, if he were not quiet. The 
Serjeant’s companion, of course, came to his rescue, but Vivian 
engaged him, and attempted to arrange matters. “ My friends, 
surely a gay word at a fair is not to meet with military punish- 
ment ! What is the use of living in the free city of Frankfort, or 
indeed, in any other city, if jokes are to he answered with oiiths, 
and a light laugh met with a heavy blow ? Avoid bloodshed, if 
possible, but stand by the conjuror. His business is gibes and 
jests, and this is the first time that I ever saw Merry Andrew 
arrested. Come, m^ood fellows ! ” said he to the soldiers, we 
had better be otf : so important as you and 1 should not be 

spectators of these mummeries.” The Austrians, who understood 
Vinan’s compliment literally, were not sorry to make a dignified 
retreat ; particularly as the mob, encouraged by Vivian’s inter- 
ference, began to show fight. Vivian also took his departure as 
soon as he could possibly steal ofF unnoticed ; but not before he 
had been thanked by the conjuror. 

“ I kiH'w there was gentle blood under that cloak. If you like 
to sec the Mystery of the Crucifixion, wHli the Resurrection, and 
real fireworks, it begins at eight o’clock, and you sliall be admitted 
gratis. T knew there was gentle blood under that cloak, and some 
day or other, when your 1 1 ighness is in distress, you shall not want 
the aid of Esspee GjiiOKOii: ! ” 


CHAPTER IV. 

It was late in the cv<‘ning, when a britzska stopped at the post- 
house of Coblentz. The passage-boat from Bingen had just ar- 
rived ; and a portly judge from the Danube, a tall, gaunt IVussiaii 
officer, a sketcliing English artist, two University students, and 
some clotli-nierdiants, returning from Frankfort fair, were busily 
occupied at a long table in the centre of the room, at an araph^ 
banquet, in which sour-crout, cherry soup, and savory sausages 
were not wanting. 8o keen were the appetites of these worthies, 
that the entrance of the new comers, who seated themselves at a 
small table in the corner of the room, was scarcely noticed ; anil 
for half an hour nothing was heard but the sound (ff crashing jaws, 
and of rattling knives and forks. How singular is tlie sight of a 
dozen hungry individuals intent upon their prey! What a noisy 
silence I A human voice was at length heard. It proceeded from 
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tong^ue, which wagged in all shapes at the unlucky soldier, except 
when it retired to the interior of his mouth, to enable him to 
reiterate Murder!** and invoke the priviteges of the free city of 
Frankfort. 

When the soldier was a little cooled, the conjuror again came 
forward, and, having moved his small magical table to a comer, 
and lit two tapers, one of which he placed at each side of the 
stage, he stripped off his hussar jacket, and began to imitate a 
monkey ; an animal which, by the faint light, in his singular cos- 
tume, he very much resembled. How amusing were his pranks! 
He first ^dundcred a rice plantation, and then he cracked cocoa- 
nuts ; then he washed his face, and arranged his toilet with his 
right paw ; and finally, he ran a race with his own tail, which 
humourous appendage to his body was very wittily performed for 
the occasion, by a fragment of an old tarrell rope. His gambols 
were so diverting, tliat they even extracted applause from his 
enemy the one-eyed sorjeant ; and, emboldened by the acclama- 
tions, from monkeys the conjuror began to imitate men. Ho first 
drank like a Dutchman, and having reeled round w'itli a tliousand 
oaths to the manifold amusement of the crowd, he suddenly began 
to ^moke like a Prussian. Nothing could be more admirable 
than the look of complacent and ])om])ous stolidity with which he 
accompanied each puff of his pipe. The applause was continued ; 
and the one-eyed Bohemian serjeant, delighted at the ridicule 
which was heaped on his military rival, actually threw the mimic 
some groscheu. 

‘‘Keep thy pence, friend,” said the conjuror ; “ thou wilt soon 
owe me more ; we have not yet closed accounts. My friends, I 
hove drank like a Dutchman ; I have pmoked like a Prussian ; and 
now — I will cat like an Austrian!” — and here the iraiiicnse mouth 
of the actor seemed distended even a hundred degrees bigger, 
while witli gloating eyes and extended arms he again set to at the 
half-emptied wafila basket of the unhappy j)astry-cook. 

“ Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, thou art an impudent 
varlet!” growled the Austrian soldier. 

“ You are losing your temper again,” retorted the glutton, with 
his mouth full; “ how difficult you are to please! — Well, then, if 
the Austrians may not be touched, what say you to a Bolieniian — 
a tall one-eyed Bohemian serjeant, with an appetite like a hog, 
and a liver like a lizard ?” 

“Now, by our black Lady of Altoting, this is too much!” and 
the soldier sprang at the cojuuror. 

“Hold liim!” cried Vivian Grey; for the mob,*frightened at 
the soldier, gave way. * 

“ There is a gentle’s voice under a dark cloak ! ” cried the con- 
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juror ; ** but I want no asgi^^tance ; ” and so sayings, with a deit* 
terous spring the conjuror leaped over the heads of two or three 
staring children, and lighted on the nape of the serjeant's gigantic 
neck ; placing his forefingers behind each of the soldier’s ears, he 
threatened to slit them immediately, if he were not quiet. The 
Serjeant’s companion, of course, came to his rescue, but Vivian 
engaged him, and attempted to arrange matters. “ My friends, 
surely a gay word at a fair is not to meet with military punish- 
ment ! What is the use of living in the free city of Frankfort, or 
indeed, in any other city, if jokes are to be answ'ered with oatlis., 
and a light laugh met with a heavy blow ? Avoid bloodshed, if 
possible, but stand by the conjuror. Ilia business is gibes and 
jests, and this is the first time that 1 ever saw Merry Andrew 
arrested. Come, m^^ood fellows!” said he to the soldiers, “we 
bad better be oif: lAn so important as you and 1 should not be 
spectators of these mummeries.” The Austrians, who understood 
Vivian’s compliment literally, were not sorry to make a dignified 
retreat ; particularly as the mob, ejicouraged by Vivian’s inter- 
ference, began to show fight. Vivian also took his departure as 
soon as be could possibly steal off unnoticed ; but not before he 
had been thanked by the conjuror. 

“ I knew there wm gentle blood under that cloak. If you like 
to sec the Mysteiyr of the Crucifixion, with the Resurrection, and 
real fireworks, it begins at eight o’clock, and you shaJJ be admitted 
gratis. I knew there was gentle blood under that cloak, and some 
djjy or other, when your inglme.s.s is in distress, you shall not want 
the aid of E.sspee GuouaE ! ” 


CHAPTh:il IV. 

It w.^s lafc in tlic evening, when a britzska stopped at the post- 
hou.^e of Cobloiitz. The passage-boat from Bingen had just ar- 
rived; and a portly judge from the Danube, a tall, gaunt Prussian 
ofiicer, a sketching English artist, two University students, and 
soTue cloth-merchants, returning from Friinkfort fair, w^cre busily 
occupied at a long table in the centre of the room, at an ample 
banquet, in which sour-crout, cherry soup, and savory sausages 
were not wanting. So keen were the appetites of these wortliies. 
that the entrance of the new comers, who seated thomselves at a 
small table in the corner of the room, was scarcely noticed ; and 
for half an hour nothing was heard but the sound df crasliing jaws, 
and of rattling knives and forks. How singular is the sight of a 
dozen hungry individuals intent upon their prey! What a noisy 
silence ! A human voice was at length heard. It proceeded from 
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the fat judge ; a man at once convivial, dignified, and economical : 
he had not spoken for two minutes before his character was evident 
to every person in the room, although he flattered himself that his 
secret purpose was concealed from all. Tired with the thin Mo- 
selle gratuitously allowed to the table, the judge wished to com- 
fort himself with a glass of more generous liquor; aware of the 
price of a bottle of good Rudesheimer, he was desirous of forming 
a co-partnership with one or two gentlemen in the venture ; still 
more aware of his exalted situation, he felt it did not become him 
to appear in the eyes of any one as an unsuccessful suppliant. 

“This Moselle is very thin," observed the judge, shaking his 
head. 

“Very fair table-wine, I think," said the artist, refilling his 
tumbler, and then proceeding with his sketch, which was a rough 
likeness, in black chalk, of the worthy ma^iftirate himself. 

“Very good wine, I think," swore the Prussian, taking the 
bottle. With the officer there was certainly no chance. 

The cloth-merchants mixed even this thin Moselle with water, 
and therefore they could hardly be looked to as boon companirnis ; 
and the students were alone left. A German student is no flinchcr 
at the bottle, although he generally drinks beer. These gentry, 
-however, were no great favourites with the magistrate, who was a 
loyal man, of regular habits, and no encourager of brawls, duels, 
and other still more disgraceful outrages ; to all which abomina- 
/tions, besides drinking beer and chewing tobacco, the German 
student is remarkably addicted : but in the present case, what was 
to be done ? He ofiered the nearest a pinch of snuff, as a mode of 
commencing his acquaintance, and cultivating his complacency. 
The student dug his thumb into the box, and with the additional 
aid of the fore-finger swcej)ing out half its contents, growled out 
something like thanks, and then drew up in his scat, as if he had 
. too warmly encouraged the impertinent intrusion of a Philistine, 
to whom lie had never been introduced. 

The clotli-merchant, ceasing from sipping his meek liquor, and 
taking out of his pocket a letter, from which he tore off the back, 
carefully commenced collecting with his forc-fingcr the particles of 
dispersed snuff in a small pyramid, which, when formed, was dex- 
terously slided into the paper, then folded up and put into his 
pocket ; the prudent merchant contenting himself for the moment 
with the refrcslimeiit which was afforded to his senses by the truant 
particles which had remained in his nail. 

“Waiter, a bottle of Riidesheimer!" bellowed the judge; “and 
if any gentleman or gentlemen would like to join me, they may," 
he added, in a more subdued tone. No one answered, and the 
bottle was put down. The judge slowly poured out the bright yel- 
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low fluid into a tall bell glass, adorned with a beautiful and en- 
circling wreath of vine leaves : he held the glass a moment before 
the lamp, for his eye to dwell with still greater advantage on the 
transparent radiancy of the contents ; and then deliberately pouring 
them down his throat, and allowing them to dwell a moment on his 
])riliite, he uttered an emphatic and sucking in his breath, 

leaned back in his chair. The student immediately poured out a 
glass from the same bottle, and drank it ofl‘. The judge gave him 
a look ; — and then blessed himself that, though his boon companion 
wiis a brute, still he would lessen the expense of the bottle, which 
neaily amounted to a day’s pay ; and so he again filled his glass — 
hut this was merely to secure his fair portion. He saw the student 
was a rapid drinker ; and, although he did not like to hurry his 
own eiijnynjent, he thausrht it most prudent to keep his glass well 
stored by his side. 

“ I Iiopo your Lordships have had a pleasant voyage,” exclaimed 
a man, entering the room rapidly as he spoke; and, deliberately 
Wiilkiiig up to the table, he pushed betw’een two of the cloth-mer- 
ehaiits, wdio quietly made way ; and then placing a small square 
box before liini, immediately opened it, and sweejnng aside the 
tli^hc*s and glasses which surrounded him, began to fill their places 
with cups, balls, rings, and other mysterious-looking matters, which 
generally accompfiny a conjuror. 

“ 1 hoi)e your Jjordships have had a j)leasant voyage. I have 
been thinking of you all the day. (Here the cups were arranged.) 
Xext to myself, 1 am interested for my friends. (Here the rice 
was sprinlvled.) I came from Fairy-hind this morning. (Here 
the trick was executed.) "Will any gentleman lend me a liandher- 
chief? Now, sir, tie any knot you choose: — tighter — tighter — 
tight as you can — tight as you can : — now pull ! — Why, sir, where’i^ 
your knot ? ” Here most of the coiiijiany good-naturedly laughed 
at a trick which had amused them before a hundred times. But 
the dignified judge had no taste for such trivial amusements; and, 
besides, he thought that all this noise spoilt the pleasure of his wine, 
and prevented him from catching the flavour of his Rudesheimer. 
^Moreover, the judge w'as not in a very good humour. The student 
a[)peared to have very little idea of the rules and regulations of a 
fair partnership ; for not only did he not regulate his draughts by 
the moderate example of his bottle companion, but actually filled 
the glass of his University friend, and even ofiered the precious 
green flask to his neighbour, the cloth-merchant. Tliat humble 
individual modestly refused the proffer. The very unexp(‘ctcd cir- 
cumstance of having his health drank by a stranger seemed alone* 
to have produced a great impression upon him ; and adding a little 
more ^vatcr to his already diluted potation, he bowed most reve- 
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reiitly to the student, who, in return, did not notice him. All these 
little circumstances prevented the judge from laughing at the per- 
formances of our Mend Essper George; for we need Jiardly 
mention that the conjuror was no other. His ill-humour did not 
escape the lord of the cups and balls ; who, as was his custom, im- 
mediately began to torment him. 

“ Will you choose a card?" asked the magician of the judge, 
with a most humble look. 

« No, sir!" 

Essper George looked very penitent, as if he felt he had taken 
■i great liberty by his application ; and so to compensate for his 
incorrect behaviour, he asked the magistrate whether he would 
have the goodness to lend him his watch. The judge was irate, 
and determined to give the intruder a set down. 

I am not one of those who can be amAed by tricks that his 
grandfather knew." 

‘•Grandfather I " shrieked Essper ; “what a wonderful grandfather 
yours must have been ! All my tricks arc fresh from Fairy-land 
this morning. Grandfather, indeed ! Pray, is this your grand- 
father?" and here the conjuror, loaning over the table, with a 
rajiid catch drew out from the fat paunch of the judge, a long, 
grinning wooden figure, with great staring eyes, and the palT(^t 
nose of a Pulcincllo. The laugh which followed this 
hand was loud, long, and universal. The judge lost his tamper; 
and Essper George took the opportunity of the confusion to drink 
oft* the glus.s of Kudesheimer, which stood, as we have mentioned, 
l eady charged, at the magistrate's elbow. 

’'I'he waiter now went round to collect the money of the various 
guests who had partaken of the boat-supper; and, of course, 
cliarged the judge extra for his ordered bottle, bowing at the same 
uiiie very low, as was proper to so good a customer. These little 
attentions at inns oncourage expenditure. The judge tried at the 
same time the bottle, which he found empty, and applied to his 
two boon companions for their quota ; but Hie students aftected a 
sort of brutal surprise at any one having the impudence to imagine 
that they were going to pay their proportion ; and flinging down 
the money for their own supper on the table, they retired ; the 
lUiigistrate, calling loudly for the landlord, foUow^ed them out of 
the room. 

Essper George stood moralizing at the table, and emptying every 
glass whose contents were not utterly drained ; with the exception 
of the tumblers of the cloth-merchants, of whose liquor he did not 
approve. 

Poor man 1 to get only one glass out of his own bottle 1 Ay ! 
oall for M. Maas ; threaten as you will. Youi* graudflither will 
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not hdp you here. Blood out of a wall, and money out of a stu*^ 
dent, come the fpme day.— Ah! is your Excellency here?"' said 
Essper, turning round to our two travellers with affected surprise, 
althoug^h he had observed them the whole time. Is your Excel- 
lency here ? I have been looking for you through Frankfort this 
whole morning. There! — it will do for your glass. It is of 
chamois leather ; and I made it myself, from a beast I caught last 
summer in the valley of the Rhone." So saying, he threw over 
Vivian's neck a neat cliain, or cord, of very curiously-worked 
leather. 

“ Who the devil is this, Grey?" asked the Baron. 

“ A funny knave, whom 1 once saved from a thrashing, or some- 
thing of the kind, which I do him the justice to say he well 
deserved.” 

“Who the devil is this?” said Essper George. “ Why that is 
exactly the same question I myself asked when I saw a tall, 
])ompous, ])roiul fellow, dressjed like a peacock on a May morning, 
landing at tlie door just now. lie looked as if he would pass 
liimself off for an ambassador at least ; but 1 told him that if he 
got his wages paid, he was luckier than most servants. Was I 
right, your Excelloney ?” 

“ I'oor Ernstorff ! ” said tlie Baron, laughing. “ Yes ; he cer- 
tainly gets paid. Hero, you are a clever varlct ; fill your glass.'* 

“ No, no wine. — Don't you hear the brawling, and nearly the 
hloodslu'd, wliicli are going on up-stairs about a sour bottle of Kudes- 
heimer ? and here I see two gentles who have ordered the best 
wine merely to show that they are masters and not servants of the 
green peacock — and lo! cannot get through a glass — Lord! lord! 
wliat is iiiun ? If my fat friend, and his grandfather, would but come 
down stairs again, here is liquor enough to make wine and water 
of the Danube; for he comes from tlience by his accent. No, I'll 
have none of your wine ; keep it to throw on the sandy floor, that 
the dust may not hurt your delicate shoes, nor dirt the hand of 
tlie gentleman in green and gold when he cleans them for you 
in the morning.” 

Here the Baron laughed again, and, as he bore his impertinence, 
Ess])er George immediately became polite. 

“ Does your Highness go to Ems?" 

“We Iiardly know, my friend." 

“Oh! go there, gentlemen. I havc« tried them all — Aix-la-^ 
Chapclle, Spa, Wisbaden, Carlsbad, Pyrmont, every one of them ; 
hut what are these to Ems ? there we all live in the same house, 
and eat from the same table. When there, I feel that you are^all 
under my protection — I consider you all as my children. Besides, 
the country — how delightful! the mountains — ^the valleys — ^tho 
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river — the woods — and then the company so select! no sharpers 
— ^no adventurers — ^no blacklegs : at Ems you c^ be taken in by 
no one except your intimate friend. To Ems, by all means. I 
would advise you, however, to send the gentleman in the cocked 
hat on before you to engage rooms; for I can assure you that you 
will have a hard chance ; the baths are very full.” 

And how do you get there, Essper ?” asked Vivian. 

“Those are subjects on which I never speak,” answered the 
conjuror, with a solemn air. 

“ But have you all your stock in trade with you, my good fellow? 
Where is the Mystery ? ” 

“ Sold, sir, sold ! I never keep to anything long ; ^Variety is ..the. 
mother of Enjoyment. At Eras I slmll not be a conjuror : but I 
never part with my box. It takes no more room than one of 
those medicine chests, which I dare say you have got with you in 
your can-iage, to prop up your couple of shattered constitutions.” 

“ By Jove ! you arc a merry impudent fellow,” said the Baron ; 
“ and if you like to get up behind my britzska, you may.” 

“ No ; I carry my own box, and my own body, and I shall be at 
Ems to-morrow in time enough to receive your Lordships.” 


CHAPTER V. 

In a delightful valley of Nassau, formed by jhc picturesque 
windings of the Taiinus Mountains, and on the i)anks of the noisy 
river Lahn, stands a vast brick pile, of irregular architecture, 
which nearly covers an acre of ground. This building was for- 
merly a favourite palace of the ducal house of Nassau ; but the 
present Prince has thought proper to let out the former residence 
of his family, as an hotel for the accorainodation of the company, 
who ill the season frequent this, the most lovely spot in his lovely 
little duchy. This extensive building contains two hundred and 
thirty rooms, and eighty baths; and these apartments, which are 
under the management of an official agent, who lives in the 
“ Princely Bathing House,” for such is its present dignified title, 
are to be engaged at fixed prices, which arc marked over the 
doors. All the rooms in the upper story of the Princely Bathing 
House c»pen on, or arc almost immediately connected with, a long 
corridor, which extends -the whole length of the building. The 
ground floor, besides the space occupied by the baths, also aftords 
a spacious promenade, arched with stone, and surrounded with 
stalls, behind which are marshalled vendors of all the possible 
articles wdiich can be required by the necessities of the frequenters 
of a watering-place. There you ore greeted by the jeweller of the 
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Palais Royal, and the marchandc demode of the Rue de la P«ux; 
the printseller from Manheim, and the china-dealer from Dresden ; 
and other small speculators in the various fancy articles which 
abound in Vienna, Berlin, Geneva, Basle, Strasburgh, and Lau- 
sanne; such as pipes, costumes of Swiss peasantry, crosses of 
Mont Blanc crystal, and all varieties of national bijouterie. All 
things may here be sold, save those which administer to the nourish- 
ment of the body, or the pleasure of tile palate. Let not those of 
my readers, who have already planned a trip to the sweet vales of 
the Taunus, be frightened by this last sentence. At Ems ‘‘ eat- 
ables and drinkables"’ are excellent, and abounding ; but they are 
solely supplied by the restaurateur, who farms the monojioly from 
the Duke. This gentleman, who is a pupil of Beauvillier’s, and 
who has conceived an exquisite cuisine, by adding to the lighter 
graces of French cookery something of the more solid virtues of 
the German, j)residos in a saloon of vast size and magnificent de- 
coration ; in wliicli, during the season, upwards of three hundred 
persons frequent the Table d’llote. It is the etiquette at Ems, 
tlnit, however distinguished or however humble the rank of the 
visitors, their fare and their treatment must bo alike. In one of 
the most aristocratic countries in the world, the sovereign prince 
and his tradesman subject may be found seated in the morning at 
the same board, and eating from the same dish ; as in the evening 
they may be seen staking on the same colour at the gaming-table, 
and sharing in the same interest at the Redoute. 

The situation of Ems is delightful. The mountains which form 
the valley are not, as in Switzerland, so elevated that they confine 
the air, or seem to impede the facility of breathing. In their fan- 
tastic forms, the picturesque is not lost in the monotonous ; and in 
the rich covering of their various wroods, the admiring eye finds, at 
the same tin)c, beauty and repose. Opposite the ancient palace, on 
the banks of the Lahn, are the gardens. In these, in a pavilion, 
a band of musicians seldom cease from enchanting the visitors by 
their execution of the most favourite sj)eciraens of German and 
Italian music. Numberless acacia arbours, and retired sylvan seats, 
arc liere to be found, where the student, or the contemplative, may 
seek refuge from the noise of his more gay companions, and the 
tedium of eternal conversation. In these gardens, also, are the 
billiard-room, and another saloon, in which each night meet, not 
merely those who are interested in the mysteries of rouge-et-noir, 
and the chances of roulette, but, in general, the whole of the 
company, male and female, who are frequenting the baths. In 
quitting the gardens for a moment, we must not omit mentioning 
the interesting booth of our friend the restaurateur, where coffee, 
clear and hot, and exquisite confectionery , are never wanting. Nor 
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should we forget the glittering pennons of the gay boats which 
glida along the Lahn ; nor the handsome donkeys, who, with their 
white saddles and red bridles, seem not unworthy of the princesses 
whom they sometimes bear* The gardens, with an alley of lime- 
trees, which ax'e farther on, near the banks of the river, afford easy 
promenades to the sick and debilitated ; but the more robust and 
active need not fear monotony in the valley of the Lahn. If tliey 
sigh for the champaign country, they can climb the Wild passes of 
the encircling mountains, and from their tops enjoy the most mag- 
nificent views of the Rhine-land. There they may gaze on that 
mighty river, flowing through the prolific plain, wliicli, at the same 
time, it nourishes and adorns, — bounded on each side by moun- 
tains of every form, clothed with wood, or crowned with castles. 
Or, if they fear the fatigues of the ascent, they may wander far- 
ther up the valley, and in the wild dells, romantic forests, and grey 
ruins of Stein and Nassau, conjure up the old times of feudal 
tyranny when the forest was the only free land ; and he who out- 
raged the laws, the only one who did not suffer from their autho- 
rity. 

Besides the Princely Bathing House, I must mention, that there 
was another old and extensive building near it, whicli, in very full 
seasons, also accommodated visitors on the same system as the 
palace. At present, this adjoining building was solely occupied by 
a Russian Grand-Duke, who had engaged it for the season. 

Such is a slight description of Ems, a place almost of unique 
character; for it is a watering-place with every convenience, 
luxury, and accommodation; and yet without shops, streets, or 
houses. 

The Baron and Vivian were fortunate in finding rooms, for the 
Baths were very full; the extraordinary beauty of the weather 
having occasioned a very early season. They found themselves at 
the baths eairly on the morning after their arrival at Cobleiitz, and at 
three o’clock in the same day had taken their places at the dinner- 
table in the great saloon. At the long table upwards of two liim- 
dred and fifty guests were assembled, of different nations, and of very 
different characters. There was the cunning intriguing Greek, 
who served well his imperial master the Russian. The order of 
the patron saint of Moscow, and the glittering stars of other 
nations which sparkled on his green uniform, told how well he 
had laboured for the interest of all other countries except his 
own ; but his clear pale complexion, his delicately-trimmed mus- 
tachio, hk lofty forehead, his arched eyebrow, and his Eastern 
eye, recalled to the traveller, in spite of his barbarian trappings, 
the fine eountenaneet of the .£gean ; and became a form which 
apparently might have struggled in Thermopylm. Next to him 
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was the Austrian diplomatist, the Sosia of all cabinets; in whose 
gay address and rattling conversation you could hardly recognise 
the Bopliistical defender of unauthorised invasion, and the subtle 
inventor of Holy Alliances and Imperial Leagues. TJicu came 
the rich usurer from Frankfort, or the prosperous merchant from 
Hamburgh; who, with his wife and daughters, were seeking smnc 
recreation from his flourishing counting-house, in the sylvan 
gaieties of a German bathing-place. Flirting with tliese, was an 
adventurous dancing-master from Paris, whose profession at 
present was kept in the background, and whose well-curled black 
hair, diamond pin, and frogged coat, hinted at the mngiiifico 
incog, and also enabled him, if he did not choose in time to follow 
his own profession, ti> pursue another one, which he liad also 
studied, in the profitable mystery of tlic Redoute. There were 
many other individuals, whose common-place appearance did not 
reveal a character which perhaps they did not possess. There 
wer(j officers in all uniforms, — and there were some uniforms 
without officers. But all looked perfectly coniine il faut, and on 
the whole very select ; and if the great persons ondoavoured for a 
moment to forget their dignity, still these slight improprieties 
were amply made up by the affected dignity of those little persons 
who Iiad none to forget. 

And how like you the Baths of Ems?'^ the Baron asked of 
Vivian; ‘‘we shall get better seats to-morrow, and perhaps be 
among tliose wlioni you shall know. I see many friends and some 
agreeable ones. In the meantime, you must make a good dinner 
to-day, and 1 will amuse you, and assist your digestion by putting 
you up to some of the characters with whom you are dining.'' 

At this moment a party entered the room, wdio were rather 
late ill their appearance, but >vho attracted the attention of 
Vivian. The group consisted of three persons ; u very good- 
looking young man, who supported on each arm a female. 
The lady on his riglit arm was apparently of about fivc-aud- 
twenty years of age. She was of majestic stature; her com- 
plexion of untinged purity. Her features were like those concep- 
tions of Grecian sculptors, wJiich, in moments of despondency, wc 
sometimes believe to be ideal. Her full eyes were of tlio same 
deep blue as a mountain-lake, and gleamed from under tlicir long 
lashes, as that purest of waters beneath its fringing sedge. Her 
brown light liair was braided from her high forehead, and Imng in 
long full curls over her neck ; the mass gathered up into a Grecian 
knot, and confined by a bandeau of cameos. She wore a dress of 
black velvet, whose folding drapery was confined round a waist 
which was in exact symmetry with the proportions of her full bust 
and the polished roundness of her bending neck. The countc- 
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nance of the lady was dignified, without any expression of pride ; 
and reserved, without any of the harshness of austerity. In gazing 
on her, the enraptured spectator for a moment believed that 
Minerva had forgotten her severity, and had entered into a 
delightful rivalry with Venus. 

Her companion was much younger, not so tall, and of slender 
form. The long tresses of her chestnut hair shaded her oval 
face. Her small aquiline nose, bright hazel eyes, delicate mouth, 
and the deep colour of her lips, were as remarkable as the trans- 
parency of her complexion. The flush of her cheek was singular 
— it was of a brilliant pink : you may find it in the lip of an Indian 
shell. The blue veins played beneath her arched forehead, like 
lightning beneath a rainbow. She was dressed in white, and a 
damask rose, half hid in her clustering hair, was her only orna- 
ment. This lovely creature glided by Vivian Grey filmost un- 
noticed, so fixed was his gaze on her companion. Yet, magnifi- 
cent as was the style of Lady Madeleine Trevor, there were few 
who preferred even her commanding graces to the softer beauties 
of Violet Fane. 

This party having passed Vivian, proceeded to the top of tlie 
room, where places had been kept for them. V^viau^s eye watcliod 
them till they were lost among surrounding visitors : their peculiar 
loveliness could not deceive him. 

“ English, no doubt,” observed he to the Baron; ‘‘ who can they 
be?*' 

“I have not the least idea — that is, I do not exactly know— I 
think they are English,” answered the Baron, in so confused a 
manner that Vivian rather stared. After musing a moment, t!ie 
Baron recovered himself. 

“ The unexpected sight of a face, we feel that we kiiow, and 
yet cannot immediately recognise, is extremely annoying — it is 
almost agitating. They arc English ; the lady in black is Lady 
Madeleine Trevor ; I knew her iu London.” 

<‘And the gentleman?” asked Vivian: “is the gentleman Mr. 
Trevor?” 

“ No ; Trevor, poor Trevor is dead, I tliiiik — ^is, I am sure, dead. 

That, I am confident, is not he. He was of the fjiinily, and 

was in office when I was in England. It was in my diplomatic 
capacity that I first became acquainted with him. Lady ^Jadc- 
leine was, and, as you see, is, a charming woman, — a very charming 
woman is Lady Madeleine Trevor.” 

“ And the young lady with her ?” 

“ And the young lady with her^ — cannot exactly say — I do not 
exactly know. Her face is familiar to me, and .yet I cannot 
remember her name. She must have been very young, as you 
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may see, when 1 was in England; she cannot now be above 
eighteen. Miss Fane most therefore have been very young when 
I was in England. Miss Fane! — how singular I should have 
recalled her name! — ^that is her name — ^Violet Fane-— a cousin 
or some relation of Lady Madeleine; — ^good family. Will you 
have some soup ?” 

Whether it were from not being among his friends, or some 
other cause, the Baron was certainly not in his usual spirits this 
day at dinner. Conversation, which with him was generally as 
easy as it was brilliant — like a fountain at the same time sparkling 
and fluent — ^was evidently constrained. For a few minutes he 
talked very fast, and was then uncommunicative, absent, and dull. 
He moreover drank a great deal of wine, which was not his 
custom ; but the grape did not inspire him. Vivian found amuse- 
ment in hi||pext neighbour, a forward, bustling man, clever in his 
talk, very fine, but rather vulgar. He was the manager of a 
company of Austrian actors, and had come to Ems on the chance 
of forming an engagement for his troop, who generally performed 
at Vienna. He had been successful in his adventure, the 41 *^ 11 - 
dukc having engaged the whole band at the New House, and in 
a few days the troop were to arrive ; at which time, the manager 
was to drop the character of a travelling gentleman, and cease to. 
dine at the Table d’Hote of Ems. From this man Vivian learnt 
that Lady Madeleine Trevor had been at the Baths for some time 
before the season commenced : that at present, hers was the party 
which, from its long stay, and eminent rank, gave the tone to the 
amusements of the place ; the influential circle which those who 
have frequented watering-places have often observed, and which 
may be seen at Ems, Spa, or Pyrmont, equally as at Harrowgiitc, 
Tunbridge Weils, or Cheltenham. 


CHAPTER VI. 

When dinner was finished, the party broke up, and most of 
them assembled in tlie gardens. The Baron, whose countenance 
had assumed its wojitcd cheerfulness, and wlio excused his previous 
dulncss by the usual story of a sudden headache, proposed to Vivian 
to join the promenade. The gardens were very full, and the 
Baron recognised many of his acquaintance. 

" My dear Colonel, — ^who possibly expected to meet you here ? 
why ! did you dine in the saloon ? 1 only arrived this morning 
— ^this is my friend, Mr. Grey — Colonel von Trumpetson.” 

‘‘An Englishman, I believe?” said the Colonel, bowing. He 
was a starch militaire, with a blue frock coat buttoued up to his 
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chin^ a bald head with a few grey hairs^ and long thin mustachios 
like a mandarin’s. «An Englishman, I believe pray, sir, will 
yon inform me whether the household troops in England wear the 
Marboeuf cuirass?” 

^ Sir ! ” said Vivian. 

I esteem myself particularly fortunate in thus meeting with an 
English gentleman. It was only at dinner to-day that a contro- 
versy arose between Major von Musquetoon and the Prince of 
Buttonstein on this point. As 1 said to the Prince, you may argue 
for ever, for at present we cannot decide the fact. How little did 
I think when I parted from the Major, tliat, in a few minutes, 
1 should be able to settle the question beyond a doubt; — 
esteem myself particularly fortunate in meeting with an English- 
man.” 

“ I regret to sa}^ Colonel, that the question is one that I cannot 
decide.” 

“ Sir, I wish you good morning,” said the Colonel, veiy drily ; 
and, staring keenly at Vivian, he walked away. 

“ pe is good enough to fight, I suppose,” said the Baron, with a 
smile and shrug of the shoulders, which seemed to return thanks 
to Providence, for having been educated in the civil service. 

At this moment Lady Madeleine Trevor, leaning on the arm of 
the same gentleman, passed, and the Baron bowed. The bow was 
coldly returned. 

You know her Ladyship, then! — ^well ! ” 

** I did know her,” said the Baron, “ but I see from her bow that 
I am at present in no very high favour. The truth is, she is a 
charming woman, but I never expected to see her in Germany, and 
there was some little commission of hers which I neglected — some 
little order for Eau de Cologne — or a message about a worked 
pocket handkerchief, which I utterly forgot ; — and then, I never 
wrote ! — and you know, Grey, that these little sins of omission 
are never forgiven by women.” 

*‘My dear friend, De Konigstcin — one pinch! one pinch!” 
chirped out a little old odd-looking man, with a very poudre head, 
and dressed in a costume in which the glories of the vieille coiir 
seemed to retire with reluctance. A diamond ring twinkled on 
the snuffy hand, which was encircled by a rich ruffle of dirty lace. 
The brown coat was not modern, and yet not quite such an one 
as was worn by its master, when he went to see the King dine in 
public at Versailles, before the Revolution : — large silver buckles 
still adorned the well-polished shoes; and silk stockings, whose hue 
was originally black, were picked out, with clock-work of gold. 

“My dear Marquis— I am most happy to see you; will you try 

ike bo^ngero ? ” 
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^With pleasim !«— A-ft-b ! what a box I a Louis-Quatorze, I 
Uiink?’' 

** Oh, no ! by no means so old." 

“Pardon me, my dear De Koni^ein; — I think a Louis^ 
Quatorze." 

“ I bougrht it in Sicily.” 

“ A-a-h ! ” slowly exclaimed the little man, shaking his head. 

“ Well, good afternoon,” said the Baron, passing on. 

“ My dear De Konigstein — one pinch ; you have often said yon 
have a particular regard for me.” 

“ My dear Marquis ! ” 

“A-a-h! I thought so — ^you have often said you would serve 
me, if possible.” 

“ My dear Marquis, be brief.” 

“A-a-h I I will — ^there’s a cursed crusty old Prussian officer 
here — one Colonel de Trumpetson.” 

“ Well, what can I do ? you arc surely not going to fight him ! ” 
A-a-h ! no, no, — I wish you to speak to him.” 

“Well, what?” 

“ He takes snuff.” 

“ What is that to me ?” 

“ He has got a box.” 

“Well!” 

“ It is a Louis-Quatorze — could not you get it for me ?” 

“ Good monung to you,” said the Baron, pulling on Vivian. 

“ You have had the pleasure, Grey, of meeting this afternoon 
two men, who have eacli only one idea. Colonel von Trumpetson, 
and the Marquess de la Tabatiere, are equally tiresome. But arc 
they more tiresome than any other man who always speaks on the 
same subject? We are more irritable, but not more wearied, with 
a man who is always thinking of the pattern of a button-hole, or 
the shape of a snuff-box, than with one who is always talking about 
pictures, or chemistry, or politics. The true bore is that man who 
thinks the w'orlJ is only interested in one subject, because he him- 
self can only comprehend one.” 

Here Lady Madeleine passed again ; and this time the Baron's 
eyes were fixed on the ground. 

A buzz and a bustle at the other end of the gardens, to which 
the Baron and Vivian were advancing, announced the entry of the 
Grand-Duke. His Imperial Highness was a tall man, with a quick, 
piercing eye, which was prevented from giving to his countenance 
the expression of intellect which it otherwise would have done, by 
the dull and almost brutal effect of his fiat, Calmuck nose. He 
was dressed in a plain, green unifoim, adorned by a single star ; 
but 1^ tightened waist, his stiff stock, and the elal^rate attentioii 
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ivhicli had evidently been bestowed upon his mustachio, denoted 
the military fop. The Qrand-Duke was accompanied by three or 
four stiff and stately-looking personages, in whom the severity of 
the martinet seemed sunk in the servility of the aide-de-camp. 

The Baron bowed very low to the Prince, as he drew near, and 
his Highness, taking off his cocked-hat with an appearance of cor- 
dial condescension, made a full stop. The silent gentlemen in the 
rear, who had not anticipated this suspense in their promenade, 
almost foundered on the heels of their royal master ; and frightened 
at the immincncy of the profanation, forgot their stiff pomp in a 
precipitate retreat of half a yard. 

“ Baron,” said his Highness, why have I not seen you at the 
New House ?” 

I have but this moment arrived, may it please your Imperial 
Highness.” 

“ Your companion,” continued the Grand-Duke, pointing very 
graciously to Vivian. 

“My intimate friend, my fellow-traveller, and an Englishman. 
May I have the honour of presenting Mr. Grey to your Imperial 
Highness ?” 

“ Any friends of the Baron von Konigstein I shall always feel 
gi'cat pleasure in having presented to me. Sir, I feel great 
pleasure in having you presented to me. Sir, you ought to be 
proud of the name of Englishman— sir, the English are a noble 
nation — sir, I have the highest respect for the English nation ! ” 

Vivian of course bowed very low ; and of course made a very 
proper speech on the occasion, which, as all speeches of that kind 
should be, was very dutiful and quite inaudible. 

“ And what news from Berlin, Baron ? let us move on,” and the 
Baron turned with the Grand-Duke. The silent gentlemen, 
settling their mustachios, followed in the rear. For about half an 
hour, anecdote after anecdote, scene after scene, caricature after 
caricature, were poured out with prodigal expenditure for the 
amusement of the Prince, who did nothing during the exhibition 
but smile, stroke his whiskers, and at tlie end of the best stories 
fence with his forefinger at the Baron’s side — ^wdtli a gentle laugh, 
and a mock shake of the head — ^and a “ Eh ! Von Konigstein, 
you’re too bad !” Here Lady Madeleine Trevor passed again, and 
the Grand-Duke’s hat nearly touched the ground. He received a 
most gracious bow. 

“ Finish the story about Salvinski, Baron, and then I will pre- 
sent you for a reward to the most lovely creature in existence — a 
countrywoman of your friend — ^Lady Madeleine Trevor.” 

“ I have the honour of a slight acquaintance with her,” said the 
Baron; “ I had the pleasure of knowing her in England.” ^ 



VIVIAN GREY. 


117 

Indeed ! Fortunate mortal ! I see slie has stopped — ^talking^ 
to some stranger. Let us turn and join her.*' 

The Grand-Duke and the two friends accordingly turned, and 
of course the silent gentlemen in the rear followed with due 
precision. 

“Lady Madeleine!” said the Grand-Duke, “I flattered myself 
for a moment that 1 might have had the honour of presenting 
to you a gentleman for whom I have a great esteem; but he has 
proved to me that he is more fortunate than myself, since he had 
the honour before me, of an acquaintance with Lady Madeleine 
Trevor.” 

“ I have not forgotten Baron von Konigstein,” said her Lady- 
ship, with a serious air ; “ may I ask his Highness how he pros- 
pered in his negotiation with the Austrian troop ?” * 

“ Perfectly successful ! lusjnred by your Ladyship's approbation, 
my steward has really done wonders. lie almost deserves a di- 
plomatic appointment for the talent wliicli lie has shown; but 
what should I do without Cracowsky? Lady Madeleine, can you- 
conceive what I should do without Cracowsky?” 

“ Not in the least.” 

“ Cracow.sky is everything to me. It is impossible to say what' 
Cractowsky is to me. 1 ow'e everything to Cracowsky. To Cra- 
cowsky I owe being here.” The Grand-Dnke bowed very low, 
for this ciilogiiun on his steward also conveyed a compliment to her 
Ltulyship. The Oraiid-Dukc was certainly right in believing that 
lie owed bis summer excursion to Ems to liis steward. Tliat wily 
I\)lc regularly every year put his Imperial master’s summer ex- 
cursion up to auction, and according to the biddings of the proprie- 
tors of the chief baths, did he take care that his master rcgiihitcd 
liis visit. The restaurateur of Eins, in collusion with the oifldal 
agent of tlic Duke of Nassau, wrere fortunate this season in having 
the Grand-Diikc knocked down to them. 

“May I flatter myself that Miss Fane feels herself better?” 
asked llic Grand-Duko. 

“ She certainly docs feel herself better, but my anxiety about 
her docs not decrease. In her illness apparent convalescence is 
sometimes as alarming as suflering.” 

The Grand-Duke continued by the side of Lady Madeleine 
for about twenty minutes, seizing every opportunity of uttering, 
in the most courtly tone, inane compliments ; and then trusting 
that he might soon have her Ladyship’s opinion respecting tlio 
Austrian troop at the New House ; and that Von Konigstein and 
his English friend would not delay letting him sec them there, his 
Imperial Highness, followed by his silent suite, left the gardens. 

“lam afraid Lady Madelciuc must have almost mistaken mo- 

12 
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for a tacitam lord diamliexiam,’’ and the Baron, oceupying^ imme- 
<liately the Grand-DuheV vacated side. 

" Siaron von Konigstein must be very changed, if sHence be im- 
puted to him as a fault,” said Lady Madeleine. 

Baron von Konigatein is very much changed since last he had 
the pleasure of conveGrsing with Lady Madeleine Trevor; more 
ehonged than she will perhaps believe; more changed than he 
can sometimes himself believe ; I hope, that he will not be less 
acceptable to Lady Madeleine Trevor, because he is no longer 
lUsh, passionate, and unthinking; because he has learnt to live 
more for others and less for himself.” 

" Baron von Konigstein does indeed appear changed ; since, by 
his own account, he has become, in a very few years, a being, in 
‘whose existence philosophers scarcely believe — a perfect man.” 

My self-conceit has been so often reproved by you, that I will 
imt apologise for a quality which I almost flattered myself I no 
longer possessed; but you will excuse, I am sure, one, who in 
zealous haste to prove himself amended, has, 1 fear, almost 
shown that he has deceived himself.” 

Some strange thoughts occurred to Vivian, while this conversa- 
tion was taking place. “ la this a woman to resent the neglect of 
an order for Eau de Cologne? My dear Von Konigatein, you are 
a very pleasant fellow, but this is not the way men apologise for the 
non-purchase of a pocfcet-liandkerchief!” 

^^Have you been long at £ms?” inquired the Baron, with an 
air of great deference. 

“ Nearly a month : we are travelling in consequence of the ill- 
liealUi of a relation. It was our intention to have gone on to Pisa, 
but our physician, m consequence of the extreme heat of the 
summer, is afraid of the fatigue of travelling, and has recom- 
mended £ms. The air between these mountains is very soft and 
pure, and I have no reason to regret at present that wc have not 
advanced farther on our journey.” 

“ The lady who was with your party at dinner is, I fear, your in- 
valid. She certainly does not look like one, I think,” said the 
Baron, with an effort, “ I think that her face is not unknown to me. 

It is difficult, even after so many years, to mistake Miss ” 

Fane — ” said Lady Madeleine, firmly ; for it seemed that the 
Baron required a little assistance at the end of his sentence. 

‘‘ Ems,” returned his Excellency, with great rapidity of utter- 
ance, — ‘‘ Ems is a charming place — at least to me. I have, within 
these few years, quite recurred to the feelings of my boyhood; 
nothing to me is more disgustingly wearisome than the gay bustle 
of a city. My present diplomatic appointment at Frankfort en- 
sures a constant life among the most charming scenes of nature. 
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Naples, which was offered to me, 1 refused. Eij^ht years ago, I 
should hare thought an appointment at Naples a Paradise on 
earth." 

“ You must indeed be changed.” 

How beautiful is the vicinity of the Rhine ! I hare passed 
within these three days, for almost the twentieth time in my life, 
through the Rheingau ; and yet how fresh, and lovely, and novel, 
seemed all its various beauties ! — ^My young travelling Gompaiiion 
is enthusiastic about this gem of Germany. — ^He is one of your 
Ladyship’s countrymen. Might I take the liberty of presenting to 
you — Mr. Grey! " 

Lady Madeleine, as if it could now no longer be postponed, in« 
troduced to the two gentlemen her brother, Mr. St. George. This 
gentleman, who, during the whole previous conversation, had kept 
his head in a horizontal position, looking neither to the right nor 
to the left, and apparently unconscious that any one was conversing 
witli Jiis sister, because, according to tlie English custom, he was 
not introduced — now suddenly tunied round, and welcomed his 
acquaintance with cordiality. ^ 

“ Mr. Grey,” asked her Ladyship, *^are you of Dorsetshire ? ” 

“ My mother is a Dorsetshire woman ; her family name is Vivian, 
which name I also bear.” 

‘‘ Then I tliink we arc longer acquainted than we have been in- 
troduced. I met your father at Sir Hargrave Vivian’s last Christ- 
inas. He spoke of you in those terras that make me glad that I 
have met his son. You have been long from England, I think ?” 

Nearly a year and a half.” 

The Baron had resigned his place by Lady Madeleine, and was 
already in close conversation with Mr. St. George, from whose 
arm Lady Madeleine’s was disengaged. No one acted the part of 
Asrnodcus with groater spirit than his Excellency ; and the secret 
history of every person whose secret history could be amusing, de- 
lighted Mr. St. George. 

“ There,” said the Baron, “ goes the son of an unknown father; 
his mother followed the camp, and her oii.fpring was early initiated 
in the mysteries of military petty larceny. As he grew up, he 
became the most skilful plunderer that ever rifled the dying of 
botli sides. Before he was twenty, he followed the army as a petty* 
chapman, and amassed an excellent fortune by re-acquiring after 
a battle, the very goods and trinkets which he had sold at an im* 
raense price before it. Such a wretch could do nothing but prosper^ 
and in due time, the sutler’s brat became a Commissary-general,. 
He made millions in a period of general starvation, and cleared at 
least a hundred thousand dollars, by embezsling the shoe leather 
during a retreat. He is now a Baron, covered with orders, mi 
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his daughters ore married to some of our iSrst nobles. There goes 
a Polish Count, who is one of the greatest gamblers in Christen- 
dom. In the same season he lost to a Russian general, at one 
game of chess, his chief castle, and sixteen thousand acres of 
woodland ; and recovered himself on another game, on which he 
won of a Turkish Pashaw one hundred and eighty thousand leopard 
skins. The Turk, who was a man of strict honour, paid the Count, 
by embezzling the tribute in kind of the province he governed; 
and as on quarter-day ^hc could not, of course, make up his ac- 
counts with the Divan, he joined the Greeks." 

While the Baron was entertaining Mr. St. George, the conver- 
sation between Lady Madeleine and Vivian proceeded 

Your father expressed great disappointment to me, at his 
being 'prevented paying you a visit. Do you not long to see 
him ? ” 

“ More than I can express. Did you think him in good 
spirits?” 

“ Generally so ; as cheerful as all fathers can be without tlicir 
onjy son.” 

Did he complain then of my absence ? ” 

He regretted it.” 

** I linger in Germany with the hope of seeing him ; other- 
wise I should have now been much farther south. Do you find Sir 
Hargrave as amusing as ever ? ” 

When is he otherwise than the most delightful of old men ? 
Sir Hargrave is one of my great favourites. I should like to per- 
suade you to return, and see them all. Cannot you hincy Chester 
Grange very beautiful now? Albert!” said her Ladyship, turning 
to her brother, “ what is the number of our apartments ? Mr. 
Grc}', the sun has now disappeared, and I fear the night air among 
these mountains. We have hardly yet summer nights, though v/e 
certainly have summer days. We shall he hap])y to see you at our 
rooms.” So saying, bowing very cordially to Vivian, and coldly lo 
the Baron, Lady Madeleine left the gardens. 

“ There goes the most dclighiful woman in the world,” said the 
Baron; “how fortunate that you know her! for really, as you 
might have observed, I have no great claims on lior indulgent 
notice. I was certainly very wild in England ; hut then, young 
men; you know, Grey ! — and I did not leave a card, or call, before 
I went ; and the English are very stiff and precise about those 
things ; and the Trevors had been very kind to me. I think we 
had better take a little coffee now; and then, if you like, we will 
just stroll into the Redouts.” 

In a brilliantly-illuminated saloon, adorned with Corinthian 
eelumns, and casts from some of the most famous antique statues, 
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assembled, between nine and ten o’clock in the evening, many of 
the visitors at Ems. On each side of the room was placed a long 
narrow table, one of which was covered with green baize, and un- 
attended; while the variously-colourcd leathern surface of the 
other w'as closely surrounded by an interested crowd. Behind this 
table stood two individuals of different appearance. The first was 
a short, thick man, whose only business was dealing certain por- 
tions of playing cards with quick succession, one after the otlier ; 
and as the fate of the table was decided by this process, did his 
companion, a very tall, thin man, throw various pieces of money upon 
certain stakes, which were deposited by the bystanders on different 
parts of tlie table ; or, which was much oftener the case, with a 
silver rake with a long ebony handle, sweep into a large inclosure 
near liini tlio scattered sums. This inclosure was called the Bank, 
and the mysterious ceremony in wliich these persons were assist- 
ing, was llic celebrated game of Roiigc-et-Noir. A deep silence 
was strictly preserved by those who immediately surrounded the 
tabic ; no voice was heard, save that of the little, short, stout 
dealer; when, without au expression of the least interest, he 
seemed mechanically to announce the fate of the different co- 
lours. No other sound w’as heard, except the jingle of the dollars 
and Napoleons, and the ominous rake of the tall, thin hanker. 
The countenances of tliose wdio w'crc hazarding ilieir money were 
grave and gloomy : tlicir eyes were fixed, their brows contracted, 
and tlieir lips projected ; and yet there was an evident effort visible, 
to show that they were both easy and unconcerned. Each player 
lield in his hand a small piece of pasteboard, on which, with a steel 
]n icker, lie marked the run of the cards ; in order, from his obser- 
vations, to regulate liis own play: — the llougc-ct-Noir player 
imagines that Cliance is not capricious. Those wlio were not in- 
tcro.sfed in tlie game, promenaded in two lines withiii tlie tables ; 
or, seat(‘d in recesses betivcen the pillars, formed small parties for 
conver.sation. 

“ 1 suppose wc must throw away a dollar or two,’’ said the 
Baron, as he walked up to the table. 

My dear Dc Konigstein — one piiicli ! ” 

Ah ! Marquess, what fortune to-night ? ” 

“ Bad ! 1 have lost my Napoleon : 1 never risk further. TJiere 
is that cursed crusty old Dc Trumpetson, persisting, as usual, in 
his run of bad luck ; because he never will give in. Trust me, 
my dear De Konigstein, it will end in his ruin ; and tiien, if there 
be Or sale of his effects, I shall, perhaps, get his siiiifl-box— 
a-a-h!'’ 

‘‘ Come, shall I throw down a couple of Napoleons on joint ac- 
count. I do not care much for play myself; but 1 suppose, at 
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Ems, we must make tip our minde to lose a few Louis. Hero! 
now, for the red— joint account, mind! 

" Done.” 

" There's the Grand-Duke! Let us go and make our bow ; we 
need not stick at the table as if our whole soul were staked with 
our crown-pieces.” So saying, the gentleman walked up to the 
top of the room. 

Why, Grey ! — Surely no — ^it cannot be— ^and yet it is. De 
Boeffleurs, how d’ye do?” said the Baron, with a face beaming 
with joy, and a hearty shake of the hand. “ My dear fellow, 
how did you mandge to get oiF so soon ? I thought you were not 
to be here for a fortnight : we only arrived ourselves to-day.” 

Yes — but I have made an arrangement which I did not anti- 
dpatc; and so I posted after you at once. Whom do you think I 
have brouglit witli me? ” 

Who?” 

« Salviiiski.” 

Ah! And the Count?” 

“ Follows immediately. I expect him to-morrow or next day. 
Salvinski is talking to the Grand-Duke; and see, he beckons to 
me. 1 suppose I am going to be presented.” 

The Chevalier moved forward, followed by the Baron and 
Vivian. 

‘‘Any friend of Prince Salvinski I shall always have groat 
pleasure in having presented to me. Chevalier, I feel great plea- 
sure in having you presonled to me. Ohovalier, you ought to be 
proud of the name of Frenchman. Chevalier, the French arc a 
great nation. Chevalier, 1 have the highest respect for the Frencl 
nation.” 

“ The most subtile diplomatist,” thought Vivian, as he recalled 
to mind his own introduction, “ would be puzzled to decide to which 
interest his ImperiaUIighness leans.” 

Tlie Grfind-Duke now entered into conversation with the Prince, 
and most of the circle who surrounded him. As liis Impta ial 
Highness was addressing Vivian, the Baron let slip our hero’s 
arm, and taking that of the Chevalier de Boeffleurs, began walk- 
ing up and down the room with him, and was soon ^mgaged in 
animated conversation. In a few minutes, the Grand-Dnke, bowing 
to his circle, made a move, and regained the side of a Saxon lady, 
from whose interesting company he had been disturbed by the. 
arrival of Prince Salvinski — an individual of whose long stories 
and dull romances the Grand-Duke had, from experience, a par- 
ticular dread ; but his Highness was always very courteous to the 
Poles. 

“ Grey, I have dispatched De Boeffleurs to the bouse, to izw 
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struct his servant and Emstorff to do the impossible, in order that 
our rooms may be all together. You will be delighted with De 
Boefileurs when you know him, and I expect you to be great 
friends. By-the-bye, his unexpected arrival has quite made us 
forget our venture at Rouge-et-Noir. Of course we arc too late 
now for anything ; even if we had been fortunate, our stake, re- 
mainiiig on the table, is, of course, lost : we may as well, however, 
walk up.” So saying, the Baron reached the table. 

“ That is your Excellency’s stake ! — that is your Excellency V 
stake!” exclaimed many voices as he came u^). 

“What is the matter, my friends?’ as!^ the Baron very 
calmly. 

“ There has been a run on the red ! there has been a run on the 
red ! and your Excellency's stake has doubled each time. It has 
been 4 — 8 — 10 — 32 — 04 — 128 — 250 — and now it is 512j|^’ quickly 
rattled a little tliin man in spectacles, pointing at tlie same tiijie 
to bis unparalleled line of punctures. This was on of those offi- 
cious, noisy little men, avIio are always ready to give* you unasked 
information ; and who are never so happy as when they are watch- 
ing over the interest of soim^ stranger, who never thanks then?, 
for their unnecessary solicitude. 

Vivian, in spite of liis philosophy, felt the excitement of the. 
moment. He looked at the Baron, whose countenance, however, 
was perft‘L(ly unmoved. 

“ It seems,” said he, very coolly, “ we are in luck.” 

“ I’lie stake, then, is not all your own?” very eagerly asked the 
little man in spectacles. 

“ No, jiart of it is yoiir.s, .sir,” answered the Baron, very dril}'. 

“ I am going to deal,’’ said the short, thick man behind. “ Is 
the board cleared ? ” 

“Your Excellency, then, allows the stake to remain?” inquired 
the tall thill hanker, witli affected nonchalance. 

“ Oil ! certainly,” said the Baron, wdth real nonchalance. 

“ Three — eight — ^fourteen — twenty-four — thirty-four. Rouge 

34—.” 

All crowded nearer; the table was surrounded five or six deep, 
for the wonderful run of luck had got wind, and nearly the whole 
room were round the table. Indeed, the Graud-Dukc and Saxon 
lady, and of course the silent suite, were left alone at the upper 
part of the room. The tall banker did not conceal his agitation. 
Even the short, .stout dealer ceased to be a machine. All looked 
anxious except the Baron. Vivian looked at the table ; his Ex- 
cellency watched, with a keen eye, the little dealer. No one. 
even breathed as the cards descended — “Ten — twenty — (Here 
the countenance of the banker brightened) — twenty-two — twenty- 
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five — ^twenty-eiglit — thirty-one — ^Noir 31. — The bank’s broke: 
no more play to-night. The Roulette table opens immediately.” 

In spite of the great interest which had been excited, nearly the 
whole crowd, without waiting to congratulate the Baron, rushed 
to the opposite side of the room, in order to secure places at the 
Roulette table. 

“ Put these five hundred and twelve Napoleons into a bag,” 
said the Baron ; “ Grey, this is your share. With regard to the 
other half, Mr. Hermann, what bills have you got?” 

*‘T\voon Gogol of Frankfort ; for two hundred and fifty each, 
and these twelve Napoleons will make it right,'’ said tlie tall 
banker, as he opened a large black pocket-book, from which he 
took out two small bits of paper. The Baron examined them, and 
after liaving seen them endorsed, put them into his pocket, not 
forgettiijj^ the twelve Napoleons ; and then taking Vivian’s arm, 
and regretting extremely that he should have the trouble of car- 
rying such a weight, he wished Mr. Hermann a very good night, 
and success at his Roulette, and walked with his companion quietly 
home. Thus passed a day at Ems ! 


CHAPTER VII. 

On the following morning, Vivian met with his friend Essper 
George, behind a small stall in the Bazaar. 

‘‘ Well, my Lord, what do you wish ? Here are Eau de Cologne, 
violet soap, and watch-ribbons ; a smelling bottle of Eins crystal; a 
snuff-hox of fig-tree wood. Name your price : the least tviile that 
can be given by a man who breaks a hank, must he more than 
my whole stock in trade is worth.” 

“ I have not paid you yet, Essper, for my glass chain. There is 
your share of niy winnings: the fiime of which, it seems, has 
reached even you ! ” added Vivian, with no pleased air. 

“ I {hank yon, sir, for the Nap ; but I hope I have not offended 
by alluding to a certain event, which shall be past over in silence,” 
continued Essper George, with a look of mock solemnity. “ I 
really think you have but a faint appetite for good fortune. They 
deserve her most who value her least.” 

“ Have you any patrons at Ems, Essper, that have induced you 
to fix on this place in particular for your speculations ? Here, I 
should think, you have many active rivals,” said Vivian, looking 
round the various stalls. 

I have a patron here, who has never deceived, and who will 
jiever desert me, — ^1 want no other ; — and that’s myself. Now 
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here comes a party : could you just tell me the name of that tall 
lady now ? 

If I tell you it is Lady Madeleine Trevor, what will it profit 
you?*' 

Before Vivian could well finish his sentence, Essper had drawn 
out a long horn from beneath his small counter, and sounded a 
blast which eclioed through the arched passages. The attention 
of every one was excited, and no part of the following speech was 
lost. 

*• The celebrated Essper George, fresh from Fairyland, dealer 
in pomatum and all sorts of perfumery, watches, crosses, £ms 
crystal, coloured prints, Dutch toys, Dresden china, Venetian 
chains, Neapolitan coral, French crackers, chamois bracelets, tame 
poodles, and Cherokee corkscrews, mender of mandolins, and all 
otlier musical instruments, to Lady Madeleine Trevor, has just ar- 
rived at liiins, where he only intends to stay two or three days, 
and a few more weeks besides. Now, gracious lady, wliat do you 
wish ?’* 

jViid who,” said Lady Madeleine, smiling, “ is this?” 

“ The celebrated Essper George, just ** again commenced 

the conjuror ; but Vivian prevented the repetition. 

lie is an odd knave, Lady Madeleine, that 1 have met with 
before, at other ]}laccs. I believe may add an honest one. 
Wliat say you, Essper?” 

‘‘ i^Iore honest than moonlight, gracious lady, for that deceives 
every one ; and less honest than self-praise, for that deceives no 
<nic.” 

“ My friend, you have a ready wit.” 

“ My wit is like a bustling servant, gracious lady; always ready 
when not wanted; and never present at a pinch.” 

Come, 1 must have a pair of your chamois bracelets. How 
sell you them ? ” 

*• I sell nothing ; all here is gratis to beauty, virtue, and no- 
bility ; and these are my only customers.” 

“ Thanks will not supply a stock-in-trade though, Essper,” said 
Vivian. 

‘‘Very true! but my customers arc apt to leave some slight 
testimonies behind them of the obligations which they are under 
to me ; and these, at the same time, are the prop of my estate 
and the proof of their discretion. But who comes here?” said 
Essper, drawing out his horn. The sight of this instrument re- 
minded Lady Madeleine how greatly the effect of music is height- 
ened by distance, and she made a speedy retreat, yielding her 
place to a family procession of a striking eliaractcr. 

Three daughters abreast, flanked by two elder sons, formed the 
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first fife. Tlie father, a partly, prosperous-looking: man, follored, 
with his lady on his arm. Then came two nursery maids, with 
three children, between the tender ages of five and six. The second 
division of the grand army, consisting of three younger sons, im- 
mediately followed. This was commanded by a tutor. A gover- 
ness and two young daughters then advanced ; and then came the 
extreme rear — ^the auttlers of the camp — in the persons of two 
footmen in rich liveries, who each bore a basket on liis arm, filled 
with various hucy articles, which had been all purchased during 
the promenade of this nation through only j)art of the bazaar. 

The trumpet of 'Essper George produecd a due effect upon the 
great j)arty. Tlie commander-in-chief stopped at his little stall, 
and, as if this were the signal for general attack and plunder, the 
files were immediately broken up. Each individual dashed at his 
prey, and the only ones who struggled to maintain a semblance of 
discipline, were the nursery maids, the tutor, and the governess, 
who experienced the greatest difficulty in suppressing the early 
taste wliich the detachment of liglit infantry indicated for booty. 
But Essper George was in his element : he joked, be assisted, he 
exhibited, be explained ; tapped the cheeks of the children, and 
complimented the elder ones ; and finally, having parted at a pro- 
digious profit 'with nearly his whole stock, paid himself out of a 
large and heavy purse, wMIch the portly father, in liis utter inability 
to comprehend llic comjilicatcd accounts and the debased currency, 
with great frankness deposited in the hands of the master of the 
stall, desiring him to settle his own claims. 

“ I hope 1 may be allowed to ask after Miss Fane,” stiid Vivian. 

She continues better ; we are now about to join her in the 
Limcwalk ; if you will join our morning stroll, it will give us much 
pleasure.” 

Nolliing in the world could give Vivian greater pleasure ; he felt 
himself impelled to the side of Lady Madeleine ; and only re- 
gretted his acquaintance with the Baron, because he felt conscious 
that there w'as some secret cause, which prevented that intimacy 
from existing between his Excellency and the Trevor party, wliicli 
his talents and his position would otherwise have easily produced. 

‘‘ By-tlie-bye,” said Lady Madeleine, do not know whether I 
may be allowed to congratulate you upon your brilliant success at 
the Redoute last night. It is fortunate, that all have not to regret 
your arrival at Eras so much as poor Mr. Hermann.” 

“The run was extraordinary. I am only sorry that the Goddess 
should have showered her favours cm one who neither deserves nor 
desires them ; for 1 have no wish to be rich ; and as I never lost 
by her caprices, it is hardly fair that 1 should gain by them.” 

“ You do not play then, much ?” 
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never played in my life, till last night. Gambling has never 
been one of my follies : although my catalogue of errors is fuller^ 
perhaps, than most men’s.” 

“ I think Baron von Konigstein was your partner in the exploit.” 
was; and apparently as little pleased at the issue as 

myself.” 

“Indeed! — Have yon known the Baron long?” 

“ We are only friends of a week. I have been living, ever since 
I was ill Germany, a very retired life. A circumstance of a most 
painful nature drove me from England— a circumstance of which 
1 can hardly Hatter myself, and can iiardiy wish, tliat you should be 
ignorant.” 

“ 1 learnt the sad history from one who, while he spoke the 
truth, spoke of the living sufferer in terms of the fondest affection.” 

“ A father ! ” said Vivian, agitoted, “ a father can hardly be ex- 
pected to be impartial.” 

“ Such a father as yours may. 1 only wish that he was with us 
now, to assist me in bringing about what he must greatly desire— 
your return to England.” 

“ It cannot be — 1 look back to the last year which I spent in tliat 
country with feelings of sucli disgust, I look forward toaretuni to 
that country with feelings of such repugnance — that — but 1 feel 
I am trespassing beyond all bounds, in touching on these sub- 
jects.” 

“ I jiromised your father, that in case we met I would seek your 
society. 1 have sutrered too much myself not to understand how 
dangerous and how deceitful is the excess of grief. You have 
allowed yourself to he overcome by that which Providence intended 
as a lesson of instruction, not as a sentence of despair. In your soli- 
tude you have increased the slmdow of those fantasies of a heated 
brain, which converse with the pure sunshine of the world would 
Lave enabled you to dispel.” 

“ The pure suiisliiiio of the world, Lady Madeleine ! — would that 
it had ever lighted me ! My youth flourished in the unwholesome 
sultriness of a blighted atmosphere, which I mistook for the re- 
splendent brilliancy of a summer day. How deceived 1 was, you 
may judge, not certainly from finding me here; but I am here, be- 
cause 1 have ceased to suffer, only in having ceased to hope.” 

“ You have ceased to Iiojic, because hoi)c and consolation arc not 
the companions of solitude, which are of a darker nature. Hope 
and consolation spring from the social affections. Converse with 
the world will do more for you than all the arguments of philoso- 
phers. I hope yet to find you a believer in the existence of that 
good which we all woi*sliip and all pursue, ^appiness comes when 
we least expect it, and to those who strive least to obtain it ; as you 
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were fortunate yesterday at the Redoute, when you played without 
an idea of winning^." 

They were in the Limewalk : gay sounds greeted them, and 
Miss Fane came forward from a Kght-hearted band to welcome her 
cousin. She had to propose a walk to the New Spring, which 
she was prepared for Lady Madeleine to resist on the ground of 
her cousin’s health. But Miss Fane combated all the objections 
with' airy merriment, and with a bright resource that never flagged. 
As she bent her head slightly to Vivian, ere she hastened back to 
her companions to announce the success of her mission, it seemed 
to hfm that he had never beheld so animated and beaming a coun- 
tenance, or glanced upon a form of such ineffable and sparkling 
grace. 

“ You would scarcely imagine, Mr. Grey, that we arc travelling 
for my cousin’s health, nor do her physicians, indeed, give us any 
cause for serious uneasiness, — yet 1 cannot help feeling at times 
great anxiety. Her flushed cheek and the alarming languor 
which succeeds any excitement, make me fear her complaint may 
be more deeply seated than they are willing to acknowledge.” 

‘‘ They were saying the other day that the extraordinary heat of 
tills season must end in an earthquake or some great convulsion of 
nature. That would bring languor.” 

We arc willing to adopt any reasoning that gives us hope, but 
her mother died of consumption.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

When the walking party returned home, they found a crowd 
of idle servants assembled opposite the house, round a group of 
equipages, consisting of two enormous crimson carriages, a brifczska, 
and a large caravan, on all which vehicles the same coat of arms 
was ostentatiously blazoned. 

** Some new guests!” said Miss Fane. 

*‘It must be the singular party that we watched this morning in 
the bazaar,” said Lady Madeleine. “ Violet! I have such a curious 
character to introduce you to, a particular friend of Mr. Grey, who 
wishes very much to have the honour of your acquaintance. Mu. 
Essper George.” 

“ ThAie caiTiages, then, belong to him ?” 

‘‘Not exactly said Vivian. 

In an hour’s time, the party again met at dinner in the saloon. 
Sy the joint exertions of Emstorff, and Mr. St. George’s servants, 
the Baron, Vivian, and the Chevalier de Bceflleurs, were now 
seated next to the party of Lady Madeleine. 
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“ My horses fortunately arrived from Frankfort this morning 
said the Baron. “ Mr. St. George and myself have been taking a 
ride very far up the valley. Has your Ladyship yet been to the 
Castle of Nassau ?’* 

“ We have not. The expedition has been one of those plans, 
often arranged, and never executed.” 

“ You should go. The ruin is one of the finest in Germany. 
An expedition to Nassau Castle would be a capital foundation for 
a pic-nic. Conceive a beautiful valley, discovered by a knight, in 
the middle ages, following the track of a stag — ^how romantic! 
The very incident vouches for its sweet seclusion. Cannot you 
imagine the wooded mountains, the old grey ruin, the sound of the 
unseen river? What more should we want, except agreeable 
company, fine music, and the best provisions, to fancy ourselves in 
Paradise?” 

“ 1 wish tlic plan were practicable,” said Mr. St. George. 

“1 take the whole arrangement upon myself; there is not a 
dilficuliy. The ladies shall go on donkeys, or we might make a 
■water excursion of it part of the way, and the donkeys can meet 
us at the pass near Stein, and then the gentlemen may walk ; and 
if you fear the water at night, why then the carriages may come 
round : and if your own be too heavy for mountain roads, my 
britzska is always at your command. You see there is not ii 
difficulty.” 

‘‘Not a difficulty,” said Mr. St. George : “Madeleine, we only 
wait your consent,” 

“I think we had better put off the execution pf our plan till 
June is a little more advanced. AV^c must have a fine summer 
night for Violet.” 

“ Well, tlicn, I hold the whole party present engaged to follow 
my standard whenever I have iiermission from authority to 
unfold it,” said the Baron, bowing to Lady Madeleine : “ and 
lost, on cool reflection, I shall not possess influence enough to 
procure the appointment, I shall, like a skilful orator, take advan- 
tage of your feeliiig.s, which gratitude for this excellent plan must 
have already enlisted in my favour, and propose myself as Master 
of the Ceremonies.” The Baron's eye caught Lady Madeleine’s 
as he uttered this, and something like a smile, rather of pity than 
derision, lighted up her face. 

Here Vivian turned round to give some directions to an atten- 
dant, and to his annoyance found Essper George standing behind 
his chair. 

“ Is there anything you want, sir ?” 

“ Who ordered you here ? ” 

« My duty.” 
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^‘In what Gap,aei(y do you attend?” 

** Afl your servant sir.” 

^ I insist upon your leaving the room directly.” 

" Ah ! my friend, Essper George,” said Lady Madeleine, " are 
you there ? What is the matter ? ” 

“This, then, is Essper Georg^e!” said Violet Fane. “What 
kind of being can he possibly be ? Wliat indeed is the matter ?” 

“ I am merely discharging a servant at a moment’s warning. 
Miss Fane ; and if you wish to engage his constant attendance 
upon yourself, I have no objection to give him a character for the 
occasion.” 

“What do you want, Essper?” said Miss Fane. 

“Merely to see whether your walk this morning had done your 
appetites any good,” answered Essjer, looking disconsolate ; “and 
so I thought I might make myself useful at the same time ; and 
though I do not bring on the soup in a cocked hat, and carve the 
venison with a couteau-de-^hasse^'* continued he, bowing very low 
to Emstorff, who, standing stiff beliind his master’s chair, seemed 
utterly unaware that any other person in the room could expe- 
rience a necessity ; “ still I can change a plate, or hand Uie wine, 
without cracking the first, or drinking the second.” 

“And very good qualities too!” said Miss Fane. “Come, 
Essper, you shall put your accomplishments into practice imme- 
diately : change my plate.” 

This Essper did with dexterity and quiet, displaying at the same 
time a small white hand, on the back of which was marked a comet 
and three daggers. As he had the discretion not to open his 
mouth, and performed all his duties with skill, his intrusion iu a 
few minutes was not only pardoned but forgotten. 

“ There has been a great addition to the visitors to-day, I see,” 
said Mr. St. George. “ Who are the now comers ?” 

“ I will tell you all about them,” said the Baron. “ This family 
is one of those whose existence astounds the Continent much more 
than any of your mighty dukes and earls, whose fortunes, though 
colossal, can be conceived ; and whose rank is understood. Mr. 
Fitzloom is a very different personage ; for, thirty years ago he 
was a joiirne3Tnan cotton-spinner ; some miraculous invention in 
machinery entitled him to a patent, which has made him one of 
the great proprietors of England. He has lately been returned a 
member for a manufacturing town ; and he intends to get over 
the first two years of his parliamentary career^ by successively 
monopolising the accommodation of all the principal cities of 
France, Germany, Switzerland, and Italy; and by raising the price 
of provisions and post-horses through a track of five thousand 
miles. My information is authentic, for I had a casual acquamt- 



VIVIAN GRBT. 


191 

once with him England. There was some talk of a contract 
for supplying our army from England, and I saw Pitzloom often 
on the subject ; I have spoken to him to-day. This is by no means 
the first of the species that we have had in Germany. I can 
assure you that the plain traveller feds seriously the inconyenicncc 
of following sudi a caravan. Their money flows with such unwise 
prodigality, that real liberality ceases to be valued ; and many of 
your nobility have complained to me, that, in their travels, they 
are now often expostulated with, on account of their parsimony, 
and taunted with the mistaken extravagance of a stocking-maker 
or a porter-brewer." 

“ What pleasure can such people find in travelling ?” wondered 
Mr. St. George. 

As much pleasure, and mor|||rofit, than half the young men 
of tlie present day," replied a* iddle-aged English gentleman, 
who was a kinsman of the St. Georges, and called them cousins. 
“ In my time, travelling was undertaken on a very different system, 
to wdiat it is now. The English youth then travelled to frequent, 
what Lord Bacon says are ^ especially to be seen and observed, the 
Courts of Princes.’ You all travel now, it appears, to look at 
mountains, and catch cold in spouting trash on lakes by moonlight.” 

‘‘ But, my dear sir ! ” said the Baron, “ although I grant you, that 
the principal advantages of travel must be the opportunity which 
it afibrds us of becoming acquainted with human nature, know* 
ledge, of course, chiefly gained where human beings most congre- 
gate, great cities, and as you say, the Courts of Pnnees ; still, one of 
its great benefits is, that it enlarges a man’s experience, not only of 
his fellow-creatures in particular, but of nature iu general. Many 
men pass through life without seeing a sunrise : a traveller cannot. 
If human experience be gained by seeing men in their undress, 
not only when they arc conscious of the presence of others, natural 
experience is only to be acquired by studying nature at all periods, 
not merely when man is busy, and the beasts asleep." 

“ But what is the use of this deep experience of nature ? Men 
arc born to converse with men, not with stocks and stones. He 
who has studied Le Sage will be more happy and more successful 
in tills world, than the man who muses over Rousseau." 

“ I agree with you. I have no wish to make man an anchorite. 
But as to the benefit of a thorough experience of nature, it 
appears to me to be evident. It increases our stock of ideas." 

“ So does everything." 

But it does more than this. It calls into being new emotions, 
it gives rise to new and beautiful associations; it creates that 
salutary state of mental excitement which renders our ideas more 
lucid, and our conclusions more sound. Can we too much esteem 
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a study which at the same time stimulates imagiuation and 
corrects the judgment?’^ 

not you tllink that a communion with nature is calculated 
to elevate the soul/’ said Lady Madeleinei to ?” 

**So b reading your Bible. A man’s soul should always be 
elevated. If not, he might look at mountains for ever, but 1 
should not trust him a jot more.” 

" But, sir,” continued the Baron, with unusual warmth, “ I am 
clear that there arc cases in which the influence of nature has 
worked what you profess to treat as an impossibility or a miracle. 
I am myself acquainted with an instance of a peculiar charac- 
ter. A few years ago, a gentleman of high rank found him- 
self exposed to the unhappy suspicion of being connected with 
some dishonourable transactions |||liich took place in the highest 
circles of England. Unable fo imd any specific charge which he 
could meet, he added one to the numerous catalogue of those 
unfortunate beings who have sunk in society, the victims of a 
biirmise. lie quitted England; and disgusted w'ith the world, 
became the profligate which he had been falsely believed to be. 
At the house of Cardinal *****, at Naples, celebrated for its 
revels, this gentleman became a constant guest. He entered with 
a mad eagerness into every species of dissipation, although none 
gave him pleasure ; and his fortune, his health, and the powers of 
his mind, were all fast vanishing. One night of frantic dissipa- 
tion, a mock election of Master of the Sports was proposed, and 
the liero of my talc had the splendid gratification of being chosen 
by unanimous consent to this new oiflcc. About two o’clock of 
the same night, he left the palace of the Cardinal, with an inten- 
tion of returning. Ilis way on his return led by the Chiaja. It 
was one of those nights which we witness only in the south. The 
blue and brilliant sea was sleeping beneath a cloudless sky ; and 
the moon not only shed her light over the orange and lemon 
trees, which, springing from^ their green banks of myrtle, hung 
over the water, but added fresh lustre to the white domes and 
glittering towers of the city, and flooded Vesuvius and the dis- 
tant coast with light, as far even as Capua. The individual 
of whom I am speaking had passed this spot on many nights 
when the moon was not less bright, the waves not less silent, 
and the oi-ange trees not less sweet; hut to-night, something 
irresistible impelled him to stop. What a contrast to the arti- 
ficial light, and heat and splendour of the palace to which he 
v/as returning! He mused in silence. Would it not be wiser 
to forget the world’s injustice, in gazing on a moonlit ocean, 
than in discovering in the illumined halls of Naples, the baseness 
of the crowd which forms the world’s power? To enjoy the 
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refreshing luxury of a fanning breeze which now arose5 be turned 
and gazed on the other side of the bay. Upon his right stretched 
out the promontory of Pausilippo ; there were the shores of Baie. 
But it was not only the lov'eliness of the laud which now overcame 
his spirit ; he thought of those whose fame had made us forget 
even the beauty of these shores, in associations of a higher charac- 
ter, and a more exalted nature. He remembered the time when 
it was his only wish to be numbered among them. How had his 
early hopes been fulfilled! What just account had he rendered to 
himself and to his country — that country that had expected so 
much — that self that had aspired even to more! 

Day broke over the city, and found him still pacing the Chiaja. 
He did not return to the Cardinars palace ; and in two days he 
had left Naples. I can myself^ from personal experience, aver 
that this individual is now an useful and honourable member of 
society. The world speaks of him in more flattering terms.” 

The Baron spoke with energy and animation. Miss Fane, who 
had been very silent, and who certainly had not encouraged by 
any apparent interest the previous conversation of the Baron, 
listened to this anecdote with eager attention; but the effect it 
produced upon Lady Madeleine Trevor was remarkable. 

Soon after this the party broke up. The promenade followed — 
the Grand-Duke — ^his compliments — and courtiers — ^then came the 
Kedoutc. Mr. Hermann bowed low as the gentlemen walked up 
to the table. The Baron whispered Vivian that it was ‘‘ex- 
pected” that tliey should play, and give the tables a chance of 
winning back their money. Vivian staked with the carelessness 
of one who wishes to lose. As is often the case under such cir- 
cumstances, he again left the lledoute a considerable winner. He 
parted witli the Baron at his Excellency’s door, and proceeded to 
the next, which was his own. Here he stumbled over something 
at the doorway, whicli appeared like a large bundle. He bent 
down with his liglit to examine it, and found Essper George, 
lying on his back, with his eyes half open. It was some moments 
before Vivian perceived he was asleep ; stepping gently over liim, 
he entered his apartment. 


CHAPTER IX. 

When Vivian rose in the morning, a gentle tap at his door 
announced the presence of an early visitor, who, being desired to 
enter, appeared in the person of Essper George. 

“Do you want anything, sir?” asked Essper, with a very sub- 
missive air. 
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Vidkui itared at him for a momenti and then crdevcd hot ia 
eomeiii. 

^ I had forgott^, Essper^ nntil this that on retunung 

to mj room last night, I found jou sleeping at my door. This 
also reminds me of your conduct in the saloon yesterday ; and as I 
wish to prevent the repetition of such improprieties, I shall itake 
this opportunity of informing you once for all, that if you do not 
in future conduct yourself with more discretion, I must apply to 
the Maitre d’Hotel. No, sir ! what do you want ?” 

Essper was silent, and stood with his hands crossed cm his 
breast, and his eyes ixed on the ground. 

If you do not want anything, quit ihe room immediately.*' 

Here the singular being began to weep. 

"Poor fellow!” thought Vivian, " I fear with all tJiy wit and 
pleasantry thou art, after all, but one of those capriccios, which 
Nature sometimes indulges in ; merely to show how superior is 
her accustomed order to eccentricities, even accompanied with 
rare powers.” 

"What is your wish, Essper?” continued Vivian, in a kinder 
tone. " If there be any service that I can do you, you will not 
find me backward. Arc you in trouble ? you surely are not in 
want?” 

"Nol” sobbed Essper; "I wish to be your servant here he 
hid his face in his hands. 

" My servant I why surely it is not veiy wise to seek depend- 
ence upon any man. I am afraid that you have been keeping 
company too miicli with the lacqiicys, that are always loitering 
about these bathing-places. Ernstorfi’s green livery and sword, 
have they not turned your brain, Essper?” 

" No, no, no ! lam tired of living done.” 

"But remember, to be a servant, you must be a person of 
regular habits and certain reputation. I have myself a very good 
opinion of you, but I have myself seen very little of you, though 
more than any one here ; and I am a person of a peculiar turn of 
mind. Perhaps there is not another individual in this house who 
would even allude to the possibility of engaging a servant without 
a character.” 

" Does the ship ask the wind for a character, when he bears her 
over the sea without hire, and without reward? and shall you 
require a character from me, when I request to serve you without 
wages, and wiUiout pay?” 

" Such an engagement, Essper, it would be impossible for me 
to enter into, even if 1 had need of your services, which at present 
I have not. But 1 tell you, frankly, that I see no chance of your 
suiting me. I should require an attendant of steady habits and 
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experience ; not one whose very appearance would attract atten- 
tion when I wished to be unob^rved, and acquire a notoriety for 
the master, which he detests. I warmly advise you to give up all 
idea of entering into a state of life for which you are not in the 
least suited. Believe me, your stall will be a better friend than a 
master. Now leave me." 

Essper remained one moment with his eyes still fixed on the 
ground ; then walldng very rapidly up to Vivian, he dropped on 
his knee, kissed liis hand, and disappeared. 

Mr. St. George breakfasted with the Baron, and the gentlemen 
called on Lady Madeleine early in the morning to propose a drive 
to Stein Castle ; but she excused herself, and Vivian following her 
example, the Baron and Mr. St. George “patronised” the Fitzlooms, 
because there was nothing else to do. Vivian again joined the 
ladies in their morning walk; but Miss Fane was not in her usual 
high spirits — she complained more than once of her cousin's 
absence ; and this, connected with some other circumstances, gave 
Vivian the first imjjression that her feelings towards Mr. St. 
George were not merely those of a relation. As to the Glicvalicr 
de Bccflleui’Sj Vivian soon found that it was utterly impossible to 
be on intimate terms witli a being without an idea. The Cheva- 
lier was certainly not a very fit representative of the gay, gallant, 
mercurial Fi’oncliman : he rose very late, and employed the whole 
of the niuriiing in reading the French Journals and playing billiards 
alternately with Prince Salvinski and Count von Altenburgh. 

These gentlemen, ns well as the Baron, Vivian, and Mr. St. 
George, were to dine this day at the New House. 

They found assembled, at the ai)pointed hour, a^arty of about 
thirty iiidividuals. The dinner was sumptuous, the wines superb. 
At tlie end of the banquet, the company adjourned to another 
room, where play was proposed, and immediately commenced. 
His Imperial Highness did not join in the game; but, seated in a 
corner of tlic apartment, was surrounded by bis aides-de-camp, 
wliose business was to bring’ their master constant accounts of tlie 
fortunes of the table, and the fate of his bets. His Higlincss did 
not stake. 

Vivian soon found that the game was played on a very different; 
scale at the New House to what it was at the Redoiite. He 
spoke most decidedly to the Baron of his detestation of gambling, 
and expressed his unwillingness to play ; but the Baron, although 
he agreed with him in his sentiments, advised him to conform for 
the evening to the universal custom. As he could afford to lose, 
he consented, and staked boldly. This night, very considerable 
sums were lost and won ; but none returned home greater wiimers 
than Mr. St. George and Vivian Grey. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The first few days of an acquaintance with a new scene of life, 
and with new characters, generally appear to pass very slowly; 
not certainly from the w'eariness which they induce, but rather 
from the keen attention which eveiy little circumstance commands. 
When the novelty has worn off*, when we have discovered that the 
new characters differ little from ail others W’e have met before, and 
that the scene they inhabit is only another variety of the great 
order we have so often observed, we relapse into our ancient 
habits of inattention ; we think more of ourselves, and less of 
those we meet ; and musing our moments away in reverie, or in a 
vain attempt to cheat the coming day of the monotony of the 
present one, we begin to find that the various-vested hours have 
bounded and are bounding away in a course at once imperceptible, 
uninteresting, and unprofitable. Then it is, that terrified at our 
nearest approach to the great river, whose dark windings it seems 
the business of all to forget, we start from our stupor to mourn 
over the rapidity of that collective sum of past-time, every 
individual hour of which wc have in turn execrated for its 
sluggishness. 

Vivian had now been three weeks at Ems, and the presence of 
Lady Madeleine Trevor and her cousin alone induced him to re- 
main. Whatever the mystery existing bt^twecii Lady Madeleine 
and the Baron, his efforts to attach himself to her party hud been 
successful. The great intimacy subsisting between the Baron and 
her brother |paterially assisted in bringing j|bout this result. For 
the first fortnight, the Baron was Lady Madeleine’s constant at- 
tendant in the evening promenade, and sometimes in the morning 
walk ; and though there were few persons whose companionship 
could be preferred to lliat of Baron von Konigstein, still Vivian 
sometimes regretted that his friend and Mr. St. George had not 
continued their rides. The presence of the Baron seemed always 
to have an uufiivourablc influence upon the spirits of Miss Fane, 
and the absurd and evident jealousy of Mr. St. George prevented 
Vivian from finding, in her agi’ceablc conversation, some consolu- 
tion for the loss of the sole enjoyment of Lady Madeleine’s exhi- 
larating iircsencc. Mr. St. George had never met Vivian’s ad- 
vances with cordiality, and he. now treated him with studied cold- 
ness. 

The visits of the gentlemen to the New House had been fre- 
quent. The siiloou of the Grond-Diike was open every evening, 
and in spite of his great distaste for tlie fatal amusement which 
was ttMere invariably pursued, Vivian found it impossible to decline 
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frequently attending:, without subjecting his motives to painful 
misconception. His extraordinary fortune did not desert him, 
and rendered his attendance still more a duty. The Baron was 
not so successful as on his first evening’s venture at the Redoute ; 
but Mr. St. George’s star remained favourable. Of Essper, Viviaii 
Iiad seen little. In passing through the Bazaar one morning, 
which he seldom did, he found to his surprise that the former con- 
juror had doffed his quaint costume, and was now attired in the 
usual garb of men of his condition of life. As Essper was busily 
employed at the moment, Vivian did not stop to speak to him ; 
but he received a respectful bow. Once or twice, also, he had met 
Essper in the Baron’s apartments ; and he seemed to have become 
a very great favourite with the servants of his Excellency, and the 
Chevalier de Bcrffleiirs, particularly with his former butt, Enistorjff, 
to wliom he now behaved with great deferenee. 

For the first fortniglit, the Baron’s attendance on Lady Made- 
leine w’as constant. After this time he began to slacken in his 
attentions. He first disappeared from the morning walks, and yet 
he did not ride ; lie then ceased from joining the party at Lady 
Madeleine’s apartments in tlic evening, and never omitted increas- 
ing the circle at the New House for a single night. The whole 
of tlie fourth week the Baron dined with liis Imperial Ilighness. 
Although the invitation had been extended to all the gentlemen 
from the first, it had been agreed that it was not to be accepted, in 
order that the ladies should not find their party in the Saloon less 
numerous or less agreeable. The Barou was the first to break 
tlirougli a rule wdiich he^ had himself proposed ; and Mr. St. George 
and tlie Chevalier de l^peffleurs soon followed his cj^j^ple. 

‘‘ Mr. Grey,” said Ladj^Madeleiiie one evening, ns she was about 
to leave the gardens, “ we shall be happy to see you to-night if 
you are not engaged.” 

“ I fear that I am engaged,” said Vivian ; for the receipt of 
some letters from England made him little inclined to enter into 
society. 

‘‘Oh, no! you cannot he,” said Miss Fane: “pray come! 1 
know you only want to go to that terrible New House ; I w'ondei 
what Albert can find to amuse him there ; I fear no good : men 
never congregate together for any beneficial purpose. I am sure, 
with all his gastronomical affectations, he would not, if all were 
right, prefer the most exquisite dinner in the world to our society, 
As it is, we scarcely see him a moment. I think, that you are the 
only one who has not deserted the Saloon. For once, give up the 
New House.” 

Vivian smiled at Miss Fane’s warmth, and could not persist ir. 
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hid i^usal^ altliough she did dilate roost provokfnglj on the ab- 
sence of her cousin. He therefore soon joined them. 

Lady Madeleine u assistmg me in a most important woork^ 
Mr. Qrcj. 1 am making drawings of the Valley of the Bhine ; 
1 know that yon are acquainted with the scenery; you can, per- 
haps, assist me with your adrice about this view of Old Hatto’s 
Castie.” 

Vivian was so completely master of every spot in tlie Rhiue- 
lan4 tlmt he bad no difficulty in suggesting the necessary altera- 
tions. The drawings were vivid representations of the sceneiy 
which they professed to depict ; and Vivian forgot his melancholy 
as he attracted the attention of the fair artist to points of in- 
terest, unknown or unnoticed by the Guide-books and the Dia- 
ries. 

‘‘You must look forward to Italy with great interest, Miss 
Fane?” 

“The greatest! I shall not, however, forget the Rhine, even 
'among the Apennines.” 

“ Our intended fellow-travellera. Lord Moimteney and his fa- 
mily, are already at Milan,” said Lady Madeleine to Vivian; 
“we were to have joined their paity — ^Ijatly Mounteney is a 
Trevor.” 

“ I have had the pleasure of meeting Lord Mounteney in Eng- 
land, at Sir Berdmore Scropc’s: do you know him?” 

“ Slightly. The Mounteney s pass tlie winter at Rome, where 1 
hope we shall join them. Do you know tlie family intimately ?” 

“ Mr. Ernest Clay, a nephew of his Lordship’s, 1 have seen a great 
deal of; I suji^e, according to the adopted phraseology, I ought 
to describe him as my friend, although I am ignorant where he is 
at present ; and although, unless he is liiraself extremely altered, 
there scarcely can be two persons who now more differ in their 
inirsuits and tempers than ourselves.” 

“ Ernest Clay I is he a friend of yours ? — lie is at Munich : at- 
tached to the Legation. I see you siuile at the idea of Ernest 
Clay drawing up a protocol I” 

“Madeleine, you have never read roc Caroline Moimteuey’s 
letter, as you promised,” said Miss Fane ; “ I aupiiose full of 
raptures — • the Alps, and Apennines, the Pyrenman, and the River 
Po?’” 

“ By no means : the whole letter is filled with an account of the 
Ballet at La Scala; which, according to Caroline, is a thofusand 
times more interesting than Mout-Blanc or the Simplon.” 

“ One of the immortal works of Vigano, 1 suppose,” said Vi- 
vian ; “ he has raised the ballet of action to an equality with tragedy . 
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I have heard mj father mention the splendid effect of hh) Testale 
and his Otello.’* 

“ And jct," said Violet, ** I do not like Othello to he pro- 
faned. It is not lor operas and ballets. We require the thrilhiii^ 
words.” 

It is very true ; yet Pasta’s actinia in the opera was a grand 
}>erformanee ; and 1 have myself seldom witnessed a more mas- 
terly effect proikteed by any actor in the world, than I did a fort- 
night ago, at the Opera at Darmstadt, by Wild in Othello.” 

think the history of Desdemona is the most affecting of 
all tales,” said Miss Fane. 

“ The violent death of a woman, young, lovely, and innocent, is 
assuredly the most terrible of tragedies,” observed Vivian. 

“I have often asked myself,” siiid Miss Fane, which is the 
most terrible destiny for the young to endure: — ^to meet death 
after a life of anxiety and suffering ; or suddenly to be cut off in 
the enjoyment of all things that make life delightful.” 

For my ])art,” said Vivian, “ in the last instance, I think that * 
death can scarcely be considered an evil. How infinitely is such 
a destiny to be preferred to that long apprenticeship of sorrow, at 
the end gf which we are generally as unwilling to die ns at the 
commencement I” 

And yet,” said Miss Fane, there is something fearful in the 
idea of sudden death.” 

. “Very fearful,” muttered Vivian, “in some cases;” for he 
thought of one whom he had sent to his great account before 
his time. 

“Violet, my dear 1” said Lady Madeleine, “ ha^ you finished 
your drawing of the Bingenloch ? ” But Miss Fane would not leave 
the subject. 

“ Very fearful in all cases, Mr. Grey. How few of us are pre- 
pared to leave this world without warning ! And if from youth, or 
sex, or natural disposition, a few may chance to he better fitted for 
the great change than their companions, still I always think that 
in those cases in which we view our fellow-creatures suddenly de- 
parting from this world, apparently without a bodily or mental 
pang, there must be a moment of suffering, which none of us cau 
understand ; a terrible consciousness of meeting death in the very 
flush of life, a moment of suffering, which, from its intense and 
novel character, may appear an eternity of anguish. I hare 
always looked upon such an end as the most fearful of 
pensations.” 

“ Violet, my dear,” said her Ladyship, “ let ns talk no more 
of death. You have been silent a fortnight. 1 think to-night 
you may sing ” Mim Fane rose and sat down to the instrum^t. 
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It was a lively air, calculated to drive away all melancholy 
feelings, and cherishing sunny views of human life. But Rossini’s 
Muse did not smile to-night* upon her who invoked its gay spirit ; 
and ere Lady Madeleine could interfere, Violet Fane had found 
more congenial emotions in one of Weber’s prophetic symphonies. 

O Music! miraculous art, that makes the poet’s skill a jest; 
revealing to the soul inexpressible feelings, by the aid of inexpli- 
calde sounds ! A blast of thy trumpet, and millions rush forward 
to die ; a peal of thy organ, and uncounted nations sink down to 
pray. Mighty is thy threefold power ! 

First, thou canst call up all elemental sounds, and scenes, and 
subjects, wHh the definiteness of reality. Strike the lyre ! Lo ! the 
voice of the winds — the flash of the lightning — the swell of the 
wave — ^the solitude of the valley ! 

Then thou canst speak to the secrets of a man’s heart as if by 
inspiration. Strike the lyre ! Lo 1 our early love — our treasured 
hate — our withered joy — our flattering hope ! 

And, lastly, by tliy mysterious melodics, thou canst recall man 
from all thought of this world and of himself— bringing back to 
his soul’s memory dark but delightful recollections of the glorious 
heritage which he has lost, but w'hich he may win again. Strike 
the lyre ! Lo 1 Paradise, with its palaces of inconceivable splendour, 
and its gates of unimaginable glory ! 

When Vivian left the apartment of Lady Madeleine, he felt no 
inclination to sleep ; and instead of retiring to rest, he bent his • 
steps towards the gardens. It w^as a rich summer night ; the air, 
recovered from the sun’s scorching rays, w^as cool, not chilling. 
The moon was still behind the mountains; but the dark blue 
heavens were studded with innumerable stars, whose tremulous 
light quivered on the face of the river. All human sounds had 
ceased to agitate ; and the note of the nightingale, and the rush 
of the waters, banished monotony without disturbing reflection. 
But not for reflection had Vivian Grey deserted his chamber : liis 
heart was full — ^but of indefinable sensations; and, forgetting 
the world in the inteuseness of his emotions, he felt too much to 
think. 

How long he had been pacing by the side of the river he knew 
not, when he was awakened from his reverie by the sound of 
voices. He looked up, and saw lights moving at a distance. The 
pa^ty at the New House had just broke up. He stopped beneath 
a branching elm-tree for a moment, that the sound of his steps 
might not attract their attention; and at this very instant the 
garden gate opened, and closed with great violence. The figure 
of a man approached. As he passed Vivian, the moon rose up 
from above the brow of the mountain, and lit up the counte- 
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nance of the Baron. Despair was stamped on his distracted 
features. 


CHAPTER XL 

On the evening of the next day, there was to be a grand 
f^te given at the New House by his Imperial Highness. The 
ladies would treasure their energies for the impending ball, and 
the morning was to pass without an excursion. Only Lady 
Madeleine, whom Vivian met taking her usual early promenade in 
the gardens, seemed inclined to prolong it, and even invited him 
to be lier companion. She talked of the fdte, and she expressed 
a hope that Vivian would accompany their party; but her air 
was not festive, she seemed abstracted and disturbed, and her 
voice, more than once, broke off abruptly at the commencement 
of a sentence which it seemed she had not courage to finish. 

At length she said suddenly, “ Mr. Grey, I cannot conceal 
any longer, that I am thinking of a very different subject from 
the ball. As you form part of my thoughts, I shall not hesitate 
to disburthen my mind to you, I wish not to keep you in sus- 
pense. It is of tlie mode of life which I see my brother, which 
I see you, pursuing here, that I wish to speak, slie added with a 
tremulous voice. May I speak with freedom ? " 

“ With the most perfect uure.servc and confidence. 

You are aware that Eras is not the first place at which I have 
met Baron von Konigstein.” 

" I am not ignorant that he has been in England,” 

“ It cannot have escaped you, that I acknowledged his ac- 
quaintance with reluctance.” 

“ I should judge, with the greatest.” 

“ And yet it was with still more reluctance that I prevailed 
upon myself to believe you were his friend. I experienced great 
•relief, when you told me how short and accidental had been 
your acquaintance. I liave experienced great pain in witness- 
ing to what that acquaintance has led ; and it is with extreme 
sorrow for my own weakness, in not having had conrage to 
apeak to you before, and with a hope of yet benefiting you, that 
1 have been induced to speak to you now.” 

“ I trust there is no cause either for your sorrow or your fear ; 
but much, much cause for my gratitude.” 

“ I have observed the constant attendance of yourself and my 
brother at the New House with the utmost anxiety. I have 
seen too much, not to be aware of the danger which young men, 
and young men of honour, must always experience at such places. 
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Alas! 1 h&re seen too mach of Baroo you Konigstein, not to 
know that at such places especially, his acquaintance is fatal. 
The evident depression of your spirits yesterday determined me 
on a step which I have for the last few days been considering. 
I can learn nothing from my Mother. I fear that I am even 
now too late; but I trust, that whatever may be your situation, 
ycm will remember, Mr. Grey, tliat you have friends; that you 
will decide on nothing rasli/* 

‘‘ Lady Madeleine,^' said Vivian, “ I will not presume to express 
the gratitude which your generous conduct allows me to feel. 
This moment repays me for a year of agony. I affect not to mis- 
understand your meaning. My opinion, my detestation of the 
gaming-table lias always, and must always, be the same. 1 do 
assure you this, and all things, upon my honour. Far from being 
involved, my cheek burns while 1 confess, thjit 1 am master of 
a considerable sum, acquired by this unhallowed jiractice. You 
^lre aware of the singular fortune which awaited ray first evening 
at Ems ; that fortune was continued at the New House, the very 
first day I dined there, and when, unexpectedly, 1 was forced to 
play; that fatal fortune has rendered my attendance at the New 
House necessary. I found it impossible to keep away, without 
subjecting myself to painful observations. My depression of yes- 
terday was occasioned by the receipt of letters from England. I 
am ashamed of having spoken so much about myself, and so little 
about those for whom you arc more interested. So far as I can 
judge, you have no cause, at present, for any uneasiness with re- 
gard to Mr. St. George. You may, perhaps, have observ'ed that 
we are not very intimate, and therefore 1 cannot speak with any 
] precision as to the state of his fortunes ; but 1 have reason to be- 
lieve that they are by Jio means unfavourable. And as for the 
Baron, ” 

“Yes, yes!” 

“ I hardly know what I am to infer from your observations re- 
specting him. 1 certainly should infer something extremely bad, 
were not I consdous, that, after the experience of five weeks, 1, 
for one, have nothing to complain of him. The Baron, certainly, 
is fond of play — plays high, indeed. He has not had equal fortune 
at the New House as at the Redoute ; at least 1 imagine so, for 
he has given me no cause to believe, m any way, that he is a 
loser.” 

“ If you could only understand the relief I feel at this moment, 
I am sure you would not wonder that I prevailed upon myself to 
speak to you. It may still be in my power, however, to prevent 
evil.” 

" Tes, eertandy i I think the best course now would be to q>eak 
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to me frankly respeeting Voh Konigdtein ; and if yoa are &WMre of 
anyilung whieh has passed in England of a nature 

‘'Stop!” said Lady Madeleine, agitated. Vivian was silent, 
iiud some momentB elapsed before Ins companion again spoke. 
When she did, her eyes were fixed on the ground, and her tones 
were low ; but her voice was calm and steady. 

“ 1 am going to accept, Mr. Grey, the confidence which you have 
proffered me ; but 1 do not affect to conceal that 1 speak, even 
now, witli reluctance — an effort, and it will soon be over. It is 
lor the best.” Lady Madeleine paused one miMnent, and then re- 
^umed with a firm voice : — 

** Upwards of six years liave now passed since Baron von Konig- 

stein was appointed Minister to London, from the Court of . 

Although apparently young for such an im|>ortant mission, he had 
already distinguished himself as a diploimitist ; and with all the 
advantages of brUliaiik talents, various accomplishments, rank, re- 
])atatioii, person, and a fascinating address, 1 need not tell you 
that he immediately became of consideration, even in the liigliest 
circles. Mr. Trevor — I was then just married — ^was at tliis period 
ill office, and was constantly in personal communication with the 
Baron. They became intimate, iuid he was our constant guest. 
He had the reputation of being a man of pleasure, lie was one, 
for whose indiscretions tliere might be some excuse ; nor had any- 
thing ever transpired which could induce us to believe, that Baron 
von Konigstein could be guilty of anything but an indiscretion. 
At this period a relation and former ward of Mr. lYevor's, a young 
man of considerable fortune, and one whom we all fondly loved, < 
resided in our family. Wc considered him as our brother. With 
this individual Baron von Konigstein formed a strong friendship ; 
they were seldom apart Our relation was not exempted from the 
failings of young men. Ho led a dissipated life; but he was very 
young ; and as, unlike most relations, we never allowed any conduct 
on his part to banish him from our society, wc trusted that the 
contrast which his own family afff)rded to liis usual companions 
would in time render bis habits less irregular. We had now known 
Baron von Konigstein for upwards of a year and a half, inti- 
mately. Nothing had transpired during this period to induce Mr. 
Trevor to alter the opinion which he had entertained of him from 
the first; he believed him to be a man of honour, and, in spite of a 
few imprudences, of principle. Whatever might have been my own 
opinion of him at this period, 1 had no reason to doubt the natural 
goodness of his disposition ; and though 1 could not hope that he 
was one who would assist us in our plans for the reformation of 
Augustus, I still was not sorry to believe, that in the Baron he would 
at least find a companion very different from the unprincipled and 
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selfish beings by whom he was too often surrounded. Something 
occurred at this time, which placed Baron von Konigstcin, accord- 
ing to his own declaration, under lasting obligations to myself. In 
the warmth of his heart he asked if there was any real and impor- 
tant service which he could do me. I took ^vantage of the 
moment to speak to him about our young friend ; I detailed to 
him all our anxieties; he anticipated all my wishes, and promised 
to watcli over him, to be his guardian, his friend — Iiis real 
friend. Mr. Grey,*' continued her Ladyship, “ I struggle to restrain 
my feelings; but the recollections of this period of iry life are so 
painful, tliat for a moment I must stop to recover myself.** 

For a few minutes they walkedtbn in silence ; Vivian did not 
speak; and when his companion resumed her tale, he, uncon- 
sciously, pressed her arm. 

“ I try to be brief. About three months after the Baron had 
given me the pledge which I mentioned, Mr. Trevor was called up 
at an early liour one morning with the intelligence, that his late 
ward was supposed to be at the point of death at a neighbouring 
hotel. He instantly repaired to him, and on the way the fatal 
truth was broken to him — our friend had committed suicide ! 
He had been playing all night with one whom I cannot now name.** 
Here Lady Madeleine’s voice died away, but with a struggle she 
again spoke firmly. 

“ I mean with the Baron — some foreigners, also, and an English- 
man — all intimate friends of Von Konigstein, and scarcely known 
to the deceased. Our friend had been the only sufferer ; he had 
lost his whole fortune — and more than his fortune : and, with a 
heart full of despair and remorse, had, with his own hand, termi- 
nated his life. The whole circumstances were so suspicious, that 
they attracted public attention, and Mr. Trevor spared no exertion 
to bring the offenders to justice. The Baron had the hardihood to 
call upon us the next day ; of course, in vain. lie wrote violent 
letters, protesting liis innocence ; that ho was asleep during most 
of the night, and accusing the others who were present, of a con- 
spiracy. The unhappy business now attracted very general interest. 
Its consequence on me was an alarming illness of a most un- 
fortunate kind; I was therefore prevented from interfering, or, 
indeed, knowing anytliing that took place ; but my husband in- 
formed me that the Baron was involved in a public correspondence ; 
that the accused parties recriminated, and that finally he was con- 
vinced that Von Konigstein, if there were any difference, was, if 
possible, the most guilty. However this might be, he soon obtained 
his recall from his own Government. He wrote to us both before 
he left England ; but I was too ill to hear of his letters, until Mr. 
Trevor informed me that he had returned them unopened. And 
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now» 1 must gire utterance to that which as yet has always 
died upon my lips— the unhappy victim was the brother of Miss 
Fane!” 

"And Mr. St. George,” said Vivian, "knowing all this, which 
surely he must have done ; how came he to tolerate, for an instant, 
the advances of such a man ? ” 

"My brother,” said Lady Madeleine, "is a very good young 
man, with a kind heart and w'arm feelings ; but my brother has 
not much knowledge of the world, and he is too honourable him- 
self ever to believe that what he calls a gentleman can be dishonest. 
My brotlier was not in Englaj^d when the unhappy event took 
place, and of course the variodPeiicUmstances have not made the 
same impression upon him as upon us. He has heard of the affair 
only from me ; and young men too often imagine that women are 
apt to exaggerate in matters of this nature, which, of course, few 
of us can understand. The Baron had not the good feeling, or 
perhaps had not the power, connected as he was witli the Qrand- 
Dukc, to affect ignorance of our former acquaintance, or to avoid 
a second one. I was obliged formally to present him to my brother. 

I was (piite perplexed how to act. I tliought of writing to him 
the next morning, impressing upon him the utter impossibility of 
our acquiiintance being renewed ; but this proceeding involved a 
thousand difficulties. How was a man of Ins distinction — a man, 
who not only from his rank, but from bis disposition, is always a 
rtunarkable and a remarked character, wherever he may be, — how 
could he account to tlie Grand-Dukc, and to his numerous friends, 
for his not associating with a party with whom he was ptrpctually 
in contact. Explanations — and worse, must have been the conse- 
quence. I could hardly expect him to leave Ems ; it was, per- 
haps, out of liis power ; and for Miss Fane to leave Ems at this 
moment was most strenuously prohibited by her physician. While 
1 was doubtful and deliberating, tlie conduct of Baron von Konig- 
stein himself prevented me from taking any step whatever. Feel- 
ing all the awkwardness of his situation, he seized, with eagerness, 
the opportunity of becoming intimate with a member of the family 
whom he bad not before known, liis amusing conversation, and 
insinuating address, immediately enlisted the feelings of iny brother 
in liis favour. You know yourself that the very morning aftCr 
their introduction they were riding together. As they became 
more intimate, the Baron boldly spoke to zVlbert in confidence, of 
his acquaintance with us in England, and of the unhappy circum- 
stances which led to its termination. Albert was deceived by this 
seeming courage and candour. He has become the Baron’s friend, 
and has adopted liis version of the unimppy story ; and aar the 
Baron has had too much delicacy to allude to the affair in a defence 
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of faxmaelf t# me, he calculated that the represeixtatioas of Aihert, 
who, be was conscious, would not preserve the confidence which he 
has always intended him to betray, would assist in producing in my 
mind an impression in his favour. The Neapolitan story which ha 
told the other day at dinner, was of himself. I confess to you, that 
though I have not for a moment doubted his guilt, still I was weak 
enough to consider that his desire to become reconciled to me wn s 
at least, an evidence of a repentant heart ; and the Neapolitan 
story deceived me. Actuated by these feelings, and acting as I 
thought wisest under existnig circumstances, 1 ceased to discourage 
hk advances. Y our acquaintanc^which we ail desired to cultivate, 
was perhaps another reason for ^luring his presence. His subse- 
quent conduct has undeceived met 1 am convinced now, not only 
of liis former guilt, but also that he is not changed ; and that with 
his accustomed talent, he has been acting a part which for some 
reason or other be has no longer any object in maintaining/’ 

‘‘And Mias Fane,” said Vivian, “she must know all?” 

" She knows nothing in detail ; she was so young at tlxe time, 
that we had no difficulty in keeping the particular circumstances 
of her brother’s death, and the sensation which it excited, a secret 
from her. As she grew np, I have thought it proper that the mode 
of his death should no longer be concealed from her ; and she has 
learnt from some incautious observations of Albert, enough to uuike 
her look upon the Baron with terror. It is for Violet,” continued 
Ijady Madeleine, ^ that I Iiave the severest apprehensions. For 
the last fortnight her anxiety for her cousin has produced an 
excitement, which I look upon with more dread than anything 
that can happen to her. She has intreated me to speak to Albert, 
and also to you. The last few days she has become more easy and 
serene. 8he accompanies us to-night; tJie weather is so beautiful 
that the night air is scarcely to be feared ; and a gay scene will 
have a favourable influence upon her spirits. Your depression last 
night did not, however, escape her notice. Once more let me say 
how I rejoice at hearing what you have told me. I unhesitatingly 
believe all that you have said. Watch Albert. I have no fear for 
yourself.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

The company at the Grand-Duke’s fite was most select ; tliat 
is to say, it consisted of everybody who was tlien at the Baths : 
those who had been presented to liis Highness liaviug the privi- 
lege of introducing any number of their friends; and those who 
had no friend to introduce thmn purchasing tickets at m enor- 
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moos price Unom Oraoowskj, the wily PoHdi X^eadaot. Hie 
eutertaiiiment was imperial — no expense and no exertioR were 
fiqMtred to make the hired lodging-house look like «ii hereditary 
palace — and Cor a week previous to Uie great evening the whale 
of the neighboiiring town of Wishaden, the little capital of tibe 
duchy, had been put under eontribudon. What a harvest for 
Cracoa’^eky ! What a commission from the restaurateur for sv^ 
jdying the refreshments! Wliat a percentage <m hired mirrors 
and dingy hangings ! 

The Grand-l.)nke, covered with orders, received every one with 
the greatest condescension, and made to each of his guests a most 
flatteiing speech. His suit#, in new uniforms, simultaneously 
bowed directly the flattering speech was finished. 

“Madame von Furstenburg, I feel the greatest pleasure in 
seeing you. My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded by my 
friends. Madame von Furstenburg, I trust that your amiable and 
delightful family are quite well. [The party passed on.] Crava- 
lischeff continued liis Highness, inclining his head round to one 
of his aides-de-camp, “ Cravatischeff ! a very fine woman is Ma- 
dame vou Furstenburg. There are few women wliooi I more 
admire tlian Madame von Furstenburg. 

“ Prince Salvinski, I feel the greatest pleasure in seeing you. 
My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded by my friends, Poland 
honours no one more than Prince Balviuski. Cnivatischeff! a 
remarkable bore is Prince Salvinski. There are few men of whom 
I have a greater ten*or than Prince Salvinski. 

“ JhiTon von Konigstein, I feel the greatest pleasure in seeing 
you. ISIy greatest pleasure is to bo surrounded by my friends. 
iJaron von Konigstein, I have not yet forgotten the story of the fair 
Venetian. Cravatischcir! an unconimonly pleasant fellow is Baron 
von Koiiigstein. There are few men whose company I more 
enjoy than Baron von Koiiigstein a. 

“ Count von Altcnburgh, I feci the greatest pleasure in seeing 
you. My greatest pleasure is to be surrounded by niy friends. 
Vou will not forget to give rao your opinion of my Austrian 
troop. CravatLschetF! a very good billiard player is Count von 
Altcnburgh. There are few men whose play I would sooner bet 
upon than Count von Altenburgh’s. 

“ Lady Madeleine Trevor, I feel the greatest pleasure in seeing 
YOU. ^ly greatest pleasure is to be surrounded by my friends. 
Miss Fane, your servant ; Mr. 8t, George, Mr. Grey. Cravatis- 
clieff ! a most splendid woman is Lady Madeleine Trevor. There 
is no woman wham I more admire tlian Lady Madeleine Trevor ! 
and Cravatischeff! Miss Fane, too! a remarkably fine girl is Miss 
Fane.” 
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The great c^^oon of the New House afforded excellent accom- 
modation for the dancers. It opened on the gardens, which, 
though not very large, were tastefully laid out, and were this even- 
ing brilliantly illuminated. In the sm^ier saloon the Austrian troop 
amused those who were not fascinated by waltz or qua^ille with 
acting proverbs : the regular dramatic performance was thought 
too heavy a business for tlie evening. There was sufficient amuse- 
ment for all ; and those who did not dance, and to whom pro- 
verbs were no novelty, walked and talked, stared at others, and 
were themselves stared at ; and this, perhaps, was the greatest 
amusement of all. Baron von Konigstein did certainly to-night 
look neither like an unsuccessful gafiiester nor a designing villain. 
Among many who were really amusing, he was the most so, aiid, 
apparently without the least consciousness of it, attracted the ad- 
miration of all. To the Trevor party he had attached himself im- 
mediately, and was constantly at her Ladyship’s side, introducing 
to her, in the course of the evening, his own and Mr. St. George’s 
particular friends — Mr. and Mrs. Fitzloom. Among many smiling 
faces Vivian Grey’s was clouded ; the presence of the Baron an- 
noyed him. When they first met he was conscious that he was 
stiff and cool. One moment’s reflection convinced him of the 
folly of his conduct, and he made a struggle to be very civil. In 
five minutes’ time lie had involuntarily insulted the Baron, who 
stared at his friend, and evidently did not comprehend him. 

“ Grey,” said his Excellency, very quietly, “ you are not in a good 
humour to-night. What is the matter? This is not at all a 
temper to come to a fete in. What ! won’t Miss Fane dance with 
you ?” asked the Baron, with an arch smile. 

I wonder what can induce your Excellency to talk such non- 
sense ! ” 

‘‘ Your Excellency! — by Jove, that’s good! What the deuce is 
the matter with the man ? It is Miss Fane, then — eh ? ” 

“ Baron von Konigstein, I wish you to understand ” 

“ My dear fellow, I never could understand anything, I think 
you have insulted me in a most disgraceful manner, and I posi- 
tively must call you out, unless you promise to dine at niy rooms 
with me to-morrow, to meet He Baiftieurs.” 

I cannot.” 

“ Why not ? You have no engagement with Lady Madeleine 
I know, for St. George has agreed to come.” 

‘‘Yes?” 

“De Boeffleurs leaves Ems next week. It is sooner than he 
expected, and I wish to have a quiet evening together before he 
goes. I should be very vexed if you were not there. We have 
scarcely been enougli together lately. What with the New House 
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in the erenin^, and riding parties in the morning, and those Fitz- 
loom girls, with whom St. George is playing a most foolish game — 
lie will be taken in now, if he is not on his guard— we really never 
meet, at least not in a quiet, friendly way; and so now, will you 
come ? 

St. George is positively coming ?" 

Oh yes ! positively ; do not be afraid of his gaining ground on 
the little Violet in your absence.” 

“ Well, then, my dear Von Konigstein, I will come.” 

“ Well, that is yourself again. It made me quite unhappy to 
sec you look so sour and melancholy ; one would have thought 
that I was some bore, Salvinski at least, by the way you spoke to 
roe. Well, mind you come — ^it is a promise: — ^good. I must go 
and say just one word to the lovely little Saroii, and, by-the-hye, 
Grey, one word before I am off. List to a friend, you are on the 
wrong scent about Miss Fane ; St. George, I think, has no chance 
there, and now no wish to succeed. The game is your own, if 
you like ; trust my word, she is an angel. The good powers 
prosper you! ” So saying, the Baron glided off. 

Mr. St. George had danced with Miss Fane the only quadrille 
in which Lady Madeleine allowed her to join. He was now 
waltzing with Aurelia Fitzloom, and was at the head of a band of 
adventurous votaries of Terpsichore ; who, wearied with the com- 
mon«place convenience of a saloon, liad ventured to invoke the 
Muse on the lawn. 

“ A most interesting sight, Lady Madeleine ! ” said Mr. Fitz- 
loom, as he offered her his arm, and advised their instant presence 
as patrons of the ‘‘ Fete du Village/* for such Baron von Konig- 
stein liad most happily termed it. A delightful man that Baron 
von Konigstein, and says such delightful things! Fide du ViU 
lage ! how very good ! ” 

That is Miss Fitzloom, then, whom my brother is waltzing 
witli ?” asked Lady Madeleine. 

Not exactly, my Lady,” said Mr. Fitzloom, “ not exactly Miss 
Fitzloom, rather Miss Aurelia Fitzloom, my third daughter ; our 
third eldest^ as Mrs. Fitzloom sometimes says; for really it is 
necessary to distinguish, with such a family as ours, you 
know.” 

Let us walk,” said Miss Fane to Vivian, for she was now loaning 
upon his arm ; “ the evening is deliciously soft, but even with the 
protection of a cashmere I scarcely dare venture to stand still. 
Lady Madeleine seems very much engaged at present. What 
amusing people these Fitzlooms are!” 

Mrs. Fitzloom ; I have not heard her voice yet.” 

No; Mrs. Fitzloom does not talk. Albert says she makes it a 

14 
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rule never to Apeak in tlie presence of a atraaf er. She denis 
plenteously, however, at home in domestic apophthegms. If you 
could but hear him imitating them all! Whenever she does 
speak, she finisliies all her sentences by confessing that she is 
conscious of her own deficiencies, but that she has taken care to 
give her daughters the very best education. They arc what.Albcrt 
calls fine girls, and 1 am gkd he has made friends with them ; for, 
after all, he must find it rather dull here. By-the-bye, Mr. Grey, 
I am afraid that you cannot find this evening very amusing — the 
absence of a favourite pursuit always makes a sensible void— and 
these walls must remind you of more piquant pleasures than 
waltzmg with fine London ladies, or promenading up a dull 
terrace with an invalid.” 

“ I assure you that you are quite misinformed as to the mode in 
which I generally pass my evenings.” 

“I hope I am!” said Miss Fane, in rather a serious tone; “ I 
wish I could also be mistaken in my suspicions of the mode in 
which Albert spends his time. lie is sadly changed. For the first 
month that we were here, he seemed to j^refer nothing in the world 

to our so<nety, and now 1 was nearly saying that we had not seen 

him for one single evening these tlirec weeks. I cannot understand 
what you find at this house of such absorbing interest. Although 
1 know you think I am much mistaken in my suspicions, still 1 feel 
Very anxious, I spoke to Albert to-day, but he scarcely answered 
me ; or said that which it was a pleasure for me to forget.” 

“ Mr. St. George should feel highly gratified in having excited 
such an interest iu the — ^miiid of Miss Fane.” 

He should not feel more gratified than all who are my friends ; 
for all who are such I must ever experience the liveliest interest.” 

“ How happy must those be wdio feel that they have a right to 
count Miss Fane among their friends!” 

“ I have the pleasure then, 1 assure you, of making many happy, 
}uul among them Mr. Grey.” 

Vivian was surprised that he did not utter some complimentary 
answer ; hut lie knew not why, the words would not come ; and 
insipid of .sj)eaking, he w’a.s ihiiiking of what had been spoken. 

‘‘How brilliant arc these gardens!” said Vivian, looking at the 
sky. 

" V ery brilliant ! ” said Miss Fane, looking on the ground . Con- 
versation seemed nearly extinct, and yet neither offered to turn 
back. 

“ Good heavens ! you arc ill,” exclaimed Vivian, when, on acci- 
dentally turning to his compauion, he found she was in tears, 
^^hiill we go bade, or will you wait here?— Can I fetch any- 
itog?— 1 fear you are very ill!” 
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^No, not vefy ill, bat very foolish ; let us walk on,’* and, sigbing^ 
she seemed suddenly to recover. 

“ I am ashamed of this foolialmeBS— -what can yon think? but I 
am so agitated, so nervous — I hope you wili forget 1 hope ^ 

‘‘Perhaps the air has suddenly aifeeted you— shall we go in? 
Nothing has been said — ^nothing happened— no one has dared to 
say, or do, any thing to annoy you ? Speak, dear Miss Fane, the — 

the " the words died on Vivian's lips, yet a power he could 

not withstand urged him to speak — ^“the — the— the Baron?" 

“All!" almost shrieked Miss Fane, — “stop one second — an 
effort, anA must be well — nothing has happened, and no one has 
done or said anything ; but it is of something that sliould be said — 
of sometliing that sliould be done, that 1 was thinking, and it over- 
came me." 

“ Miss Fane,” said Vivian, “ if there be anything which I can do 
or devise, any possible -way that 1 can exert myself in your service, 
speak with the most perfect confidence; do not fear that your 
motives will be misconceived — that your purpose will be misinter- 
preted — that your confidciice will he misunderstood. You are ad- 
dressing one who would lay down bis life for you, who is willing 
to perform all your commands, and forget tlicm when performed. 
I beseecli you to trust me ; believe me that you shall not repent.” 

She answered not, but holding down her head, covered her ftice 
with lier small white hand; Iicr lovely face which was crimsoned 
with her flashing blood. They were now at the end of the terrace ; 
to return wa.s impossible. If they remained stationary, they must 
be perceived and joined. What was to be done? He led her 
down a retired walk still farther from the house. As they pro- 
ceeded in silence, the bursts of the music and the loud laughter of 
the joyous guests became fainter and fainter, till at bust tlie sounds 
died away into echo, and echo into .silence. 

A thousand thoughts dashed through Vivian's mind in rapid 
succession: but a painful one — a most painful one to him, to any 
man — always remained the last. Ilis companion would not 
speak ; yet to allow her to return home without freeing her mind 
of the fearful burthen which evidently overwhelmed it, was im- 
l)ossible. At length he broke a silence which seemed to have 
busted an age. 

“ Do not believe that I am taking advantage of an agitating 
moment, to extract from you a confidence which you may repent. 
I feel assured that I am right in supposing that you have contem- 
plated ill a calmer moment the possibility of my being of service 
to you; tliat, in short, there is something in which you require my 
assistance, my co-operation — an /kssistance, a co-operation, which, 
if it produce any benefit to you, will make me at length feel that I 
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have not lived in vain. No feeling of false delicacy shall prevent 
me frmn aisisting you in giving utterance to thoughts, which you 
have owned it^is absolutely necessary should be expressed. Re- 
member that you have allowed me to believe that we are friends : 
do not prove by your silence that we are friends only in name." * 
**1 am overwhelmed — I cannot speak — ^my face bums with 
shame; lhave miscalculated my strength of mind— perhaps my 
physical strength ; what, what must you think of me ?" She spoke 
in a low and smothered voice. 

Think of you ! everything which the most devoted respect 
dare think of an object which it reverences. Do not l^lieve that 
1 am one who would presume an instant on my position, because 
I have accidentally witnessed a young and lovely woman betrayed 
into a display of feeling which the artificial forms of cold society 
cannot contemplate, and dare to ridicule. You are speaking to 
one who also has felt ; who, though a man, has j|rept; who can 
comprehend sorrow ; who can understand the most secret sensa- 
tions of an agitated spirit. Dare to trust me. Be convinced 
that hereafter, neither by word nor l(|ok, hint nor sign, on my 
part, shall you feel, save by your own wish, that you have appeared 
to Vivian Grey in any other light than in the saloons we have just 
quitted.” 

^ Generous man, I dare trust anything to you that I dare trust 
to human being ; but " here her voice died away. 

It is a painful thing for me to attempt to guess your thoughts ; 
but if it be of Mr. St. George that you are thinking, have no 
fear respecting him — have no fear about his present situation — 
trust to me that there shall be no anxiety for his future one. I 
will be his unknown guardian, his unseen friend ; the promoter of 
your wishes, the protector of your 

“ No, no,” said Miss Fane, with firmness, and looking quickly . 
up, as if her mind were relieved by discovering that all this time 
Vivian had never imagined she was thinking of him. “ No, no, 
you are mistaken ; it is not of Mr. St. George, of Mr. St. George 
only, that 1 am thinking. I am much better now ; 1 shall be able 
in an instant to speak — ^be able, 1 trust, to forget how foolish — 
how very foolish I have been.” 

“ Let us walk on,” continued Miss Fane ; “ let us walk on ; we 
can easily account for our absence if it be remarked ; and it is 
better that it should be all over : I feel quite well ; and shall be 
Able to speak quite firmly now.” 

» “ Do not hurry ; there is no fear of our absence being remarked, 
Lady Madeleine is so surrounded.” 

After what has passed, it seems ridiculous in me to apologise, 
as I had intended, for speaking to you on a graver subject than 
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what has generally formed the point of conversation between us. 
I feared that you might misunderstand the motives which have 
dictated my conduct: I have attempted not to appear agitated, 
and 1 have been overcome. 1 trust that you will not be offended 
if I recur to the subject of the New House. Do not believe that 
1 ever would have allowed my fears^ my girlish fears, so to have 
overcome my discretion; so to havp overcome, indeed, all propriety 
of conduct on my part ; as to have induced me to have sought an 
interview with you, to moralise to you about your mode of life. 
No, no, it is not of this that I wish to speak, or rather that I will 
speak. • I 'will hope, I will pray, that Albert and yourself have 
never found in that which you have followed as an amusement, 
the source, the origin, the cause of a single unhappy or even 
anxious moment; Mr. Grey, I will believe all this.” 

“ Dearest Miss Fane, believe it with confidence. Of St. George, 
I can with sin^rity aver, that it is my firm opinion, that far from 
being involved, his fortune is not in the slightest degree injured. 
Believe me, I will not attempt to quiet you now, as I would have 
done at any other time, Jy telling you that you magnify your 
fears, and allow your feelings to exaggerate the danger which 
exists. There has been danger — there is danger ; — ^play, high play, 
has been and is pursued at this New House, but Mr. St. George 
has never been a loser; and if the exertions of man can avail, 
never shall, at least unfairly. As to the other individual, whom 
you have honoured by the interest which you have professed in his 
welfare, no one can more thoroughly detest any practice which 
exists ill this world than he does the gaming-table.” 

Oh ! you have made me so happy ! 1 feel so persuaded that 

you have not deceived me ; the tones of your voice, your manner, 
your expression, convince me that you have been sincere, and that 
I am happy, at least for the present.” 

« For ever, I trust. Miss Fane.” 

“Let me now prevent future misery— let me speak about that 
which has long dwelt on my mind like a nightmare, about that 
which I did fear it was almost too late to speak. Not of your 
pursuit, not even of that fatal pursuit, do I now think, but of your 
companion in this amusement, in all amusements; it is he, he 
whom I dread, whom 1 look upon with horror, even to him, I cannot 
say, with hatred!” 

“ The Baron ?” said Vivian, calmly. 

“ 1 cannot name him. Dread him, fear him, avoid him ! it is he 
that I mean, he of whom 1 thought that you were the victim. 
You must have been surprised, you must have wondered at our 
conduct towards him. Oh! when Lady Madeleine turned from 
him with coolness, when she answered him in tones which to you 
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sdgbt liifve appeared bar^, ciie behaved to kira, in eompanH>n 
to what is his due, aud what we scauetimes feel to be our duty, 
with affection, actuoJiy with affection and r^ard. No hunum 
being can know what horror k, until he looks upon a fellow- 
creature with the eyes that I look upon that man.” She leant 
i^on Vivian’s arm with her whole weight, and even then lie 
thought she must have sunk; neither s]:)oke. How solemn Is the 
alletioe of soixow! 

**I am overcome,” ooutinued Miss Fane ; “ the remembrance of 
what he has done overwhelms me — 1 cannot speak it— ^tlie recol- 
lection is death — ^yct you must know it. That you might know 
it, 1 have before attempted. 1 wished to have aptured myself the 
torture which I now endure. You must know it. 1 will write — 
ay ! that will do. 1 will write ; 1 cannot speak now, it k impossible ; 
hut beware of him ; you are so young ! ” 

^ I have no words now to tliank you, dear Miss Fane, for this. 
Had I been the victim of You Konigstein, I should have been 
repaid for all my misery by feeling that you r%retted its inflic- 
tion; but I trust that I am in no danger: — though young, I fear 
that 1 am one who must not count lik time by calendars. ‘ An 
aged interpreter, though young in days.’ Would that 1 could 
be deceived! Fear not for your cousin. Trust to one whom 
you have made think better of thk world, and of hk fellow- 
creatures.” 

The sound of approaching footsteps, and the light laugh of 
pleasure, told of some who were wandering like themselves. 

“We had better return,” said Aiks Fane; “I fear tlmt Lady 
Madeleine will observe that 1 look unwell. Some one approadies I 
— ^No! — they pass only the top of the walk.” It was Mr. St. 
George and Aurelia Fitzloom. 

Quick flew the brilliant hours ; and soon the dance was over, 
and the music mute. 

It was late when Vivian retired. As he opened Ins door he 
was surprised to find lights in his chamber. The figure of 
a man appeared seated at the table. It moved — ^it was Essper 
George. 


CHAPTER Xm. 

The reader will remember that Vivian had agreed to dine, on 
the day after the fete, with the Baron, in his private apartments. 
This was an arrangement which, in fact, the custom of the house 
did not permit; but the irregularities of great men who are 
attended by chasseurs are occasionally winked at by a supple 



yiVXMSi GRiSY. 916 

maitre d’hotel. Vivian liad reasons for not regretting his accept- 
ance of the invitation ; and he never shook hands with the Che- 
valier de Boeffleurs, apparently, with greater cordiality, than on 
the day on which he met him at dinner at the Boron von Konig- 
stein s. Mr. St. George liod not arrived. 

Past live ! ” said the Baion ; " riding out, I suppose, with the 
Fitzlooins. Aurelia is certainly a hne girl ; hut I should tliink 
tliat Lady Madeleine would hardly approve the connection. The 
St. Georges have blood in their veins; and would, I suppose, as 
soon think of marrying a Fitzloom as we Germans should of 
marrying a woman without a von befdtc her name. We are 
quite alone, Grey, only tlic Chevalier and St. George. I had an 
idea of asking Salvinski; but he is such a regular steam-engine, 
and began sucli a long story lost night about his interview with the 
King of Asliantec, that the hare possibility of his taking it into his 
head to thiish it to-day frightened me. You were away early 
from the GrSud-Duke’s last night. The business went off well.” 

“ Very well,%idecdl ” said the Chevalier dc Boeffleurs; com- 
pleting by this speech the first dozen of words Avhicli he had uttered 
since his stay at Ems. 

I think that last night Lady Madeleine Trevor looked per- 
fectly magnificent ; and a certain lady, too, Grey, eh ? — Hero is 
St. George. My dear fellow, how are you ? Has the fair Aurelia 
recovered from the last night’s fatigues? Now,Ernstorff — dinner 
as soon as possible.” 

The Baron made up to-day, certainly, for the silence of his 
friend the Chevalier. lie outdid himself. Story after story, 
adventure after adventure, followed each other with exciting 
haste. In fact, the Baron never ceased talking tlie whole dinner, 
except when he refreshed luniself with wine, which he drank 
copiously. A nice observer would, perhaps, have considered the 
Baron’s high spirits artificial, and his conversation an eflTort. Yet 
his temper, though lively, ^as generally equable ; and his ideas, 
which always appeared to occur easily, were usually thrown out in 
fluent phraseology. The dinner was long, and a gresifc deal of 
wine was drunk ; more than most of the parties present for a 
long time had been accustomed to. About eight o’clock the 
Chevalier proposed going to the Redoute,but the Baron objected. 

‘‘Let us have an evening altogether: surely we have had 
enough of the Redoute. Li my opinion one of the advantages of 
the fete is, that there is no New House to-night. Conversation is 
a novelty. On a moderate calculation 1 must have told you to-day 
at least fifty original anecdotes. I have done my duty. It is the 
Chevalier’s turn now. Come, De Bceffleurs — a choice one ! ” 

**1 remember a story Prince Salvinski once told me.” 
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No, no — that is too bad — ^none of that Polish bear*s romances ; 
if we have his stories, we may as well have his company.’^ 

But it is a very curious story," continued the Chevalier, with 
a little animation. 

‘‘ Ohl so is every story, according to the storier." 

** I think, Von Konigstein, you imagine no one can tell a'story 
but yourself," said De Boeffleurs, actually indignant. Vivian 
had never heard him speak so much before, and really began to 
believe that he was not quite an automaton. 

‘*Lct us have it !” saM St. George. 

" It is a story told of a Polish nobleman — a Count somebody : 
— never can remember their crack-jaw names. Well ! the jxuiit 
is this," said the silent little Chevalier, who, apparently, already 
repented of the boldness of his offer, and, misdoubting his powers, 
wished to begin with the end of his talc — “ the point is this — he 
was playing one day at Ecarte with the Governor pf Wilna — the 
stake was trifling — but he had a bet, you see, with the Governor, of 
a thousand roubles ; a bet with the Governor’s ^cretary — never 
mind the amount, say two hundred and fifty, you see ; then, ho 
went on the turn-up with the Commandant’s wife ; and took the 
pips on the trumps with the Archbishop of Warsaw. To undor- 
staud the point of the story, you see, you must have a distinct 
conception how the game stood. You see, St. George, there was 
the bet with the Governor, one thousand roubles ; the Governor’s 
secretaiy, — never mind the amount, say two hundred and fifty; 
tum-up with the Comiufiidant’s lady, and the pips with tlie 
Archbishop of Warsaw. Proposed three times — one for the 
king — the Governor drew ace — the Governor was already three 
and the ten. When the Governor scored king, the Archbishop 
gave the odds — drew knave queen one hand — the Count offered 
to propose fourth time — Governor refused. King to six, ace fell 
to knave — queen cleared on — Governor lost, besides bets with the 
whole etat-major ; the Secretary gave his bill ; the Commandant’s 
lady pawned her jewels ; and the Archbishop was done on the pips !” 

“ By Jove, what a Salvinski ! " 

“ How many trumps had the Governor ?’’ asked St. George. 

“ Three," said the Chevalier. 

^ Then it is impossible : 1 do not believe the story ; it could 
not be." 

“ I beg your pardon," said the Chevalier ; “ you see the Gover- 
nor had 

<*By Jove, don’t let us have it all over again!" said the Baron. 
** Well ! if this be your model for an after-dinner anecdote, which 
oug^ to be as piquant as an anchovy toast, 1 ^ never complain 
of your silence in future." 
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** The story is a true story," said tlie^Clicvalier ; have you got 
a pack of cards, Von Koiiigstein ? I will sliow it you." 

*• There is not such a thing in the room,” said the Baron. 

“ Well, I never heard of a room without a pack of cards before," 
said the Chevalier ; “ I will send for one to my own apartments." 

Perhaps Erustorff has got a pack. Here, Erustorff, have you 
got a pack of cards ? That’s well ; bring it immediately."*' 

The cards were brought, and the Chevalier began to light his 
battle over again ; but could not satisfy Mr. St. George. “ You 
see, there was the bet with the Governor, and the pips, as I said 
before, witJi the Archbishdp of Warsaw." 

“ My dear De Bmflleurs, let’s no more of this. If you like to 
have a game of Ecarte witli St. George, well and good ; but as 
lor quiirreliiiig tlie whole evening about some blundering lie of 
Salvinski’s, it really is too much. You two can play, and I can 
talk to Don Vivian, wlio, by-thc-bye, is rather of the rueful coun- 
tenance to-night. Why, my dear fellow, 1 have not heard your 
voice this eveuMg : — frightened by the fate of the Archbishop of 
Warsaw, 1 suppose ?" 

“ Ecartc is so devilish dull," said St. George ; “ and it is such a 
trouble to deal." 

‘‘ I will deal for botli, if .you like," said Do Boeffleurs ; I am 
used to dealing." 

“ Oh! no — i won’t play Ecarte ; let us have something in wliicli 
we can all join." 

“ lloiige-et-Noir," suggested the Chevalier, in a careless tone, 
as if he had no taste for the amusement. 

“There is not enough— is there?” asked St. George. 

“ Oh I two are enough, you know — one deals, much more four." 

“Well, I don't care — Rouge-et-Noir then — let us have Rouge- 
ct-Noir: — Von Konigstein, what say you to Rougc-et-Noir ? Do 
Bceffleurs says we can play it here very well. Come, Grey ! " 

“ Oh ! Ilougc-et-Noir, Rougc-et-Noir,” said the Baron ; “ have 
not you both had Rougc-ct-Noir enough ? Ain I not to be allowed 
one holiday ? Well, anything to please you ; so Rouge-et-Noir, 
if it must be so." 

“ If all wish it, I have no objection," said Vivian. 

“ Well then, let us sit down; Erustorff has, I dare say, another 
pack of cards, and St. George will be dealer, I know he likes 
that ceremony." 

“ No, no, I appoint the Chevalier." 

“Very well," said De BcelHeurs, “the plan will be for two to 
bank against the table ; the table to play ofl the same colour by 
joint agreement. You can joiu me. Von Konigstein, and pay or 
receive with me, from Mr, St. George and Grey." 
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^ I wiH bank with you, il you like, Chevalier,” said Tivian 

“ Oh ! certainly; that is if you like ; — but periiaps the Baron is 
more used to banking ; you perhaps don’t understand it.” 

^ Perfectly ; it appears to me to be very rimpk.” 

“No — dotft you bank. Grey,” said St. George I want you to 
play wi^ me against the Chevalier and the Baron — 1 like your 
luck.” 

*• Luck is very capricious, remember.” 

“ Oh, no ! I like your luck ; don’t bank.” 

“ Be it BO.” 

Playing commenced: an hour elap^, and the situation of 
none of the parties was materially different from what it had been 
when they began the game. Vivian proposed leaving off ; but 
Mr. St. George avowed that he felt very fortunate, and that he 
had a presentiment that he should win. Another hour elapsed, 
and he had lost considerably. Eleven o’clock. — ^Vivian's luck had 
also deserted him. Mr. St. George was losing desperately. Mid- 
night. — ^Vivian had lost back half liis gains on the selson. St. George 
still more desperate : all his coolness had deserted him. He had 
persisted obstinately against a run on the red ; then floundered, 
and got entangled in a scc-saw, which alone cost him a thou- 
sand. 

Ernstorff now brought in refreshments ; and for a moment they 
ceased playing. The Baron opened a bottle of champagne ; and 
St. George and the Chevalier were stretching tlieir legs and com- 
posing their minds in very different ways— the first in walking ra- 
pidly up and down the room, and the other by lying very quietly 
at his full length on the sofa. Vivian was employed in building 
houses with the cords. 

“ Grey,” said the Chevalier de Boeffieurs, “ I cannot imagine 
why you domot for a moment try to forget the cards : that is the 
only way to win. Never sit musing over the table,” 

But Grey was not to be persuaded to give up building his pa- 
goda ; whieli, now many stories high, like a more celebrated but 
scarcely more substantial structure, fell with a crash. Vivian col- 
lected the scattered cards into two divisions. 

“Now,” said the Baron, seating himself, “for St. George’s 
revenge.” 

The Chevalier and the greatest sufferer took tl^ir places. 

“ Is Ernstorff coming in again, Baron ?” asked Vivian. 

“No! I think not.” 

“Let us be sure; it is disagreeable to be disturbed at tliis time 
of night.” 

“ Lock the door, theu,” said St. George. 

“ A very good plan,” said Vivian ; and he locked it accordingly. 
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gmtiemen,^ said Vivian, rising from the taldc, and put* 
ting both packs of cards into his pocket, — “ Now, g^itlemeo, I 
have another game to play.” The Chevalier started on his chair, 
the Baron turned pale, but both were silent. “ Mr. St. George,” 
continued Vivian, “I think that you owe the Chevalier de Boeffleurs 
about four thoaaand Napoleons, and to Baron von Konigstein 
something more than half that sum. 1 liave to inform you that it 
is unnecessary for you to satisfy the claims of either of these gen- 
tlemen, which are founded neither in law nor in honour.” 

“ Mr. Grey, what am I to understand ?” asked the quiet Cheva- 
lier de Boeffleurs, with the air of a wolf and the voice of a lion. 

“Understand, sir!” answered Vivhui, sternly; “that I am not 
one wlio will be bullied by a black-leg.” 

“ Grey ! good God I what do you mean ?” asked the Baron. 

“ That which it is my duty, not my pleasure, to explain, Baron 
von Konigstciii.” 

“ If you mean to insinuate,*^ burst forth the Chevalier. 

“ I mean to insinuate nothing ; I leave insinuations andiuuendos 
to chevaliers d’industrie. I mean to prove everything.” 

Mr. 8t. George did not speak, but seemed as utterly astounded 
and overwhelmed as Baron von Konigstein himself; who, with his 
arm leaning on the table, his liands clasped, and the forefinger of 
his right hand playing convulsively on his left, was pale as death, 
and did not even breathe. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Vivian, “ I shall not detain you long, though 
1 have much to say tliat is to the purpose. 1 am periectly cool, 
and, believe me, perfectly resolute. Let me recommend to you all 
the same tcmperaraciit ; it may be better lor you. Best assured, 
that if you flatter yourselves that I am one to be pigeoned, and 
then Imllied, you are mistaken. In one word, 1 am awaue of 
everything thtit has been arranged for the reception of Mr. 
St. George and myself this evening. Your marked caa’ds are in 
my pocket, and can only be obtained by you ^th my life. Here 
are two of us against two ; we arc equally matched in number, 
and I, gentlemen, am armed. If 1 were not, you would not dare 
to go to extremities. Is it not, tlien, the wisest course to be tempe- 
rate, my friends?” 

“ This is some vile conspiracy of your own, fellow,” emd De 
BsefHeurs: “ marked cards indeed! a pretty tale, forsooth] The 
Ministers of a first-rate power playing with marked cards ! The 
story will gain credit, and on the faith of whom ? An adventurer 
that no one knows; who, having failed this night in his usual 
tricks, and lost money which he cannot pay, takes advantage of 
the marked cards, which he has not succeeded in introducing, and 
pretends, foeseoth, that they are those whichiheJias stolen from our 
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table ; our own cards being, previously to bis accusation, concealed 
in a secret pocket.’^ 

The impudence of the fellow staggered even Vivian. As for 
Mi\ St. George, he stared like a wild man. Before Vivian could 
answer him, the Baron had broke silence. It was with the greatest 
effort that he seemed to dig his words out of his breast. 

<< No — ^uo — ^this is too much ! it is all over ! 1 am lost ; but 1 
will not add crime to crime. Your courage and your fortune 
have saved you, Mr. Grey, and your friend, from the designs of 
villains. And you ! wretch,” said he, turning to De Bceffleurs, 
sleep now in peace — at length you have undone me.” He leant 
on the table, and buried his face in his hands. 

Chicken-hearted fool ! ” said the Chevalier ; ‘‘ is this the end 
of all your promises, and all your pledges ? But remember, sir ! 
remember. I have no taste for scenes. Good night, gentlemen. 
Baron, I expect to hear from youJ* 

“ Stop, sir ! ” said Vivian ; ‘‘ no one leaves this room without my 
permission.” 

‘‘ I am at your service, sir, when you please,” said the Chevalier, 
‘‘ It is not my intention to detain you long, sir ; far from it ; 
1 have every inclination to assist you in your lu^t exit from this 
room — ^had I time, it should not be by the door ; as it is, go ! in 
the deviFs name.” So saying, he hurled the adventurous French- 
man half down the corridor. 

Baron von Konigstein,” said Vivian, turning to the Baron ; 
** you have proved yourself, by your conduct this evening, to be a 
better man than I imagined you. 1 confess that I thought you had 
been too much accustomed to such scenes, to be sensible of the 
horror of detection.” 

“ Never ! ” said the Baron, with emphasis, with energy. The 
firm voice and manner in which he pronounced this single word, 
wonderfully contrasted with his delivery when he had last spoke, 
but his voice imme^ately died away. 

“ Tis all over ! I have no wish to excite your pity, gentlemen, 
or to gain your silence, by practising upon your feelings. Be silent ; 
I am not the less ruined, not the less disgriiced, not the less utterly 
undone. Be silent ; iny honour, all the same, in four-and-twenty hours, 
has gone for ever ! 1 have no motive, then, to deceive you. You 
must believe what I speak ; even what I speak, the most degraded 
of men. 1 say again, never ^ never, never, never, never was my 
honour before sullied, though guilty of a thousand follies. You 
see before you, gentlemen, the unhappy victim of circumstances — 
of circumstances which he has in vain struggled to control, to 
which he has at length fallen a victim. I am not pretending, for 
a moment, that my crimes ore to be accounted for by an inexo* 
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raWe fate, and not to be expiated by my everlasting misery. No, 
no ! 1 have been too weak to be virtuous : but I have been tried, 
tried most bitterly. I am the most unfortunate of men ; I was 
not born to be a villain. Four years have passed since I was 
banished from the country in which I was honoured ; my prospects 
in life blasted ; my peace of mind destroyed ; and all tecause a 
crime was committed, of any participation in which I am as 
innocent as yourselves. Driven in despair to wander, I tried, 
in the wild dissipation of Naples, to forget my existence and 
my misery. I found my fate in the person of this vile French- 
man, wdio never since has quitted me. Even after two years of 
madness in that fatal place, my natural disposition rallied; I 
struggled to save myself ; I quitted it. I w^as already involved to 
De Boeffieurs ; I hecamo still more so, in gaining from him the 
means of satisfying all claims against me. Alas ! I found I had 
sold myself to a devil, a very devil, with a heart like an adder’s. 
Incapable of a stray generous sensation, he has looked upon man- 
kind during his whole life with tlie eyes of a bully of a gaming- 
house. I still struggled to free myself from this man ; and I in- 
demnified him for his advances, by procuring him a place in the 
mission to which, with the greatest difficulty and perseverance, 
I had at length obtained my appointment. In public life I yet 
hoped to forget my private misery. At Frankfort I felt that, 
though not happy, I might he calm. I determined never again 
even to run the risk of enduring the slavery of debt. I forswore, 
with the most solemn oaths, the gaming table ; and had it not been 
for the perpetual sight of De Boeffieurs, I might, perhaps, have 
felt at case ; though the romembraiico of my blighted pros])Ccts, 
the eternal feeling th;it I experienced of being born for nobler 
ends, was quite sufficient perpetually to embitter xny existence. 
The second year of ray Frankfort appointment I was tempted to 
this unhappy place. Tlie unexpected sight of faces which I had 
known in England, though they called up the most painful asso- 
ciations, strengthened me, nevertheless, in my re.solutioii to be 
virtuous. My unexpected fortune at the Redoute, the first night, 
made me forget all my resolves, and has led to all this misery. 

I make my sad tale brief. I got involved at the New House : De 
Boeffieurs once more assisted me, though his terms were most 
severe. Yet, yet again, I was mad enough, vile enough, to risk 
what 1 did not possess. I lost to Prince Salviiiski and a Russian 
gentleman, a considerable sum on the night before the fiStc. It 
is often the custom at the New House, as you know, among men 
wlio are acquainted, to pay and receive all losses which are 
considerable on the next night of meeting. The fete gave me 
breathing time : it was not necessary to redeem my pledge till the 
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foartli 1 msbed to De BocMcurs ; he refused to onist me ; 

oUegiDgr his own losses ajsd his prerious advance. Whiit was to 
be done ? No possibilitj of making any arrai^ment with Sal- 
vinski Had he won of me as others hare done^an arrang^ement, 
though painful^ would perhaps have been possible ; bnt, bj a sin* 
gular fate, whenever 1 have dianced to be snccessfnl, it is of this 
man tiiat 1 have won. De Boefilcurs then was the only chance. 
He was inexorable. I prayed to him ; 1 promised him everything ; 
I offered him any terms ; in vain ! At length, when he had worked 
me up to the last point of despair, he whispered hope. I listened, 
—let me be quick ! — ^why finisli ? — ^you know I fell I The Baron 
again covered his face, and appeared perfectly overwhelmed. 

" By God ! it is too horrible, said St. George. Giey, let us 
do sometliing for him 

“ My dear St. George,” said Vivian, be calm — ^you are taken 
by surprise : I was i)reparcdfor all this. Believe me it is better for 
you to leave us. I recommend you to retire, and meet me in 
the moniing : breakfast with me at eight, we can then arrange 
everything.” 

Vivian’s conduct had been so decisive, and evidently so well 
matured, that St. George felt that, in the present case, it was for 
him only to obey ; and he retired, with wonder still expressed on 
liis countenance ; for he had not yet, in the slightest degree, re- 
covered from the first surprise. 

<< Baron von Konigstein,” said Vivian to the unhappy man, 

we are alone. Mr. St. George has left the room : you are freed 
from the painful presence of tlie cousin of Captain Fane.” 

“ You know all, then ! ” exclaimed the Baron quickly, looking 
up ; or you have read my secret thouglits. How wonderful ! at 
that very moment I was thinking of my friend. Would I had 
died with him ! You know all then ; and now you must believe 
me guilty. Yet, at this moment of aimihilatiiig sorrow, when I 
can gain nothing by deceit, I swear — and if I swear falsely, 
may I fall down a livid corpse at your feet — I swear that 1 was 
guiltless of tlic crime for whhdi I suffered, guiltless as yourself. 
What may be my fate, 1 know not. Probably a few hours, and 
alLwillbe over. Yet, before we part, sir, it would be a relief, 
you would be doing a generous service to a dying man, to bear a 
message from me to one with whom you are acquainted — to one 
whom I cannot now name.” 

‘^Lady Madeleine Trevor?” 

Again you have read my thoughts ! Lady Madeleine ! — is it 
slie who told you of my early history ?” 

^ All that I know, is kuown to many.” 

1 most speak 1 if you have time, if you can listen for half an 
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hour to ft miserable being, it would be a consolation to me. I 
should die witii ease, if 1 thought tliat Lady Madeleine could 
believe me innocent of that first great offence.’^ 

« Your ExceMncy may address anything to me, if it be your 
wish, even at this hour of the night. It may be better; after 
what has passed, we neither of us can sleep, and this business 
must be arranged at once.” 

«My object is, that Lady Madeleine should receive from me 
at this moment, at a time when I can have no interest to deceive, 
an account of the particulars of her cousin's, and my friend's-, 
death. I sent it written after the horrid event, but she was ill ; 
and Trevor, who was very bitter against me, returned the letters 
unopened. For four years, I have never travelled without these 
rejected letters ; this year I have them not. But you could convey 
to Lady Madeleine my story as now given to you — ^to you at this 
terrible moment.” 

“ Speak on ! ” 

I must say one word of my connection with the family, to 
enable you fully to understand the horrid event, of which, if, as I 
believe, you only know wliat all know, you can form but a most 
imperfect conception. When I was Minister at the Court of 
Loudon, I became acquainted — became, indeed, intimate — witli Mr. 
Trevor, then in office, the husband of Lady Madeleine. She was 
just married. Of myself, at that time, I may soy that, though 
depraved, I was not heartless; and that there were moments 
when I panted to be excellent. Lady Madeleine and myself be- 
came friends; she found in me a companion, who not only 
respected her talents and deliglited in her conversation, but one 
who in return was capable of instructing, and was overjoyed to 
amuse her. I loved her ; but wlien I loved her, I ceased to be a 
libertine. At first 1 thought that nothing in the world could 
have tempted me to have allowed her for an instant to imagine 
lliat I dared to look upon her in any other light tliau as a friend ; 
hut the negligence, the coldness of Trevor, the overpowering 
mastery of my own ])assions, drove me one day past the line, and 
I wrote that which 1 dared not utter. It never entered into my 
mind for an instant to insult such a woman with tlie common- 
place sophistry of a ribald. No! I loved her with all ray spirit's 
strength. I would have sacrificed all my views in life, my am- 
bition, my family, my fortune, my country, to have gained her ; 
and 1 told her this in terms of respectful adoration. I worshipped 
the divinity, even while 1 attempted to profane the altar. Wlien 
I had sent tliis letter, I vras in despair. Conviction of tlie 
insanity of my conduct flashed across my mind. I expected never 
to see her again. There came an imswer; I opened it with the 
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greatest agitation ; to my surprise, an appointment. Why trouble 
you with a detail of my feelings, my mad hope, my dark despair! 
The moment for* the interview arrived. I was received neither 
with affection nor anger. In sorrow she spolde. I listened in 
despair. I was more madly in love with her than ever. That 
very love made me give her such evidences of a contrite spirit, 
that I was pardoned. I rose with a resolution *to be virtuous, 
with a determination to be her friend; then I made the fatal 
promise which you know of, to be doubly the friend of a man 
whose friend I already was ; it was then that I pledged myself to 
Lady Madeleine to be the guardian spirit of her cousin.” Here 
the Baron, overpowered by his emotions, leant back in his chair 
and ceased to speak. In a few minutes he resumed. 

I did my duty ; by all that’s sacred, I did my duty ! night and 
day, I was with young Fane. A hundred times he was on the 
brink of ruin — a hundred times 1 saved him. One day — one 
never-to-be-forgotten day — one most dark and damnable day, 1 
called on him, and found him on the point of joining a coterie of 
desperate character. I remonstrated with him ; — ^I entreated ; — 
I supplicated him not to go, in vain. At last he agreed to forego 
his engagement, on condition that I dined with him. There were 
important reasons that day for my not staying vrith him ; yet 
every consideration vanished, when I tliouglit of her for whom I 
was exerting myself. lie was frantic this day; and, imagining 
that there was no chance of his leaving his homo, I did not refuse 
to drink freely, to drink deeply ! My doing so was the only way 
to keep liim at home. As we w'cre passing down Pall Mall, we 
met two foreigners of distinction, and a noble of your country ; 
they were men of whom we both knew little. I had myself 
introduced Fane to the foreigners a few days before, being aware 
that they were men of high rank. After some conversation, they 
asked us to join them at supper, at the house of their English 
friend. I declined; but nothing could induce Fane to refuse 
them ; and I finally accompanied Him. Play was introduced after 
supper ; I made an ineffectual struggle to get Fane home ; but I 
was too full of wine to be energetic. After losing a small sum, 
I got up from the table, and staggering to a sofa, fell fast asleejL 
Even as I passed Fane’s chair in this condition, my master-tliouglit 
was evident, and I pulled him by the shoulder ; all was useless ; 1 
woke to madness!” It was terrible to witness the anguish of Voii 
Konigstein. 

•‘Could you not clear yourself?” asked Vivian, for he felt it 
necessary to speak. 

“Clear myself! Everything told against me. The villains were 
my friends, not the sufferer’s; 1 was not injured; my dining with 
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him was part of the conspiracy; he was intoxicated prenous to 
hisTuin. Conscious of my innocence, quite desperate, but con- 
fiding in my cberacter, I accused the guilty trio ; they recrimi- 
nated, and answered ; and without clearing themselves, convinced 
the public that 1 was their dissatisfied and disappointed tool. I 
can speak no more.” 

It is awful to witness sudden death ; but, oh ! how much more 
awful it is to witness in a moment the moral fall of a fellow- 
creature ! How tremendous is tlic quick succession of mastering 
passions! The firm, the terrifically firm, the madly resolute 
denial of guilt ; that eagerness of protestation, which is a sure 
sign of crime ; then tlie agonising suspense before the threatened 
proof is produced, the hell of detection; the audible anguish of 
sorrow, tlie curses of remorse, the silence of despair ! Few of us 
unfortunately, have passed tlirougli life without liaving beheld some 
instance of this instantaneous degradation of human nature. But 
oil ! how terrible is it when the confessed criminal has been but a 
moment before our friend ! What a contrast to the laugh of joyous 
companionship is the (piivcririg tear of an agonised frame ! how 
terrible to be prayed to by those whose wishes a moment before 
we lived only to anticipate ! 

"Von Konigsteiii,"’ said Vivian, after a long silence, "I feel 
for you. Had 1 known tliis, 1 would have spared both you and 
myself this night of misery. I would have prevented you from 
looking back to this day with remorse. You have suffered for 
that of which you were not guilty ; you shall not suffer now for 
what has passed. Much would 1 give to see you freed from that 
wretched knave, whose vile career I was very nearly tempted this 
evening to have terminated for ever. I shall make the communi- 
cation you desire, and I will endeavour that it shall be credited. 
As to the transactions of this evening, the knowledge of them can 
never transpire to tlie world. It is the interest of De Boelfleurs to 
be silent: if he speak, no one will credit the talc of such a 
creature, who, if he speak truth, must proclaim his own infamy. 
And now for the immediate calls upon your honour ; — in what sum 
are you indebted to I’rince Salviuski and his friend ? 

" Thousands ! — two — three thousand ? ” 

" I shall then have an opportunity of ridding myself of that, the 
acquisition of which, to me, has been matter of great sorrow. 
Your honour is saved ; — I will discharge the claims of Salviusk* 
and his friend.” 

" Impossible ! I cannot allow ” 

" Stop, in this business I must command. Surely there can be 
no feelings of delicacy between us two now. If I gave you the 
treasures of the Indies you would not be under so great an obli- 

is 
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aeooimt for your sudden departure. And now» year ebaract^ as 
yeisofe ; — ^yon are yet in the piime of life >yott haa^e vindksaitad 
youmif from thsjb which has preyed upcm yonir mind for years. 
Cease to accuse your fate ! ” Vivian was about to kave the rooni^ 
witeii the Baron started from his seat». and seieed his handf he 
would have spoken, but the words died upon his lips; and before 
he could recover himself Vivian had retired. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Thb sudden departure of Baron von Koni^tein from the Baths 
exdted great surprise and sorrow. All wondered at the cause, 
and all regretted the effect. The Grand*Duke missed his good 
stories, tlie Rouge-et-Noir table his constant presence; and Mon- 
sieur le Restaurateur gave up, in consequence, an embryo idea of 
a fdte and fire-works for his own benefit ; which agreeable plan he 
had trusted that, with his Excellency’s generous co-operation as pa- 
tron, he should have had no difficulty in carrying into execution. 
But no one was more surprised, and more regretted the absence of 
his Excellency, than his friend Mr. Fitzloom. What could be the 
reason? — ^Public business of course. Indeed be had leorut as 
much, confidentially, from Cracowsky. He tried Mr. Grey, but 
could elicit nothing satisfactory ; he pumped Mr. St. George, but 
produced only the waters of oblivion : Mr. St. George was gifted, 
when it suited his purpose, with a most convenient want of me- 
mory.- There must be something in the wind — ^perhaps a war. 
Was the independence of Greece about to be acknowledged, or 
the dependence of Spain about to be terminated ? What fiist-rate 
power had marched a million of soldiers into the land of a weak 
neighbour, on the mere pretence of exercising the military ? What 
patriots had had the proud satisfaction of establishing a consti- 
tutional government without bloodshed — ^to be set aside in the 
course of the next month in the same manner ? Had a conspiracy 
for establishing a^yepublic in Russia been frustrated by the timely 
information of the intended first Consuls ? Were the Janissaries 
learning mathematics? — or had Lord Cochrane taken Constan- 
tinople in the James Watt steampacket? One of tliesc many 
events must have happened, hut which? At length Fitzloom de- 
cided on a general war. England must interfere either to defeat 
the ambition of France,^ or to curb the rapacity of Russia, or to 
check the arrogance cf Austria, or to regenerate Spein, or to 
redeem Greece, or to protect Portugal, or to shield the Brazils, 
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Church, or to monopolise the commerce ef Mexk% or to disM 
Bcminate the principles of free trade, or to keep up her ]i%h 
character, or to keep op the price of corn* Eogluid must in* 
tcrfere. In spite of his conriction, however, Fitdoom did not 
alter the arraiig:emeitts of his tour ; he still intended to travel for 
two years. All he did was to send immediate orders to his broker 
in England to sell two millions of consols. The sale was of course 
effected, the example followed, stocks fell ten per cent., the ex^ 
change turned, money became scarce. The public funds of all 
Europe experienced a great decline, smash went the country banks, 
consequent runs on the London, a dozen Baronets failed in one 
morning, Portland Place deserted, the cause oi infant liberty at 
a terrific discount, the Greek loan disappeared Hke a vapour in a 
storm, all the new American States refused to pay their dividend^ 
manufactories deserted, tlie revenue in a decline, the country in 
despoil^ orders in council, meetings of parliament, change oi 
ministry, and new loan ! Such were the terrific consequences of 
a diplomatist turning black-leg ! The secret history of the late 
distress is a lesson to all modem statesmen. Rest assured, that in 
politics, however tremendous the effectB,^ the causes are often as 
triiling. 

Vivian found his reception by tlie Trevor party, the morning 
after the memorable night, a sutficieut reward for all his anxiety 
and exertion. St. George, a generous, open-hearted young^man^ 
full of gratitude to Vivian, and regretting his previous want of 
cordiality towards him, now delighted in doing full justice to his 
coolness, courage, and ability. Lady Madeleine said a great deal 
in the most graceful and impressive manner; but Miss Fane 
scarcely spoke. Vivian, however, read in her eyes her approbation 
and her gratitude. 

" And now, how came you to discover the whole plot, Mr. Grey ? 
asked Lady Madeleine, ‘*for we have not yet heard. Was it at 
the table ? ” 

“ They would hardly have had recourse to such clumsy instnu 
menls, as would have given us the chance of detecting the con- 
spiracy by casual observation. No, no, we owe our preservation 
and our gratitude to one, whom we must hereafter count among 
our friends. I was prepared, as I told you, for everything ; and 
though I had seen similar cards to those with which they played 
only a few hours before, it was with ilifficulty thatl satisfied myself 
at the table, that the cards we lost by were prepared ; so wonderful 
is the contrivance ! ^ 

^ But who is the unknown friend?*' said Miss Fane, with great 
eagerness. 
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I must hare the pleasure of keeping you all in suspense/' said 
Vivian; cannot any of you guess?" 

** None — ^none — ^none — ! " 

What say you then to Essper George ?" 

“Is it possible?" 

“ It is the fact, that he, and he alone, is our preserver. Soon 
after my arrival at this place, this singular being was seized with 
the unaccountable fancy of becoming nay servant. You all re- 
member his unexpected appearance one day in the saloon. In the 
evening of the same day, I found him sleeping at the door of my 
room; and thinking it high time that he should be taught more 
discretion, I spoke to him very seriously the next morning respect- 
ing his troublesome and eccentric conduct. It was then that I 
learnt his wish. I objected, of course, to engaging a servant of 
whose previous character I was ignorant, and of which I could not 
be informed; and one whose peculiar habits would render both 
himself and his master notorious. While I declined his services, 
I also advised him most warmly to give up all idea of deserting 
his present mode of life, for which I thought him extremely well 
suited. The couscqucnce of my lecture was, what you all per- 
ceived with surprise, a gfeat change in Essper's character, lie 
became serious, reserved, and retiring ; and commenced his career 
as a respectable character, by throwing off his quaint costume. In 
a short time, by dint of making a few bad bargains, he ingratiated 
himself witli Ernstorff, Von Konigsteiu's pompous chasseur. His 
object in forming this connection was to gain an opporXunity of 
becoming acquainted with the duties of a gentleman's servant, and 
in this he has succeeded. About a week since, he purchased from 
Ernstorff a large quantity of cast-off apparel of tlie Baron's, and 
other perquisites of a great man’s valet ; among these were some 
playing cards which had been borrowed one evening in great haste 
from tlic servant of that rascal De Bccifieurs, and never returned. 
On accidentally examining these cards, Essper detected they were 
marked. The system on which the marks are formed and under- 
stood is so simple and novel, that it was long before I could bring 
myself to believe that his suspicions were founded even on a pro- 
bability. At’length, however, he convinced me. It is at Vieiinii, 
he tells me, that lie has met with these cards before. The marks 
are all on the rim of tlie cards ; and an experienced dealer, that is 
to say a black-leg, can with these marks produce any results and 
combinations which may suit his purpose. Essper tells me that 
De BoefScurs is even more skilled in slcight-of-haiid than himself. 
From Ernstorff, Essper learnt on the day of the fete that Mr. St. 
George was to dine with the Chevalier at the Baron's apartments 
on the morrow, and that there was a chance that I should join 
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them. He suspected that villany was in the wind, and when I re- 
tired to my room at a late hour on the of the f(5te, I there 
met him, and it was then^iliat he revealed to me everything which 
I have told you. Am I not right, then, in sidling him our pre- 
server ? ” 

“ What can be done for him ?” said Lady Madeleine. 

His only wish is already granted ; he is my servant. That ho 
will serve me diligently and faithfully I have no doubt. I only 
wish that he would accept or could appreciate a more worthy 
reward.” 

« Can man be more amply rewarded,” said Miss Fane, “ than by 
choosing his own remuneration ? I think he has shown in his re- 
quest liis accustomed talent. I must go and see him this moment.” 

“ Say nothing of what has passed, he is prepared for silence 
from all parties.” 

A week, a happy week passed over, and few minutes of the day 
found Vivian absent from the side of Violet Fane; and now he 
thought again of England, of his return to that country under 
very different circumstances to what he Lad ever contemplated. 
Soon, vcM*y soon, he trusted to write to his father, to announce to 
him the revolution in his wishes, tlie consiiinmation of his hopes. 
Soon, very soon, he trusted that he should hail his native cliffs, a 
reedaimed wanderer, with a matured mind and a contented spirit; 
his sorrows forgotten, his misanthropy laid aside. 


CIT AFTER XV. 

It was about a week jiftcr the dej)arturo of the Baron, that two 
young Eiig'lisliineii, who had been College friends of Mr. St. 
George, arrived at the Baths. These were Mr. Anthony St. 
Leger and Mr. Adoljdiu.s St, John, In the academic shades of 
Christchurch, these three gentlemen had been known as ‘^All 
Saints.” Among their youthful companions they bore the more 
martial stjle of the “The Three Champions,” St, George, St. 
John, and St. Anthony. 

St. John and St. Anthony had just completed thUgrand tour; 
and after passing the liaster at Rome, Iiad returned through the 
Tyrol from Italy. Since then, they had travelled over most parts 
of Germany; and now, in the beginning of July, found themselves 
at the Baths of Erns. Two years’ travel had not produced any 
very beneficial effect on either of these sainted personages. They 
had gained, by visiting the capitals of all Europe, only a due 
acquaintance with the follies of each ; and the only difference that 
could be observed in their conduct on their return was^ that 
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ibeir Affwiaiam mH xa^er BKnre fimtastkal, asd Hmetim moce 
tBBOshlg. 

^€orpo di Baeeo, m diampion ! who ever Ihonght <rf zaaet^ 
thee, thou holy saiM Bj the eye-brow of Venus, my spiiit 
rejoiceth!*^ exclaimed St. Anthony, whose peculiar affectation 
was an adoption in English of the Italian oai^ 

** Hiis is the sweetest spot, St. Anthony, that we have found 
since w5 IcftParadiso ; that is, St. George, in the vulgar, since we 
quitted Italia. * Italia ! O Italia ! ’ — ^I forget the rest, probably you 
remember it. Certainly, a most sweet spot this, quite a Caspar ! 

Art was the pecoliar affectation of St. John ; he was, indeed, 
quite a patron of the Belle Arti — ^had scattered his orders through 
the studios of most of the celebrated sculptors of Italy, and spoke 
on all subjects and all things, only with a view to their capability 
of forming material for the painter. According to the school of 
which Mr. St. John was a disciple, the only uee of the human 
passions is, that they produce situations for the liistorical painter ; 
and nature, according to these votaries of the ro icaX6i/, is only 
to be valued as affording hintsYor the more perfect conceptions of 
a Giaude or a Salvator. 

"By the girdle of Venus, a devilish fine woman I” exclaimed 
St. Anthony. 

" A splendid biti ” ejaculated St. John ; " touched in with free- 
dom — a grand toumure — ^great gout in the swell of the neck. 
What a study for Retsch V* 

"In the name of the Graces, who is it, mio Santo 

" Ay ! name la bellissima Signora.’^ 

"The ‘ fine bit,’ St. John, is my sister.” 

" The devil!” 

" Diavolo ! ” 

" Will you introduce us, most holy man ? ” 

This request from both, simultaneously arranging their mus- 
tachios. 

The two Saints were, accordingly, in due time, introduced ; but 
finding the attention of Miss Fane always engrossed, and rceeiving 
some not very encouraging responses from Lady Madeleine, they 
voted her ladphip cursedly satirical ; and passing a general cen- 
sure on the annoying coldness of English women, they were in 
four-and-twentyh^B attached to the suite of the bliss Fitzlooms^ 
to whom they were introduced by St. George as his particular 
Mends, and were received with the most flattering oonslderation. 

"By the a^ct of Diana! fine girk,” swore St. Anthony. 

'^uly most gorgeous colouring! quite Venetian ! Aurelia is a 
perfect Giorgione! ” said St. John. 

" Madeline,” said St. fifeorge, one morning, to Ira efater^ "lum 
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jm snjr^l^eciiQii to sp a party with ihe FUdooms to fMO 
a day at NaBsan? Ton know we have often talked of it^ 4U!td 
as Tiolet is so well now, and the weather so delightful, there 
sorely can be no objection. The Fitzlooms are very i^eeaUe 
people; and ihongh you do not admire the Santi, still, upon my 
word, when you know them a little more, yon will find them very 
pleasant fellows, and they are extremely good-natured ; and just 
the fellows for such a party. Do not r^use me. I have set my 
mind upon your joining the party. Pray nod assent — thank you. 
Now I must go and arrange everything. Let us see — ^there are 
seven Fitzlooms; for we cannot count on less than two boys; 
yourself, Grey, Violet, and myself, four; the Santi — quite enough 
— a roost delightful party. Half a dozen servants, and as many 
donkeys, will manage the provisions. Then three %Jit carriages 
will take us all. ‘ By the wand of Mercury ! ' as St. Anthony 
would vow, admirably planned ! 

By the breath of Zephyr! a most lovely day, Miss Fane,*' said 
St. Anthony, on the morning of the intended excursion.” • 

" Quite a Claude !” said St. Johu. 

“Almost as beautiful as on Italian winter day, Mr. St. Leger?** 
asked Miss Fane. 

“ Hardly ! ” said St. Anthony, with a serious air ; for he imagined 
the question to be quite genuine. 

The carriages are at the door; into the first ascended Mrs. 
Fitzloom, two daughters, and the travelling Saints. The second 
bore Lady Madeleine, Mr. Fitzloom, and his two sons ; the third 
division w^as formed of Mr. St. George and Aurelia Fitzloom, 
Miss Fane, and Vivian. 

Away, away, rolled the carriages ; the day was beautiful, tbe 
sky was without a cloud, and a mild breeze prevented the heat of 
the sun from being overpowering. All were in high spirits ; for 
St. George had made a capital master of the ceremonies, and hod 
arranged the company in the carriages to their mutual satisfaction. 
St. Anthony swore, by the soul of Psyche ! that Augusta Fitzloom 
was an anghl ; and St. John was in equal raptq^es with Araminta, 
who had an expression about the eyes, which reminded him of 
Titian’s Flora. Mrs. Fitzloom’s natural silence did not disturb 
the uninterrupted jargon of the Santi, whose foppeiy elicited loud 
and continued approbation from the fair sisters. The mother 
sat admiring these sprigs of noble trees. The young Fitzlooms, 
in crimson cravats, conversed with Lady Madeleine with a delight- 
ful military air; and their happy parent, as he gazed upon them 
with satisfied affection, intenially promised them both a com* 
mission in a crack regiment. 

The road from Eras to Nassau winds along the banks cS the 
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Lahii, through two leagues of delightful scenery; at the end of 
ivhich, springing up from the peak of a bold and richly-wooded 
mountain, the lofty tower of the ancient castle of Nassau meets 
your view. Winding walks round the sides of the mountain lead 
through all the varieties of sylvan scenery, and command in all 
points magnificent views of the surrounding country. These 
finally bring you to tlie old castle, whose spacious chambers, 
though now choked up with masses of grey ruin, or covered with 
underwood, still bear witness to the niiglit of their former lord! — 
the powerful Baron whose sword gained for his posterity a throne. 

All seemed happy; none happier than Violet Fane. Never did 
she look so beautiful as to-day — never was she so animated — never 
had she boasted that her pulse beat more melodious music, or her 
lively blood danced a more healthful measure. After examining 
all the antique chambers of the castle, and discovering, as they 
flattered themselves, secret passages, and dark dungeons, and 
hidden doors, they left this interesting relic of the middle ages ; 
and soon, by a gradual descent through delightful slirubhcries, 
they again found themselves at the bottom of the valley. Here 
they visited the modern Chateau of Baron von Stidn, one of the 
most enlightened and able politicians that Germany has ever pro- 
duced, As Minister of Prussia, he commenced those reforms 
which the illustrious llardenbcrg perfected. For upwards of five 
centuries the family of Stein have retained their territorial pos- 
sessions in the valley of the Lahn. Their family casth*. at present 
a ruin, and formerly a fief of the house of Nassau, is now only a 
pictures(|uc object in the jdcasure-grounds of the present lord. 

The noon had passed some hours before the delighted 'wanderers 
complained of fatigue, and by that time they found themselves in 
a pleasant green glade, on the skirls of the forest of Nassau. It 
was nearly environed by mountains, covered with hanging woods, 
which shaded the beautiful valley, and gave it the appearance of a 
sylvan amphitheatre. lYom a rocky cleft in these green moun- 
tains, a torrent, dashing down with impetuous force, and whoso 
fall was almost coi^Jcaled by t]*c cloud of spray which it excited, 
gave birth to a small and gentle river, whose banks wore fringed 
with beautiful trees, wliicli prevented the sun^s darts from piercing 
its coldness, by bowing their fair heads over its waters. From 
their extending branches. Nature's choristers sent forth many a 
lovely lay. 

“ Of God's high praise, and of their loves* sweet teen.** 

Near the banks of this river, the servants, under the active 
direction of Essper George, had prepared a banquet for the party. 
The cloth had been laid on a raised work of wood and turf ; and 
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rustic seats, of tlie same material, siiiTounded the picturesque 
table. It "lowed with materials, and with colours to which Ve- 
ronesc alone could have done justice : pasties, and birds, and 
venison, and j^froups of fish, gleamy with prismatic hues, while, 
amid pyramids of fruit, rose p^oblets of fantastic (jlass, worthy of 
the famous wines they were to receive. 

Well ! said Miss Fane, “ I never will be a inemhcr of an 
adventurous party like the present, of whicli Albert is not 
manager.” 

“I must not take the whole credit upon myself, Violet; vSt. 
John is butler, and St. Le"er my vice-chamberlain.” 

“Well, I cannot praise Mr. St. John till I have tasted the 
malvoisie wliicli he has promised; but as for the other part of the 
eutertainmont, Mn St. Leg^er, I am sure this is a temptation 
which it would be a sin, oven in St. Anthony, to withstand.” 

“ By tlie body of Bacclius, very p^ood ! ” swore Mr. St. Leg-cr. 

“ These mountains,” said Mr. St. John, “remind me of one of 
Caspar’s cool valleys. The party, indeed, give it a dilferent 
character — (juite a Watteau ! ” 

“Now, Mrs. Fitzlooui,” said St. George, who was in his 
element, “ let uio rec'.ommend a little of this pike ! Lady Made- 
leine, I have sent you some lamb. Miss Fitzlooni, I hope St. 
Anthony is taking care of you. Wrightson, jdates to Mr. St. 
Leger. Holy man, and miicli beloved ! send Araminta some 
chicken. Grey has lie][)ed yon, A'iolet? Aurelia, this is for you. 
William Pitt Fitzloom, 1 leave you to yourself. George Canning 
Fitzloom, take care of tJie ladies near you. Essper George ! — 
AV^licre is Essper? St. John, who is your deputy in tlie wine 
department? — Wrightson! bring those long green lM)Ules out of 
the river, and put the clnunpagne underncatli the willow. Will 
your Ladyship take some light claret? Mrs. Fitzloom, you must 
use your tumbler — nothing hut tumblers allowed, by Miss Fane’s 
particular request I ” 

“ St. George, thou holy man! ” said Miss Fane, “ nicthinks you 
are very irn})ertinent. You shall not he my patron saint if you say 
such words.” 

For the next hour there was nothing heard save the calling of 
servants, the rattling of knives and forks, the drawing of corks, 
and continued bursts of laughter, which were not occasioned by 
any brilliant observations eitlier of the Saints, or any otlier per- 
sons, but merely the result of an exuberance of spirits on the part 
of every one present. 

“Well, Aurelia,” said Lady Madeleine, “do you prefer our 
present mode of life to feasting in an old hall, covered with ban- 
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ners and battered shields, and surrounded by mysterious corridors 
imd dark dungeons?*' Aurelia was so flattered by the notice of 
Lady Madeleine, that she made her no answer ; probably because 
rile was intent on a plover’s egg. 

“ I think we might all retire to this valley,” said Miss Fane, 
and revive the feudal times with great success. Albert might 
take us to Nassau Castle, and you, Mr. Fitzloom, might refor- 
tify the old tower of Stein. Witli two sons, however, who are 
about to enter the Guards, I am afraid we must be your vassals. 
Then what should we do? We could not have wood parties every 
day; I suppose we should get tired of each other. No! that 
does seem imposssible ; do not you all think so ? ” 

Omnes, “ Impossible ! ” 

We must, however, have some regular pursuit, some cause of 
constant excitement, some perpetual source of new emotions. 
New ideas, of course, we must give up ; there would be no going 
to London for the season, for new opinions to astound country 
cousins on our return. Some pursuit must be invented; we all 
must have something to do. I have it! Albert shall be a 
tyrant.” 

"lam very much obliged to you, Violet.” 

"Yes! a cruel, unprincipled, vindictive, remorseless tyrant, 
with a long black beard, I cannot tell how long, about twenty 
thousand times longer than Mr. St. Leger’s mnstachios.” 

"By the beard of Jove!” swore St. Anthony, as he almost 
riarted from his seat, and arranged with his thumb and forefinger 
the delicate Albanian tuft of his upper lip — " by the beard of 
Jove, Miss Fane, I am obliged to yon.” 

"Well then,” continued Violet, " Albert, being a tyrant, Lady 
Madeleine must be an unhappy, ill-used, persecuted woman, living 
on black bread and green water, in an unknown dungeon. My 
part shall be to discover her imprisonment. Sounds of strange 
music attract my attention to a part of the castle which I have 
not before frequented. There I shall distinctly hear a female 
voice chaunting the ^Bridesmaids’ Chorus,’ with Erard’s double 
pedal accompaniment. By the aid of the Confessors of the two 
families — tw'o drinking, rattling, impertinent, most corrupt, and 

most amusing friars, to wit — our sainted friends ” 

Here both Mr. St. Leger and Mr. St. John bowed low to Miss 
Fane. 

" A most lively personage is Miss Fane,” whispered St. Anthony 
to his neighbour, Miss Fitzloom ; " great style ! ” 

" Most amusing, delightful girl — great style— rather a display 
tD^y, I think.” 
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*‘0h, decidedly! and devilish personal too; some people 
wouldn't like it. I have no doubt she will say something about 
you next.” 

^ Oh, I shall be very surprised, indeed, if she does ! It may be 
very well to you, but Miss Fane must be aware 

Before this pompous sentence could be hnishei an incident 
occurred which prevented Mias Fane from proceeding witli her 
allotment of characters, and rendered unnecessary the threatened 
indignation of Miss Fitzloom. 

Miss Fane, as we mentioned, suddenly ceased speaking ; the 
eyes of all were turned in the direction in which she was gazing — 
gazing as if she had seen a ghost. 

Wliat arc yon looking up at, Violet?” asked St. George. 

“ Did not you see anything ? did not any of you see anything ?” 

None — ^none ! ” 

“ Mr. Grey, surely you must have seen it!” 

I saw nothing.” 

“ It could not be fancy — ^impossible ! I saw it distinctly. I can* 
not be in a dream. Sec there! again, on that topmost branch. 
It moves ! ” 

Some odd slirill sounds, uttered in the voice of a Pulcinello, 
attracted the notice of them all, and lo! high in the air, behind a 
lofty chestnut-tree, the figure of a Pulcinello did appear, hopphig 
and vaulting in the unsubstantial air. Now it sent fortli another 
shrill, piercing sound, and now, with both its hands, it patted and 
complacently .stroked its ample paunch ; dancing all the time with 
unremitting activity, and wagging its queer head at the astounded 
guests. 

“Who, what can it he?” cried all. The Misses Fitzloom 
shrieked, and the Sauti seemed quite puzzled. 

“ Who, wliat can it be ?” 

Ere time could be given for any one to hazard a conjecture, the 
figure had advanced from behind the trees, aud had spanned in an 
instant the festal board, with two enormous stilts, on which 
they now perceived it was mounted. The Misses Fitzloom 
shrieked again. The figure imitated their cries in his queer 
voice, and gradually raising one enormous stilt up into the air, 
stood only on one support, which was planted behind the lovely 
Ararainta. 

‘ “ O, inimitable Essper George!” exclaimed Violet Fane. 

Here Signor Punch commenced a song, which he executed in 
the tone peculiar to his character, and in a style which drew ap- 
plauses from all; and then, with a hop, step, and a jump, he was 
again behind the ohestnut-tree. In a moment he advanced without 
his stilts towards the table. Here, on the tur^ he again com- 
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mcnced his antics ; kicking his nose with his right foot, and his 
hump with his left one ; executing splendid somersets, and cutting 
every species of caper, tiiid never ceasing for a moment from per- 
forming all his movements to the inspiring music of his own me- 
lodious voice. At last, jumping up very high in the air, he fell as 
if all his joints were loosened, and the Misses Fitzloom, imagining 
that his bones were really broken, shrieked again. But now 
Essper began tlie w’onderful performance of a dead body possessed 
by a devil, and in a minute his shattered corpse, apparently with- 
out tlie assistance of any of its members, began to jump and move 
about the ground with miraculous rapidity. At length it dlsa^j- 
pear(‘d behind the cliostnut-trce. 

“ I really think,” said Mr. St. George, it is the most agreeable 
day I ever passed in all my life.” 

“Decidedly!” said St. Anthony. “St. John, you remember 
our party to Pjcstiim with Lady Calabria M‘Crater and tln^ Mar- 
quis of Agrigentuin. It was nothing to this! Nothing! Do you 
know I thought that rather dull.” 

“ Yes, too elaborate ; too highly finished ; nothing of the pittore 
iinjirovisatorc. A party of this kind should he more sketchy in its 
style; tlic outline more free, and less detail.” 

“Essper is coming out to-day,” s.iid Vivian to Miss Fane, “ after 
a long, and, I venture to say, painful forbearance. However, I 
hope you will excuse him. It seems to amuse us.” 

“ I think it is delightful. See ! here he comes again.” 

He now appeared in his original costume; the one in which 
Vivian lirst met him at the fair. Bowing, he threw his hand c.are- 
Icssly over his mandolin, and having tried tlic melody of its strings, 
sang with great taste, and a sweet voice — sweeter from its con- 
trast with its ])revious shrill tones — a very pretty romance. All 
a])j»laiKlod liim very warmly, and no one more so than !Miss h^ane. 

“All! inimitable Essper George, how can wt. siifiicientlv thank 
you! IIow well he plays! and his voice is quite beautiful. Oh! 
could wo not dance ? would not it he delightful ? and he could play 
on his guitar. Tliink of the delicious turf!” 

Onmes — “ Deliglitfiil ! delightpil ! ” TJicy rose from the table. 

“ A'iolet, my dear,” asked Lady Madeleine, “ what are you going 
to do?” 

“By the toe of Terpsicliorc ! as Mr. St. Legcr w'ould say, 1 am 
going to dance.” 

“ But remember, to-day you have done so much ! let us be mo- 
derate ; though you feel so much better, still think what a change 
to-day has been from your usual habits ! ” 

“ But, dearest Lady Madeleine, think of dancing on the turf^ 
aud I feel so well I 
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“By the Graces! I am for the waltz/^ said St. Anthony. 

It has certainly a very free touch to recommend it,” said St. 

John. , 

“ No, iifs” said Violet ; let us all join in a country dance.” 
But the ]\risses Fitzloom preferred a quadrille. 

The quadrille was soon formed : Violet made up for not dancing 
with Vivian at the Grand-Duke's. She was most animated, and kept 
up a successful rivalry with Mr. St. Leger, who evidently prided 
himself, as Mr. Fitzloom observed, ‘‘on his light fantasti(3 toe.” 
Now he pirouetted like Paul, and now he attitudinized like Albert ; 
and now Miss Fane eclipsed all his exertions by her iniinitablo 
imitations of Ilonzi Vesiris* rushing and arrowy manner. »St. 
Anthony, in despair, but quite delighied, revealed a secret wliich 
bad been taught him by a Spanisli dancer at Milan ; but thmi I\liss 
I'ane vanquished him for ever with the pnn dc Zephyr of the ex- 
quisite Fanny Bias. 

The day was fast declining wlion the carriages arrived; the 
young ])eoplc were in no humour to return ; and as, when tliey had 
once entered the carriage, the day seemed llnished for ever, Ihey 
proposed walking part of the way home. Lady Madeleine made 
little objection to Violet joining the ])arty, as after the exertion 
that Miss Fane had been making, a drive in an ()j>eii c*irriage miglit 
be dangerous ; and yet the w.ilk was too long, but all agreed that 
it would be impossible to shorten it; and, as Violet declared that 
she was not in tlie least fatigued, the lesser evil was tliereforo 
chosen. The carriages rolled off; at a!)out Iialf way from Ems, 
the two empty ones were to wait for the walking party. Lady 
Madeleine smiled with fond aiieetion, as slie waved her hand to 
Violet the moment ])efore she was out of sig!»l. 

“And now,” said St. George, “good ]K‘ople all, instead of re- 
turning hy Ihe same road, it strikes me, that then* nuir>t he ii way 
tlirougli this little wood, you see there is an excellent path. Be- 
fore tlic sun is set, wc sliall have gut tliroiigli it, and it will bring 
us out, I have no doubt, by the old cottage wliicb you observed, 
Grey, w'lien we cmiie along. 1 saw a gate and i)atli there; just 
where we first got sight of Nassau Castle ; there can be no doubt 
about it. You sec it is a regular riglit-aiigle, and besid(‘s varying 
tlie Malk, wx* shall at least gain a quarter of an hour, whiclj, after 
all, as we have to walk nearly tlirec miles, is an ohject. It is quite 
clear; if I have a head for anything, it is for finding my way.” 

“ 1 think YOU have a head for <*verything,” said Aurelia Fitzloom, 
in a soft .seiuimeiital whisper ; “ I am sure wc owe all our happiiies 
to-day to you I ” 

“ If I have a Lead for everything, I have a heart only for one 
person ! 
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As eray one wished to be coavinced^ no one dBTered my argu- 
ment in opposition to Mr. St. €k»Qrge’s view of the case ; and some 
were already in the wood. 

^ Albert/' said Miss Fane^ 1 do not like walking in the wood so 
late ; pray come back." 

^ Oh, nonsense, Violet ! come. If you do not like to come, you 
can walk by the road ; you will meet us round by the gate, it is 
only five minutes’ walk." Ere he had finished speaking, the rest 
were in the wood, and some had advanced. Vivian strongly recom- 
mended Violet not to join them ; he was sure that Lady Madeleine 
would not approve of it ; he was sure that it was very dangerous — 
estremely ; and, by-the-bye, while he was talking, which way had 
they gone ? he did not see them. He halloed ; all answered, and 
a thousand echoes besides. “ We certainly had better go by the 
road, we shall lose our way if we try to follow them ; nothing is so 
puzzling as walking in woods, wc had much better keep to the 
road." So by the road they went. 

The sun had already sunk behind the mountains, whose undu- 
lating forms were thrown into dark shadow against the crimson 
sky. The thin crescent of the new moon floated over the eastern 
hills, whose deep woods glowed with the rosy glories of twilight. 
Over the peak of a purple mountain glittered the solitary star of 
evening. As the sun dropped, universal silence seemed to pervade 
the whole face of nature. The voice of the birds was stilled; the 
breeze, wJiicli had refreshed them during the day, died away, as if 
its office were now completed; and none of the dark sounds and 
sights of hideous Night yet dared to triumph over the death of Day. 
Unseen were the circling wings of the foil bat ; unheard the screech 
of the w^aking owl; silent the drowsy hum of the shade-bom beetle I 
What heart has not acknowledged the influence of this hour — the 
sweet and sootliing hour of twilight! the hour of love,^the hour of 
adoration, the hour of rest! — ^wlicn wc think of those we love, only 
to regret that we have not loved more dearly ; when wc remember 
our enemies only to forgive tliem ! 

And ViviiUiand his beautiful companion owned the magic of this 
hour, as all must do, hy silence. No word was spoken, yet is 
silence sometimes a language. They gazed, and gazed again, and 
their full spirits held due communiou with the starlit sky, and the 
mountains and the woods, and the soft shadows of the increasing 
moon. Oh ! who can describe what the overcharged spirit feels at 
this sacred hour, when we almost lose the consciousness of exist- 
ence, and our souls seem to struggle to pierce futurity ! In the 
forest of the mysterious Odenwald, in the solitudes of the Berg- 
strasse, had Vivian at this hour often found consolation for a bruised 
s; 2 )int — often in adoring nature had forgotten man. But now, 
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Yxtai lie had never felt nature’s in^ence more powerful; when 
he never fbrg^otteu man and man’s world more thoroughlj; 
when he was experiencing emotions^ which, though undeiinable, be 
felt to be new ; he started when he remembered that all this was in 
the presence of a human being ! Was it Hesperus he gazed upon, 
or something else that glanced brighter than an Evening star? 
Even as he thought that his gaze was fixed on the countenance of 
nature, he found that his eyes rested on the face of nature's love- 
liest daughter ! 

" Violet ! dearest Violet !” 

As in some delicious dream the sleeper is awakened from his 
bliss by the sound of his own rapturous voice, so was Vivian roused 
by these words from his reverie, and called back to the world which 
he had forgotten. But ere a moment had passed, he was pouring 
forth in a rapid voice, and incoherent manner, such words as men 
speak only once. He spoke of his early follies, his misfortunes, 
his misery ; of his matured views, his settled principles, his plans, 
his prospects, his hopes, his happiness, his bliss : and when he had 
ceased, he listened, in his turn, to some small still words, which 
made him the happiest of human beings. He bent down ; he kissed 
the soft silken cheek which now he could call liis own. Her hand 
was in his ; her head •sank upon his breast. Suddenly she clung 
to him witli a strong grasp. Violet! my own, mv dearest; you 
arc overcome. I have been rash, I have been inipriment. Speak, 
speak, my beloved ! say you are not ill ! ” 

She spoke not, but clung to him with a fearful strength — ^licr 
head still upon liis breast — her full eyes closed. Alarmed, he 
raised lier oft* the ground, and bore her to the river side. Water 
might revive her. But wlieu he tried to lay her a moment on 
the bank, she clung to him gasjn’jig, as a sinking person clings 
to a stout swiiimier. He leant over her; he did not attempt to 
disengage his arms ; and, by degrees, by very slow degrees, her 
grasp loosened. At last her arms gave way and fell by her side, 
and her eyes partly opened. 

“ Thank God! Violet, my own, my beloved, say you arc 
better ! ” 

She answered not — evidently she did not know him — evidently 
she did not see him. A film was on her sight, and her eye was 
glassy, lie rushed to the water side, and in a moment he bad 
sprinkled her temples, now^ covered with a cold dew. Her pulse 
beat not — her circulalioii seemed suspended. lie rubbed the 
palms of her hands — he covered her delicate feet with his coat ; 
and then rushing up the bank into the road, he shouted with 
frantic cries on all sides. No one came, no one was near. Again, 
with a cry of fearful anguish, he shouted as if an liyficna were feed- 
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ijig on liisi vitals. No sound : — ^no answer. The nearest cottage 
was above a mile off. lie dared not leave her. Again he rushed 
down to the water side. Her eyes were still open — still fixed. 
Her mouth also wa.s no longer closed. Her hand was stiff — ^her 
heart had ceased to beat. He tried with the warmth of liis own 
body to revive her. He shouted — ^lie wept — ^lie prayed. All, all 
in vain. Again he was in the road — again shouting like an insane 
being. There was a sound. Hark! — It was but the screech of 
an owl! 

Once more at the river side — once more bending over her with 
starting eyes — once more the attentive car listening for the 
soundless breath. No sound! not even a sigh ! Oh! what would 
lie have given for her shriek of anguish 1 — No change had occurred 
in her position, but the lower part of her face had fallen ; and 
there was a general appearance which struck him with awe. Her 
body was quite cold — ^lier limbs stiffened, lie giized, and gazed, 
and gazed, lie bent over her with stupor rathc^ than grief 
stamped on liis features. It was very slowly tliat the dark thought 
came over his mind — very slowly that the horrible truth seized upon 
his soul. lie gave a loud shriek, and fell on the lifeless. body of 
ViolktFake! 



VIVIAN GKEY. 


241 


BOOK VI. 

CHAPTER L 

TnE green and bowery summer had passed away. Ifc was mid- 
night when two horsemen pulled up their steeds beneath a wide 
oak ; which, with other lofty trees, skirted the side of a winilll^er 
road ill an extensive forest in the south of Germany. 

By licavens !” said one, who apparently was the master — wo 
must even lay our clsiaks, I think, under this oak ; for the road 
winds again, and assuredly cannot lead now to our village.” 

“A starlit sky in autumn cam scarcely be the fittest curtain for 
one so weak as you, sir ; I should recommend travelling on, if we 
keoj) on our horses* backs till dawn.” 

“But if we are travelling in a directly contrary way to our 
voiturier, honest as we may suppose him to be, if he find in 
the morning no paymaster for his job, he may with justice make 
free with our baggage. And 1 shall be unusually mistaken if the 
road we are now pursuing does not lead back to the city.” 

“ City, town, or village, you must sleep under no forest tree, sir. 
Let us ride on. It will be hard if wc do not find some huntsraau's 
or ranger's cottage : and for aught we know a neat snug village, 
or BOine comfortable old nianur-hoiise, which lias been in the family 
for two centuries ; and where, with God's blessing, they may chance 
to have wine as old as the bricks. I know not how you may feel, 
sir, but a ten liuiiiV ride when I Wiis only prepared for half the 
time, and that, too, in an autumn night, makes me somewhat 
desirous of renewing ray acquainiance with the kitchen-firc.” 

“ I could join you in a glass of Hock and a slice of venison, I 
confess, my good fellow ; but in a nocturnal ride 1 am no longer 
your match. However, if you think it best, we will prick on our 
stjeds fur another hour. If it be only for them, I arn sure we 
must soon stop.” 

“ Ay ! do sir ; and put your cloak well round you — all is for the 
best. You are not, 1 guess, a Sabbatli-born child ?” 

“ That am I not— but how would that make our plight wo,n|e 
than it is? Sliould we be farther off supper?” 

“ Nearer, perhaps, than you imagine ; for we should then have a 
chance of sharing the spoils of the Spirit Hunter,” 

“ Ah ! Essper, is it so ?” 
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"Truly, yes, sir; and were either of us a Sabbatli-bora child, 
by holy cross ! I would not gire much for our chance of a down 
bed this night.’’ 

Here a great horned owl flew across the road. 

" Were I in the north,” said Essper, " I would sing an Ave Mary 
against the Stut Ozel.” 

"What call you that?” asked Vivian, 

“ Tis the great bird, sir ; the great horned owl, that always 
flies before the Wild Hunter. And truly, sir, I hare passed through 
many forests in my time, but never yet saw I one where I should 
sooner expect to hear a midnight bugle. If you will allow me, sir, 
I |(pl ride by your side. Thank God, at least, it is not the Wal- 
purgis night I” 

"I wish to Heaven it were !” said Vivian, ‘^and that we were 
on the Brocken. It must be highly amusing’' 

" Hush ! hush ! it is lucky we are not in the Hartz—but we 
know not where we are, nor who at this moment may be behind us.” 

And here Essner began pouring forth a liturgy of Iiis own, 
half Catholic and half Calvinistic, (luitc in character with the 
creed of the country through which they were travelling. 

" My horse has stumbled,” continued Essper, “ and yours, sir, 
is he not shying ? There is a confounded cloud over the moon — 
but I have no sight in the dark if that mass before you be not a 
devil’s-stone. The Lord liave mercy upon our sinful souls !” 

"Peace! Essper,” said Vivian, who was surprised to find him 
really alarmed; "I see nothing but a block of granite, no uncom- 
mon sight in a German forest.” 

" It is a devil-stone, I tell you, sir — there has been some church 
here, which he has knocked down in the night. Look ! is it the 
tnoss-pcople that I see ! As sure as I am a hungry sinner, the 
Wild Oue is out a hunting to-night.” 

"More luck for us, if we meet him. His dogs, as you say, 
may gain us a supper, I think our wisest course will be to join 
the cry.” 

" Hush ! hush ! you would not talk so if you knew what your 
share of the spoils might bo. Ay ! if you did, sir, your cheek would 
be paler, and your very teeth would chatter. I knew oue man 
who was travelling in the forest, just as we are now, it was about 
this time, and he believed in the Wild Hiintsiuan about as much 
as you — that is, he liked to talk of the Spirit, merely to Inive the 
opportunity of denying that he believed in him 5 which .showed, as 
I used to say, that his miud was often thinking of it. He was a 
merry knave, and as firm a hand for a boar-spc/ir as ever I met 
with, and I have met many. We used to call him, before the ac- 
cident, Left-handed Hans, but they call him now, sir, the Childs 
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BmUr. Oh ! it is a rery awful tale, and I would sooner te& it ia 
blazing hall than in free forest. Ton did not bear any aoimd fa 
tbe left, did yon 

“ Nothing but the wind, Essper ; on with your tale, my man.^ 

“ It is a very awful tale, sir, but I will make short work of it. 
Tou see, sir, it was a night just like this; the moon was generally 
hid, but the stars prevented it from ever being pitch dark. And 
so, sir, he was travelling alone ; he had been up to tbe castle of 
the baron, his master— you see, sir, he was head-ranger to his 
lordship— and he always returned home through the forest. What 
he was thinking of I cannot say, but most likely of no good ; when 
all on a sudden he heard the baying of hounds in the distance. 
Now directly he heard it — I have heard him tell the story a 
thousand times— directly he heard it, it struck him tliat it must he 
the Spirit Huntsman; and though there were many ways to 
account for the hounds, still he never for a moment doubted that 
they were the licll-dogs. The sounds came nearer and nearer. 
Now I tell you this, because if ever, — which the Holy Virgin for- 
bid ! — if ever you meet the Wild Huntsman you will know how to 
act:— conduct yourself always with propriety, make no noise, but 
behave like a gentleman, and doii^t put the dogs off the scent; 
stand aside, and l(3t him pass. Don’t talk, he has no timo to lose, 
for if he hunt fifter daybreak, a night’s sport is forfeited for every 
star left in the morning sky. So, sir, you see nothing puts him in 
a greater passion than to lose his time in answering impertinent 
questions. Well, sir, Left-handed flans stood by the road-side The 
baying of tlie dogs was so distinct, that he felt that iu n moment 
the Wild One would bo up: his horse shivered like a sallow in a 
storm. He heard the tramp of tlic Spirit-steed : they came iu 
sight. As tbe tall figure of the nuntsniaii passed— I cannot tell 
you what it was — it might have been, Lord forgive me for thinking 
what it might have been ! but a voice from beljind Hans, a voice so 
like his own, that for a moment be fancied that he liad liimself 
spoken, although he was conscious that his lips had been firmly 
closed the whole time, a voice from the road-side,— just beliind 
poor Hans, mind, — said, ‘ Good sport. Sir Huntsman, ’tis an odd 
light to track a stag!’ The poor man, sir, was all of an ague; 
but how much greater was his horror when the tall IiunLsiiiaii 
stopped ! He thought tliat lie was going to be eaten up on the 
spot, at least : not at all, — ‘ ATy friend !’ said the Wild One, in the 
kindest voice imaginable ; ‘ my friend, would you like to give your 
horse a breathing with us ?’ Poor Hans was so alarmed that it 
never entered into his bead for a single moment to refuse tlie invi- 
tation, and instantly be was galloping by the side of the Wild 
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Hantsmai). Away they flew ! away ! away ! away ! over bog, and 
over mere; over ditch, and over hedge; away! away! away!— 
and the Ranger’s horse never failed, but kept by the side of the 
Wild Spirit without the least distress ; and yet it is very singular 
that Hans was about to sell this very beast only a day before, for a 
matter of five crowns : — ^you see, he only kept it just to pick his 
way at night from the castle to his own cottage. Well ! it is very 
odd, hut Hans soon lost all fear, for the sport was so fine and he 
had such a keen relish for the work, that, far from being alarmed, 
he thought himself one of the luckiest knaves alive. But the odd- 
est thing all this time was, that Ilans never caught sight for one 
moment of either buck or^boar, although he saw by the dogs’ 
noses tliat there was something keen in the wind, and although he 
felt that if the hunted beast were like any that he had himself ever 
followed before, it must have been run down witli such dogs quicker 
than a priest could say a pater-noster. At last, for he had grown 
quite bold, says Hans to the Wild Huntsman, ‘ The beasts run 
quick o’ nights, sir, I think ; it has been a long time, I ween, ere I 
scampered so far, and saw so little!’ Do you know that the old 
gentlcuna!! was not the least afironted, but said, in the pleasantest 
voice imaginable, * A true huntsman should be patient, Hans ; you 
will see the game quick eiiongh ; look forward, man ! what see you?’ 
and sure enough, your Highness, he did look forward. It was near 
the skirts of the forest, there was a green glade before them, and 
very few trees, and therefore he could see far a-hcad. The 
moon was shining very bright, and sure enough, what did he see ? 
Running ns fleet over the turf as a rabbit, was a child. The little 
figure was quite black in the moonlight, and Hans could not 
catch its face : — in a moment the hell-dogs were on it. Ilans 
quivered like a windy reed, and the WiVd One laughed till the very 
woods echoed. *How like you hunting rnossmen?’ asked the 
Spirit. Now when Ilans found it was only a mossman he took 
heart again, and said in a shaking voice, that ‘It is rare good 
sport in good company and then the Spirit jumped oif his horse, 
and said, ‘ Now, Hans, you must watch me well, for I am little 
used to bag game.’ lie said this with a proudisli air, ns much as 
to hint, that had not he expected Hans, he would not have rode out 
this evening without his groom. So the Wild One jumped on his 
horse again, and put the bag before him. ^ was nearly morning 
when Hans found himself at the door of his own cottage ; and 
bowing very respectfully to the Spirit Hunter, he thanked him for 
the sport, and begged his share of the night’s s; oil. This was all 
ill joke, but Hans had heard that * talk to the devil, and fear the 
last word and so he was determined, now that they were about 



VIVIAN GEET. 


245 


to pnvt, not to appear to tremble, but to carry it off with a jest. 
• Truly, llans,’ said the Huntsman, ^ thou art a bold lad, and to eii- 
crmrn^e tbee to speak to wild huntsmen again, I liave a mind to 
give thee for Ihy pains the whole spoil. Take the bag, knave, a 
inossinan is good eating; hnd I time I would give thee a receipt for 
sauce and so saying, the Spirit rode off, laughing very heartily. 
Well, sir, Hans was so anxious to examine the contouts of the bag, 
and see wliat kind of thing a inossman really was, for he had only 
caught a glimpse of him in the chase, that instead of going to bod 
immediately, and saving his prayers, as he should have done, ho 
lighted a lamp and undid the string; and what think you he took 
out of the hag? As sure as I am a born sinner — his own child!” 

“ ’Tis a w ondorfiil talc,” said Vivian ; and did the unfortunate 
man tell you this himself?” 

“ Ortcn and often. — I knew Left-handed Hans well. lie was 
ranger, as I said, to a great lord ; and was quite a favourite?, y(Ui 
see. For some reason or other he got out of favour. Some said 
that the Piaron had found him out a- poaching ; and that he used to 
ride his master’s horses a-niglit. Whether this be true or not, who 
can say ? But, howsoever, Hans went to ruin : and instead of being 
a flourisliing active lad, he was turiicd out, and went a-begging all 
through Saxony ; and he always told this story as the real history 
of his misfortunes. Some say ho is not as strong in his head as 
he used to be. However, why should we say it is not a true talc ? 
Wliat is that ?” almost shrieked Essper. 

A^iviau listened, and heard distinctly the distant baying of 
hounds. 

“Tis he!” said Essper; ^‘now don’t speak, sir, don’t speak! 
and if the devil nuike me join him, as may be the case, for 1 am 
but a cock-brained thing, particularly at midnight, don’t be running 
after me from any foolish feeling, but take care of yourself, and 
don’t be chattering. To think you should come to this, my pre- 
cious young master ! ” 

Cease your blubbering! Do you think that I am to be 
frightened by the idiot tales of a parcel of old women, and the lies 
of a gang of detected poachers? Come, sir, ride on. Wc are, 
most probably, near some luintsraan’s cottage. That distant bay- 
ing is the sweetest music I have heard a long while.” 

“Don’t be rash, sir, — don’t be rash. If you were to give me 
fifty crowns now, 1 could uot remember a single line of a single 
prayer. Ave Maria ! it always is so when I most want it. Pater- 
noster! — and whenever 1 liavc need to remember a song, sure 
enough I am always thinking of a prayer. Uuscr vater, der 
du bist im himmel — sanctificado se el tu nombra ; il tiio regno 
vengiu,'^ Here Essper George was proceeding with a scrap of 
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modern Greelc, when the horsemen suddenly came upon one of those 
broad green vistas which we often see in forests, and which are ge- 
nerally cut, either for the convenience of hunting, or carting wood. 
It opened on the left side of the *road ; and at the bottom of it> 
though apparently at a great distance, a light was visible. 

“ So much for your Wild Huntsman, friend Essper ! I shall be 
much disappointed if here are not quarters for the night. And 
see ! the moon comes out — a good omen ! ” 

After ten minutes' canter over the noiseless turf, the travellers 
found themselves before a large and many- windowed mansion. 
The building formed the farthest side of a quadrangle, which you 
entered through an ancient and massy gate ; on each side of which 
was a small building : of course the lodges. Essper soon found 
that the gate was closely fastened; and though he knocked often 
and loudly, it was with no effect. That the inhabitants of the 
mansion bad not yet retired was certain, for lights were moving iii 
the great house ; and one of the lodges was not only very bril- 
liantly illuminated, but full, as Vivian was soon convinced, of cla- 
morous, if not jovial guests. 

**Now, by the soul of my unknown father!" said the enraged 
Essper, “ I will make these saucy porters learn their duty. What 
ho! there — what ho! within! witliin!" But the only answer he 
received, was the loud reiteration of a rude and roaring chorus ; 
which, as it was now more distinctly and audibly enunciated, evi- 
dently for the jmrpose of enraging the travellers — they detected 
to be something to the following effect : — 

Then a prayer to St. Peter, a prayer to St. Paul ! 

A prayer to St. Jerome, a prtajcr to them all ! 

A prayer to eacli one of the saintly stock, 

But devotion alone, devotion to Hock !" 

** A riglit good burden!” said Essper. The very words had 
made him recover his temper, and ten thousand times more de- 
sirous of gaining admittance. He was off his horse in a moment, 
and scriinihling up the wall with the aid of the iron staunchions, 
he clamhered up to the window. The sudden appearance of bis 
figure startled the inmates of the lodge and one of them soon 
staggered to the gate. 

“ What w’ant you, ye noisy and disturbing varlets ? what want 
you, ye most unhallowed rogues, at such a place, and at such an 
hour? If you be tliieves — look at our bars— (here a hiccup). If 
you he poachers— our master is ongageil, and ye may slay all the 
game in the forest— (another hiccup)— but if yc be good men and 
true " * 

** We are !" hallooed Essper, eagerly. 
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» You are 1” aaid the porter, io a tone of great surprise ; ** then 
you ought to be ashamed of yourselves fur disturbing holy meu at 
their derotious 1 

Is this tlie way/’ said Essper, to behave, ye shameless rascals, 
to a noble and mighty Prince, who happens to have lost his way in 
your abominable forest; but who, though he has parted with his suite, 
has still in his pocket a purse full of ducats ? Would ye have him 
robbed by any others but yourselves ? Is this the way you behave 
to a prince of the Holy ^oiuan Empire —a knight of the Golden 
Fleece, and a most particular frien^ of your own master ? Is this 
the way to behave to his secretary, who is one of the merriest 
fellows living ; can sing a jolly song with any of you, aud so be* 
devil a bottle of Geiseoheim with lemons and brandy, that for the 
soul of ye, you wouldn’t know it from the greenest Tokay ? Out, 
out on ye ! you know not wbat you have lost !” 

Ere Essper had finished, more than one stout bolt had been 
drawn, and the great key had already entered the stouter lock. 

“ Most honourable sirs I" hiccupped the porter ; “ in Our Lady’s 
name enter. 1 had forgot myself ; for in these autumn nights 
it is necessary to anticipate the cold with a glass of cheering 
liquor; and God forgive me! if 1 did not mistake your most 
mighty Highnesses for a couple of forest rovers, or small poachers 

at least. Thin entertainment here, kind sir (here the last bolt 

was w'ltlidrawn)~a glass of indifiereiit liquor, and a prayer-book. 
1 puss the time chielly these cold nights with a few holy-minded 
friends, at our devotions. You heard us at our prayers, honour- 
able lords ! 

“ A prayer to St. Peter, a prayer to St Paul I 
A prayer to St. Jerome, a prayer to them all ! ” 

Here the devout porter most reverently crossed himself. 

‘‘ A prayer to each one of the saintly stock, 

But devotion alone, devotion to Hock I” 

added Essper George— You forget the best part of the burden, 
iny hojiest friend.” 

“Oh!” said the porter, with an arch smile, as he opened the 
lodge door ; “ I am glad to find that your honourable Ezcelleucies 
have a taste for hyniu.s.” 

The porter led them into a room, at a round table in which 
about half a dozen individuals were busily engaged in discussing 
the merits of various agreeable liquors. There was an attempt 
to get up a show of polite hospitality to Vivian as he entered; 
but the man who offered him his chair fell to the ground in an 
uusuccessful struggle to be courteous ; and another oue, who had 
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filled a larg;e glass for the guest on hia entrance, offered him, after 
a preliminai 7 speech of incoherent compliments, the empty bottle 
by mistake. The porter and his friends, although they were all 
drunk, had sense enough to feel that the presence of a Prince of 
•the Holy Roman Empire, a Chevalier of the Golden Fleece, and 
the particular friend of their master, was not exactly a fit com- 
panion for themselves, and was rather a check on the gay freedom 
of equal companionship; and so, although the exertion was not 
a little troublesome, the guardian of the gate reeled out of the 
room to inform his honoured ^Lord of the sudden arrival of a 
stranger of distinction. Essper George immediately took his 
place, and ere the master of the lodge had returned, the noble 
secretary had not only given a choice toast, sung a choice song, 
and been hailed by the grateful plaudits of all present, but had 
proceeded in his attempt to fulfil the pledge which he had given 
at the gate to the very letter, by calling out lustily for a bottle of 
Oeisenheim, lemons, brandy, and a bowl. 

“ Fairly and softly, my little son of Bacchus,” said the porter, as 
he re-entered — “fairly and softly, and then thou shall want no- 
thing ; but remember I have to perform my duties unto tlic noble 
Lord my master, and also to the noble Prince your master. If 
thou wilt follow me,” continued the porter, reeling as he bowed 
with the greatest consideration to Vivian; “if thou wilt follow 
me, most high and mighty sir, niy master will be right glad to 
have the honour of drinking your health. And as for you, my 
friends, fairly and softly say I again. We will talk of the Gci- 
senheira anon. Am I to be absent from the first brewing ? No, 
no, fairly and softly ; you can drink my health wdien I am absent 
in cold liquor, and say those things which you could not well say 
before my face. But mind, my most righteous and well-beloved, I 
will have no flattery. Flattery is the destruction of all good 
fellowship ; it is like a qualmish liqueur in the midst of a bottle of 
wine. Speak your minds, say any little thing that comes first, as 
thus, * Weil, for Ilunsdrich the porter, 1 must declare that I never 
heard evil word against him / or thus, ‘ A very good leg has 
Ilunsdrich the porter, and a tight-made lad altogether; no enemy 
with the girls, I warrant me or thus, ‘ Well, for a good-hearted, 
good-looking, stout-drinking, virtuous, honourable, handsome, 
generous, sharp-witted knave, commend me to Huusdrich, the 
porter but not a word more, my friends, not a word more, no 
flattery. Now, sir, I beg your pardon,” 

The porter led the way through a cloistered walk, until they 
arrived at the door of the great mansion, to which they ascended 
by a lofty flight of steps ; it opened into a very large octagonal 
hall, the sides of which were covered with fowling-pieces, stags' 
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heads, couteaux de cliasse, boar-spears, and huge fishing-nets. 
Passing through this hall, they ascended a noble staircase, on the 
first landing-place of which was a door, which Vivian’s conductor 
opened, and, ushering him into a large and well-lighted chamber, 
withdrew. From the centre of this room descended a iniignifi- 
cently cut chandelier, which threw a graceful light upon a sump- 
tuous banquet-table, at which were seated eight very singular- 
looking personages. All of them wore hunting-dresses of various 
shades of straw-coloured cloth, with the exception of one, who sat 
on the left hand of the master of the feast, and the colour of 
w'liosc costume w’as a rich crimson purple. From the top to the 
bottom of the table extended a double file of wine-glasses and 
goblets, of all sizes and all colours. Tlicre you might see brilliant 
relics of that ancient ruby-glass, the vivid tints of which seem lost 
to us for ever. Next to these w'cre marshalled goblets of Vene- 
tian manufacture, of a clouded, creamy white; then came the 
huge hock-glass of some ancient Primate of Mcnlz, nearly a yard 
high; towering above its companions, as tlic church, its former 
master, predominated over the simple laymen of the middle ages. 
Why should we forget a set of most curious and anti([uc drinking- 
cups of painted glass, on wdiose rare surfaces were emblazoned the 
Kaiser and ten electors of the old Empire ? 

Vivian bowed to the party, and stood in silence, wdiile they stared 
a scrutinising examination , At length the master of the feast 
spoke. He was a very stout man, with a prodigious paunch, which 
his tiglitened dress set oft’ to great ^advantage. His face, and 
particularly his forehead, were of great breadth. His eyes were 
set far apart. His long cars hung down almost to his shoulders; 
yet singular as he was, not only in these, but in many other 
rcspect.s, everything was forgotten when your eyes lighted on his 
nose. It was the most prodigious nose that Vivian ever remem- 
bered not only seeing, but hearing, or even reading of. In fact, 
it was too monstrous for a dream. This mighty nose seemed to 
hang almost to its owner’s chest. 

Bo seated,” said tills personage, in no unplcasing voice, and 
he pointed to the chair opposite to him. Vivian took the vacated 
seat of the Vice President, who moved biinself to the riglit. 

Be seated, and whoever you may be — welcome ! If our w'ords 
be few, think not that our welcome is scant. We are not much 
^iven to speech, holding it for a principle that if a man’s mouth 
be open, it should be for the purpose of receiving that which 
cheers a man’s spirit ; not of giving vent to idle words, which, so 
far as we have observed, produce no other effect save filling the 
world with crude and unprofitable fantasies, and distracting our 
attention when we are on the point of catching those flavours 
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which alone make the world endurable. Therefore, briefly, but 
heartily, welcome ! Welcome, Sir Stranger, from us and from 
all — and first from us, the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger.” 
Here his Highness rose, and pulled out a large ruby tumbler from 
the file. Each of those present did the same, without, however, 
rising, and the late Vice President, who sat next to Vivian, invited 
him to follow their example. 

The Grand-Duke of Johannisberger brought forward, from 
beneath the table, an ancient and exquisite bottle of that choice 
liquor from which he took his exhilarating title. The cork was 
drawn, and the bottle circulated with rapidity; and in three 
minutes the ruby glasses were filled and emptied, and the Graud- 
Duke’s health quaffed by all present. 

"Again, Sir Stranger,” continued the Grand-Duke, "briefly, but 
heartily, welcome ! — ^welcome from us, and welcome from all — and 
first from us, and now from the Archduke of Hockheimer ! ” ^ 

The Archduke of Hockheimer was a thin, sinewy man, with 
long, carroty hair — eyelashes of the same colour, but of a remark- 
able length — and mustachios, which, though very thin, were so 
long tluit they met under his chin. Vivian could not refrain from 
noticing the extreme length, whiteness, and apparent sharpness 
of Ills teeth. The Archduke did not speak, but, leaning under 
the table, soon produced a bottle of HockJieimer. He then took 
from the file one of thb Venetian glasses of clouded white. All 
followed his example — the bottle w^as sent round, his health was 
pledged — and the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger again spoke : — 

" Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! — welcome 
from us, and welcome from all — and first from us, and now from 
the Elector of Steinberg ! ” 

The Elector of Steinberg was a short, but very broad-backed, 
strong-built man. Though his head was large, his features were 
small, and appeared smaller from the immense quantity of coarse, 
shaggy, brown hair, which grew over almost every part of his 
face, and fell down upon Ills shoulders. The Elector was as 
silent as liis predecessor, and quickly produced a bottle of Stein- 
berg. The curious drinking cups of painted glass were imme- 
diately withdrawn from the file — ^the bottle was sent round, the 
Elector’s health was pledged — and the Grand-Duke of Johannis- 
berger again spoke : — 

" Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome! — welcome 
from us, and welcome from all — and first from us, and now from 
the Margrave of Rudesheimer!” 

The Margrave of Eudesheimer was a slender man of elegant 
appearance. As Vivian watched the glance of his speaking eye, 
and the half-satirical and lialf-jovud smile which played upon his 
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features, he hardly expected * that ho would bo as silent as his 
predecessors. But the Mar^avc spoke no word. He gave a 
kind of shout of savage exultation us he smacked his lips after 
dashing off his glass of Rudesheimer; and scarcely noticing the 
salutations of those who drank his health, he threw himself back, 
in liis chair, and listened seemingly with a smih^ of derision, while 
the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger again spoke: — 

“ Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! — ^welcome 
from us, and welcome from all — and first from us, and now from 
the Landgrave of Grafenbcrg/' 

The Landgrave of Grafcnberg was a rude, awkward-looking 
person, who, when he rose from his seat, stared like an idiot, and 
seemed utterly ignorant of what he ought to do. But his quick 
companion, the Margrave of Rudesheimer, soon thrust a bottle of 
Grafcnberg into the Landgrave’s hand, and with some trouble 
and (pistlc the Landgrave extracted the cork ; and then lielping 
himself, sat down, forgetting cither to salute, or to return the 
salutations of those present. 

“Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but heartily, welcome ! — ^welcome 
from us, and welcome from all — and first f;*oin us, and now from 
the Palsgrave of Geisenheim!” 

The Palsgrave of Ocisenheim was a dwarf in spectacles. He 
drew the cork from his bottle like lightning, and mouthed at his 
companions, even while he bowed to them. 

“ Again, Sir Stranger, briefly, but }j ear tily, welcome ! — ^welcome 
from us, and welcome from all — and first from us, and now from 
the Count of Markbrunnen ! ” 

T])C‘ Count of Markbrunnen was a sullen-looking personage, 
with lii)s protruding nearly three inches beyond Lis nose. Prom 
each side of his upper jaw projected a large tooth. 

“ Thanks to Heaven ! ” said Vivian, as the Grand-Duke again 
spoke — “thanks to Heaven, here is our last man!” 

“ Again, Sir Stranger, briefl}', but heartily, welcome! — ^welcome 
from us, aud welcome from all — and first from us, and now 
from the Baron of Asmansliauscn !” 

The Baron of Asniansliaiiscn sat on the left hand of the Grand- 
Duke of Joliamiisbergcr, and was dressed, as we have before said, 
ill an unique costume of crimson purple. The Baron stood, with- 
out his boots, about six feet eight. lie was a sleek man, with a 
head not bigger than a child’s, and a pair of small, blac^k, beady 
eyes, of singuhir brilliancy. The Baron introduced a bottle of the 
only red wine that the Rhine boasts ; but whicli, fur its fragrant 
and fruity flavour, and its brilliant tint, is perhaps not inferior to 
the sunset glow of Burgundy* 
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DOW,*' oontinued the Grand-Duke, ^‘having introduced 
you to all present, sir, we will begin drinking.” 

Vivian had submitted to the introductory ceremonies with the 
good grace which becomes a man of the world ; hut the coolness 
of this last observation recalled our hero’s wandering senses ; and, 
at the same time, alarmed at discovering that eight bottles of 
W'ine had been discussed by the party, merely as a preliminary, 
and emboldened by the contents of one bottle wJiieh had fallen to 
liis own share, lie had the courage to confront the Grand-Duke of 
Johannisberger in his own castle. • 

“Your wine, most noble Lord, stands in no need of my com- 
mendation ; but ns I must mention it, let it not be said Uiat I 
ever mentioned it without praise. After a ten hours’ ride, its 
flavour is as grateful to the palate as its strengtli is refreshing to 
the heart ; but though old Hock, in homely phrase, is styled meat 
and drink, I confess to you that, at this moment, I stand 0need 
of even more solid sustenance than the juice of the sunny hill.” 

“A traitor!” shrieked all present, ench with his right arm 
stretched out, glass in hand ; “ A traitor ! ” 

“ No traitor,” answered Vivian, “noble and right thirsty lords ; 
but one of the most hungry mortals that ever yet famished.” 

The only answer that he received for some time was a loud and 
ill-boding murmur. The long whisker of tlie Archduke of Ilock- 
Iieimer curled witli renewed rage; audible, though su])pressed, was 
the growl of the hairy Elector of Steinberg; fearful the corporeal 
involutions of the tall Baron of Asmansliausen ; and savagely 
Bounded the wild laugh of the bright-cyed Margrave of Iludes- 
lieimcr. ^ 

“ Silence, my Lords ! ” said the Grand-Duke. “ Forget we that 
ignorance is the stranger’s portion, and that no treason can exist 
among those who are not our sworn subjects? Pity we rather the 
degeneracy of this bold-spoken youth ; and in the plenitude of our 
mercy, let us pardon his demand I Know ye, unknown kinght, that 
you arc in the presence of an august society, who are here met at 
one of their accustomed convocations ; whereof the purport is the 
frequent quailing of those most glorious liquors, of wliicli the sa- 
cred llhinc is tlie great fixther. We profess to find a perfect com- 
mentary on the I’indaric laud of the strongest element, in the 
circumstance of the banks of a river being tlic locality where the 
juice of the grape is most delicious — and holding, therefore, that 
water is strongest, because, in a manner, it giveth birth to wine ; 
we also hold it as a sacred element, and consequently, most re- 
ligiously refrain from refreshing our bodies with that sanctified 
and most uudi-inkable fluid. Know ye, that we are the children of 
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the Bhine— the conservators of his flavours— profound in the learn* 
ing of his exquisite aroma, and deep students in the mysteries of 
his inexplicable niire. Professing not to be immortal, we find in 
the exercise of the chase a noble means to preserve that health 
which is necessary for the performance of the ceremonies to which 
we are pledged. At to-morrow’s dawn our bugle sounds, and thou, 
stranger, may engage the wild boar at our side ; at to-morrow’s 
noon the castle bell will toll, and thou, stranger, may eat of the 
beast which thou hast conquered : — but to feed after midnight, to 
destroy the power of catching the delicate flavour, to annihilate 
the faculty of detecting the undefinable nare, is heresy — most rank 
and damnable heresy ! — Therefore, at this hour souiideth no plate 
or platter— -jiiigleth no knife or culinary instrument in the Palace 
OF THE WiNiis. Yet, in consideration of thy youth, and that on 
tlie whole thou hast tasted thy liquor like a proper man, from which 
we atgur the best expectations of the manner in which thou wilt 
drink it, — we feel confident that our brothers of the goblet will 
permit us to grant thee the substantial solace of a. single shoeing 
horn.” 

“ Let it be a Dutch herring then,” said Vivian ; and as you 
have souls to be saved, grant me one slice of bread.” 

“ It cannot be,” said the Grand-Duke ; but as wc are willing 
to be indulgent to bold hearts, verily, we will wink at the profana- 
tion of a single toast ; but you must order ^ anchovy one, and 
give secret instructions to the wailiiig-inan to forget the fish. It 
must bo counted as a second shoeing horn ; and you w ill forfeit for 
the last a bottle of Markbruniieii. 

‘‘And now, illustrious brothers,” continued the Grand-Duke, 
“ let us drink 172(J I ” 

All present gave a single cheer, in which Vivian was obliged to 
join ; and they honoured w'ith a glass of the very year, the me- 
mory of a celebrated vintage. 

“ 1748 ! ” said the Grand-Duke. 

Two cheers, and the same ceremony. 

170(i, and 1779, w'cre honoured in the same manner; but when 
the next toast w'as drank, Vivian almost observed in the counte- 
nances of the Grand-Duke and his friends, the signs of incipient 
insanity. 

“ 1783 ! ” hallooed the Grand-Duke, in a tone of the most 
triumphant exultation ; and his mighty proboscis, as it snufted the 
air, almost caused a whirlwind round the room, llockcimer gave a 
roar, Steinberg a growl, liudeshcimer a wild laugh, Markbruiinen 
a loud grunt, Grafenberg a bray, Asmanshausen’s long body moved 
to and fro with W’onderful agitation, and little Geisenheira’s bright 
eyes glistened through their glasses, as if they were on fire. How 
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liidicrotis iB the indpi^t inebriet j of n maa who wem apee* 
focies! 

TlumkB to an ezoellent eonstltiition, which recent misery, how- 
ever, had someiAtat shattered, Vivtan bore up against all these at- 
tacks; and when th^ had got down to 1802, from the excellency 
of his digestioii, and the inimitable skill with which he emptied 
many of the latter glasses under the table, be was, perhaps, in 
better condition than any one in the room. 

And now rose the idiot Grafenberg ; Eudesheimer all the time, 
with a mdicious amile, faintly pulling him down by the skirt of his 
coat, as if he were desirous of preventing an exposure which his 
own advice had brought about. He had been persuading Grafen- 
berg the whole evening to make a speech. 

“ My Lord Duke/' brayed the jackass ; and then he stopped 
dead, and looked round the room with an unmeaning stare. 

"Hear, hear, hear I" was the general cry; but Graferiberg 
seemed astounded at any one being desirous of hearing liis voice, 
or for a moment seriously entertaining the idea that he could have 
anything to say ; and so he stared again, and again, and again ; 
till at last, Eudesheimer, by dint of kicking his shins under the 
tabic, the Margrave the whole time seeming peifectly motionless, 
at length extracted a sentence from the asiuiue Landgrave. 

<< My Lord Duke ! ” again commenced Grafenberg; and again 
he stemped. 

Gk) on ! ” shouted alL 

“ My Lord Duke ! Eudesheimer is treading on my toes ! " 

Here little Geisenheira gave a loud laugh of derision ; in which 
all joined, except surly Markbrunnen, whose lips protruded an extra 
inch beyond their usual length, when he Ibund that all were laugh- 
ing at Ms friend. The Grand-Duke at last procured silence. 

Shame! shame! mighty Princes! Shame! shame! noble 
Lords! Is it with this irreverent glee, these scurvy flouts, and in- 
decorous mockery, that you would have this stranger behevc that 
wc celebrate the ceremonies of our father EMnc ? 8banie, I say — 
and silence ! It is time that we should prove to him, that w'e are 
not merely a boisterous and unruly party of swelling varlets, who 
leave their brains in their cups. It is time that w^e shouM do some- 
thing to prove that wc are capable of better and worthier things. 
What ho! my Lord of Oeisenheim! shall 1 speak twice to the 
gnardian of the horn of the Fairy lung ? ” 

The little dwarf instantly jumped from his seat, and proceeded 
to the end of the room ; where, after having bowed three limes 
wdth great reverence before a small black cabinet made of vine 
wood, he opened it with a golden key, and then with great pomp 
and ceremony bore its contents to the Grand-Duke. That chief- 
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tain took from tke little dwarf the horn of a gigantic and ante- 
dduvian elk. The cnnning hand of an ancient German artificer had 
formed this curious relic into a drinking-cup. It was exquisitely 
polished, and cased in the interior with silver. On the outside the 
only ornaments were three richly-chased silver rings, which wore 
placed nearly at equal distances. When the Grand-Duke had 
carefully examined this most precious horn, he held it up with great 
reverence to all present, and a party of devout Catholics could not 
have paid greater homage to tlie elevated Host, than did the various 
guests to the horn of the Fairy King. Even the satanic smile on 
Rudeshcimer’s countenance was for a moment subdued ; and all 
bowed. The Grand-Duke then delivered the mighty cup to his 
neighbour, the Archduke of Hockheimer, who held it with both 
hands until his Royal Highness had emptied into it, with great 
care, three bottles of Johannisberger. All rose : the Grand-Duke 
took the goblet in one hand, and with the other he dexterously put 
aside his most inconvenient and enormous nose. Dead silence 
prevailed, save the roar of tlie liquor as it rushed down the Grand- 
Duke's throat, and resounded through the chamber like the distant 
dash of a waterfall. In three minutes the Chairman had completed 
his task, the liorn had quitted his mouth, liis nose had again re- 
sumed its usual situation, and as he handed the cup to the Arch- 
duke, Vivian thought that a raaterud change had taken place in liis 
countenance since he had quaffed his last draught. His eyes 
seemed more apart ; his ears seemed broader and longer ; and his 
nose visibly lengthimed. TJie Archduke, before he commenced 
his draught, ascertained with great scriq)ulosity that his prctlocos- 
sor had taken Jiis fair share by draining the horn as far as the first 
ring; and then he poured off with great rapidity his own porfion. 
But though, ill performing tlie same task, he was quicker than the 
master of the party, the draught not only apparently, but audibly, 
prodiiccMl iij)on him a much more decided cft'ect than it had on the 
Grand-Duke ; for wlien the second ring was drained, the Archdul;o 
gave a loud roar of exultation, and stood up for some time from 
his seat, with his hands resting on the table, over which he leant, 
as if he were about to spring upon his opposite neighbour. 'J'Jie 
cup was now banded across the table to the Baron of Asmans- 
hausen. His Lordship i^erfonncd his task -with ease ; but as lie 
withdrew the horn from his mouth, all present, except Vivian, gave 
a loud cry of ^‘Supernaculum!” The Baron smiled wiih groat 
contempt, as he tossed, with a careless hand, the great horn upside 
downwards, aind was unable to shed upon his nail even the one 
excusable pearl, lie handed the refilled horn to the Elector of 
Steinberg, who drank his portion with a growl; but afterw'ards 
seemed so pleased with the facility of his execution that, instead of 
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delivering it to the next bibber, the Palsgrave of Markbmnnen, 
he commenced some clumsy attempts at a dance of triumph, in 
which he certainly would have proceeded, had not the loud grunts 
of the surly and thick-lipped Markbrunnen occasioned the inter- 
ference of the President. Supernaculum now fell to the Margrave 
of Rudesheimer, who gave a loud and long-continued laugh as the 
dwarf of Geisenheim filled the horn for the third time. 

While this ceremony was going on, a thousand plans had occurred 
to Viviiin for his escape; but all, on second thoughts, proved im- 
practicable. With agony he had observed that supernaculum was 
Lis miserable lot. Could he but have foisted it on the idiot Gra- 
fenberg, he might, by his own impudence and the other’s stupidity, 
have escaped. But he could not flatter himself that he should be 
successful in bringing about this end, for he observed with dismay 
that the malicious Rudesheimer had not for a moment ceased 
watching him with a keen and exulting glance. Geisenheim per- 
fornfbd his task ; and ere Vivian could ask for the goblet, Rudes- 
heimer, with a fell laugli, had handed it to Grafenberg. The 
greedy ass drank his portion with case, and indeed drank far beyond 
his limit. The cup wa.s in Vivian’s hand, Rudesheimer was roaring 
supernaculum louder than all — ^Vivian saw that the covetous Gra- 
fenberg had jirovidentially rendered his task comparatively light ; 
but even as it was, lie trembled at the idea of drinking at a single 
draught, more than a pint of most vigorous and powerful wine. 

My Lord Duke,” said Vivian, you and your companions for- 
get that I am little used to these ceremonies ; that I am yet unini- 
tiated in the mysteries of the nare. I have endeavoured to prove 
myself no chicken-hearted water-drinking craven, and I have more 
wine within me at this moment than any man yet bore without 
dinner. I think, therefore, that I have some grounds for request- 
ing iudulgeucc ; and I have no doubt that the good sense of your- 
self and your friends 

Ere Vivian could finish, he almost fancied that a well-stocked 
menagerie had been suddenly emptied in the room. Such roaring, 
and such growling, and such hissing, could only have been exceeded 
on some grand feast day in the recesses of a Brazilian forest. 
Asnianshauseii looked as fierce as a boa constrictor before dinner. 
The proboscis of the Grand-Duke heaved to and fro like the trunk 
of an enraged elephant. Hockheimer glared like a Bengal tiger, 
about to si>ring upon its prey. Steinberg growled like a Baltic 
bear. In Markbrunnen, Vivian recognised the wild- boar he had 
himself often hunted. Grafenberg brayed like a. jackass; and 
Geisenheim chattered like an ape. But all was forgotten and 
unnoticed when Vivian heard the fell and frantic shouts of the 
laughing hyaena, the Margrave of Rudesheimer ! Vivian, in de- 
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epair, dashed the honi of Oberon to his mouth. One pull, a gasp, 
anotlier desperate draught ; it was done ! and followed by a super* 
naculum almost superior to the exulting Asraanshauseir s. 

A loud shout hailed the exploit, and when the shout had sub* 
sided into silence, the voice of the Grand-Duke of Johannisberger 
was again heard ; — 

‘‘ Nt)ble Lords and Princes ! I congratulate you on the acquisi- 
tion of a congenial co-mate, and the accession to our society of one 
who, I now venture to say, will never disgrace the glorious founda- 
tion; but who, on the contrary, with heaven’s blessing, and the 
aid of his own good palate, w^ill, it is hoped, add to our present 
knowledge of flavours by the detection of new ones, and by illus- 
trations drawn from frequent study and constant observation of 
the mysterious narc. In consideration of his long journey and his 
noble achievement, 1 do propose that we drink but very lightly to- 
night, and meet by two hours after to-morrow’s dawn, under the 
mossman’s oak. Nevertheless, before we part, for the refresh- 
ment of our own good bodies, and by way of reward and act of 
courtesy unto this noble and accomplished stranger, let us pledge 
him in some foreign grape of fame, to which he may perhaps 
be more accustomed than unto the ever-prefcrablc juices of our 
Father Rhine.” Here the Grand-Duke nodded to little Geisen- 
heim, who in a moment was at his elbow. 

It was in vain that Vivian remonstrated, excused himself from 
joining, or assured tlicm that their conduct had already been so 
peculiarly courteous, that any further attention was at present 
unnecessary. A curiously-cut ghiss, wliich on a moderate cal- 
culation Vivian reckoned would hold at least three pints, was 
placed before each guest ; and a basket, containing nine bottles 
of sj)arkling cliauipagne, premiere qualite, was set before his 
Ilighiiess. 

We are no bigots, noble stranger,” said the Grand-Diikc, as he 
took one of the bottles, and scrutinised the cork with a very keen 
eye ; — ‘‘ we are no bigots, and there are moments when W(^ drink 
Champagne, nor is Burgundy forgotten, nor the soft Boiirdeaux, 
nor the glowing grape of the sunny RhOne ! ” His Highness licld 
tlie bottle at an oblique angle with the chandelier. The wire is 
loosened, — whirr ! — Tlie exploded cork whizzed through tlic air, 
extinguLslied one of the burners of the chandelier, and brougliii 
the cut drop which was suspended under it rattling down among 
the glasses on tl}e table. The President poured the foaming 
fluid into his great goblet, and bowing to all around, fastened on 
its contents with as much eagerness as Arabs hasten to a fountain. 

The same operation was performed as regularly and as skilfully 
by all, except Vivian. Eight ouruers were extinguished ; eight 
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beuigs had hnished a miraculous carouse, by each drinking off a 
bottle of sparkling champagne. It was Vivian’s tnni.. AIL eyes 
were fixed on him with the most perfect attention. He was now, 
indeed, quite desperate ; for had lie been able to execute a trick 
W'liich long practice alone could have enabled any man to perform, 
he felt conscious that it was quite out of his power to taste a 
single drop of the contents of his bottle. However, he loosened 
his wire and held the bottle at an angle with the chandelier;, but 
the cork fiew quite wild,, and struck with great force the mighty 
nose of Johannisberger. 

“ A forfeit ! ” cried all. 

“ Treason, and a forfeit ! ” cried the Margrave of Eudesheimer.. 

A forfeit is sufficient punishment,” said Uie President ; who, 
however, still felt the smarting effect of the assault on his pro- 
boscis. “ You must drink Oberon’s Horn full of champagne,” he 
continued. 

“Never!” said Vivian. “-Enough of this; 1 have already con- 
formed in a degree wliicli may injuriously affect my health, with 
your barbarous humours; but there is moderation even in excess; 
and so if you please, my Lord, your servant may show me to my 
ajiartmcnt, or I shall again mount my horse.” 

“ You shall not leave this room,” said the President, with great 
finnnoas, 

“Who alinll prevent me?” asked Vivian. 

“I will— all will!” 

“ Now, by heavens ! a more insolent and inhospitable old ruffian 
did I never meet. By the wine you worship, if one of you dare 
toucli mo, you shall rue it all your born days ; and as for you, sir, 
if you advance one step towards me, 1 will take tliat sausage of a 
nose of yours, and hurl you half round your own castle! ” 

“ Treason!” shouted all, and looked to the chair. 

“Treason!” said enraged majesty. The allusion to the nose 
had done away with all the constitutional doubts which had been 
sported so moderately at the commencoment of the evening. 

“ Treason!” howled the President : “ instant puuishinent !” 

“ What punishment ?” asked Asmansliausen. 

“ Drown him in the new butt of Moselle,” recoinincnded Rudes- 
heimer. The suggestion was immediately adopted. Every one 
rose : the little Geisenheim already had hold of Vivian’s shoulder; 
and Grafciiberg, instigated by the cowardly but mnlicious Rudes- 
heimer, was about to seize him by the neck. Vivian took the 
dwarf and hurled him at the chandelier, in whose brazen chains 
the little being got entangled, and there remtiined. An unexpected 
cross-buttocker floored the incautious and unscientific Gxafen- 
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berj^; and followii^np tliese advantages, Vivian laid open the 
skull of Ills prime enemy, the retreating Margrave of Rudesheimer, 
with the assistance of the horn of Oberon ; which dew from his 
hand to the other end of the room, firom the force with which it 
rebounded from tlie cranium of the enemy. All the rest were now 
011 the advance ; but giving a vigorous and unexpected posh to 
the table, the Johannisberger and Asmanshausen were thrown 
over, and the nose of the former got entangled with the awkward 
windings of the Fairy King’s horn. Taking advantage of thia 
move, Vivian rushed to the door. He escaped, but hail not time 
to secure the lock against the enemy, for the stout Elector of 
Steinberg was too quick for him. He dashed down the stairs 
with extraordinary agility; but just as he had gained the large 
octagonal hall, the whole of his late boon companions, with the 
exception of the dwarf of Geisenheim, who was left in the chan* 
dclier, were visible in full chase. Escape was impossible, and se 
Vivian, followed by the seven nobles, headed by their President,, 
described with all jiossiblc rapidity a circle round the hall, lie 
gave himself up for lost ; but luckily for him, it never occuired to- 
^one of his pursuers to do anything but follow their leader ; and os, 
therefore, they never dodged Vivian, and as, also, he was a much 
fleeter runner than the fat President, whose pace, of course, 
regulated the progress of his followei* 8 , tlic party might have gone 
on at tliis rate, until all of them had dropped from fatigue, had not 
the occurrence of a ludici’ous incident prevented this consum- 
mation. 

The hall floor was suddenly dashed open, and Essper George 
rushed in, followed in full chase by llunsdricli and tJie guests of 
tlic lodge, wlio were the servants of Vivian’s jiiirsiicrs. Essper 
darted in between Iludesheimer and Markbrunnen, and liunsdricb 
and his friends following the same tactics as their lords and 
masters, without making any attempt to surround and hem in the 
object of their pursuit, merely followed him in order ; describing, 
but in a contrary direction, a lesser circle within the eternal round 
of tlic fi!*st party. It was only proper for the servants to give 
their masters the wall. In spite of their very disagreeable and 
dangerous situation, it was with diflSculty that Vivian refrained 
from laughter, as be met Essi)cr regularly every half minute at tlie 
foot of the great stiiircasc. Suddenly, as bissper pjissed, he took 
Vivian by tlie waist, and with a single jerk placed him on the 
stairs ; and then, with a dexterous dodge, he brought Iluusdrich 
the porter find the Grand-Duke in full contact. 

“ I have got you at last,” said Huusdrich, seizing hold oi hiu 
Grace of Johannisberger by the ears, and mistaking him for 
Essper. 
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" I have got you at last," said his master, ^appling, as he sup- 
posed, with Vivian. Both struggled : their followers pushed on 
with impetuous force — ^the battle was general — the overthrow 
universal. In a moment all were on the ground ; and if any less 
inebriated or more active individual attempted to rise, Essper 
immediately brought him down with a boar-spear. 

Give me that large fishing-net,*' said Essper to Vivian, ‘‘ quick, 
quick." 

Vivian pulled down a large coarse net, which covered nearly 
five sitics of the room. It was immediately unfolded, and spreaa 
over the fallen crew. To fasten it down with lialf a dozen boar- 
spears, which they drove into the floor, was the work of a moment. 
Essper had one pull at the proboscis of the Grand-Duke of Johan- 
nisborger before he hurried Vivian away; and in ten minutes they 
were again on their horses' backs, and galloping through the 
star-lit wood. . 


CHAPTER IL 

It is the hour before the labouring bee has left his golden hive ; 
not yet the blooming day buds in the blushing East ; not yet has 
the victorious Lucifer chased from the early sky the fainting 
splendour of the stars of night. All is silent, save the light breath 
of morn waking the slumbering leaves. Even now a golden 
streak breaks over the grey mountains. Hark to shrill chanticleer ! 
As the cock crows, the owl ceases. Hark to shrill chanticleer's 
feathered rival ! the mounting lark springs from the sullen earth, 
and welcomes with liis hymn the coming day. The golden streak 
has expanded into a crimson crescent, and rays of living fire flame 
over the rosc-enamcdlcd East. Man rises sooner than tlic sun ; 
and already .sound the whistle of the ploughman, the song of the 
mower, and the forge of tlie smith — and hark to the bugle of the 
hunter, and the baying of his deep-mouthed hound. 'J'lie sun is 
up — the generating sun! and temple, and tower, and tree; the 
massy wood, and the broad field, and the distant hill, burst into 
sudden light— quickly upcurled is the dusky mist from the shining 
river — quickly is the cold dew drunk from the raised Iicads of the 
drooj>ing flowers ! 

A canter, by a somewhat clearer light than the one wliich had 
so unfortunately guided liimsclf and his companion to tlie Palace 
of the AVines, soon carried them again to the skirts of the forest, 
and at this minute tlicy are emerging on the phtiu from yonder 
dark wood. 

“By heavens! Essper, I canqot reach the town tliis morning. 
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Was ever anything more unfortunate. A curse on those drunken 
fools. Wlmt with no rest, and no solid refreshment, and the rivers 
of hock that are flowing within me, and the infernal exertion of 
running round that vile hall, I feel fairly exhausted, and could at 
this moment fall from my saddle. See you no habitation, my good 
fellow, where there might be a chance of a breakfast and a few 
hours’ rest ? We arc now well out of the forest — Oh ! surely there 
is smoke from behind those pines — some good wife, I trust, is by 
her chimney corner.” 

“ If my sense be not destroyed by the fumes of that mulled 
Geisenheim, which still haunts me, I could swear that the smoke 
is the soul of a burning weed.” 

“A truce to your jokes, good Essper, I really am very ill. A 
year ago I could have laiiglied at our misfortunes, but now it is 
very different ; and, by heavens, I must have breakfast! so stir 
— exert yourself, and, although I die for it, let us canter up to 
the smoke.” 

“ No, dear master, I will ride on before. Do you follow gently, 
and if there be a pigeon in the pot in all Germany, I swear by 
the patron saint of every village for fifty miles round, provided 
they be not heretics, that you shall taste of its breast-bone this 
morning.” 

The smoke did issue frqjn a chimney, but the door of the cottage 
was shut. 

‘^Ililloa, within!” shouted Essper; ‘‘who shuts the sun out on 
a September inoniiiig ?” 

The door w^as at length slowdy opened, and a most ill-favoured 
and iiiliosi)itable-looking dame demanded, in a sullen voice, 
“What’s your will?” 

“You pretty creature!” said Essper, who w^as still a little 
tipsy. 

The door would liave been shut in his face had not he darted 
into the lioiisc before the woman W’as aware. 

“ Truly, a neat and pleasant dwelling ! and you would have no 
objection, I guess, to give a Inindsome young gentleman some 
little. sop of sometliing just to remind him, you know, that it isn’t 
dinner-time.” 

“ We give no sops here ; what do you take us for ? and so, my 
handsome young gentleman, bo off, or I sliall call tlie good 
man.” 

“ Why, I am not the handsome young gentleman, tliat is my 
master ! who, if he were not half-starved to death, would fall in 
love with you at first siglit.” 

“ Your master — is lie in the carnage ?” 

“ Carriage ! no — on horseback. ” 
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^Trarcllera?” 

" To be sure, dear dame ; travellers true.** 

^ Travellers true, without luggage, and at this time of morn ! 
Metidnks, bjyour looks, queer fellows, tliat you are travellers 
whom it may be wise for an honest woman not to meet/’ 

What ! some people Imve an objection, then, to a forty kreiizer 
^Icce on a sunny morning?” 

8o saying, Essper, in a careless manner, tossetl a broad piece in 
the air, and made it ring on a fellow coin, as he caught it in the 
palm of his hand when it descended. 

" Is tlmt your master ?” asked the woman. 

“ Ay, is it ! and the prettiest piece of flesh I have seen this 
laonth, except yourself.” 

" Well ! if tlie gentleman likes bread he can sit down hero,” 
said the n oman, pointing to a bench, and throwing a sour black 
ioaf upon the table. 

‘^Now, sir!” said Essper, wiping the bench with great care, 
" lie you here and rest yourself. I have known a marshal sleep 
upon a harder sofa. Breakfast will be ready immediately.” 

If you cixnnot eat w'liat you have, you may ride where you can 
find better cheer.” 

^^What is bread for a traYcllcr’.s breakfast? But I dare say 
my Lord will be contented — young rjen are so easily ])le«scd 
when there is a pretty girl in the case — you know that, you 
wrench! you do, you little hussy; you ai’e taking advantage of 
it.” 

Something like a smile lit up the flice of the sullen Avoman 
when slie said, “ There may be an egg in tlie house, but I don’t 
know.” 

" But you Avill soon, you dear creature ! What a pretty foot ! ” 
bawled Essper after her, as she left the room. “ Now confound 
tliis old ling, if there be not meat about this house, may I keep 
my mouth shut at our next dinner. What’s that in the corner ? 
4EI boar's tusk ! Ay, ay I a huntsman’s cottage ; and when lived a 
iiuntsman on black bread before ! Oh ! bless your bright eyes for 
ihese eggs, and this basin of new milk.” 

So saying, h]s.sper took them out of her hand, and placed them 
before Vivian. 

" I was saying to myself, my pretty girl, when you were out of 
the room, ‘ Essper George, good cheer, say thy prayers, and never 
despair ; conic what may, you wUl fall among friends at last, and 
bow do you know that your dream mayn’t come true after all ? 
Didn’t you dream that you breakfasted in the month of Sep- 
tember wjtli a genteel young woman with gold ear-rings ? and is 
not she standing before you now ^ and did not she do everything 
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milk and eg^s, and when you complained that you and meat had 
been but slack friends of late, did not she open her own doset, 
and give you as fine a piece of huntiag beef as was ever set 
before a Jagd Jimker ?’ " 

^ { think you will turn me into an inn^dceeper’s wife at last,’' 
said the dame, her stem features relaxing into a smile ; and while 
she spoke she advanced to the great doset, Esaper Oeorge fd* 
lofving her, walking on his toes, lolling out his enormous tongue, 
and stroking his mock paunch. As she opened it he jumjied upon 
a chair, and had examined every dielf in less tiine than a pistol 
ctnildfladi. “White bread! fit for a countess. Salt! worthy of 
Poland. Boar’s head!! no better at Troyes: and bunting 
beef! ! ! my iheam is true!” and he bore, in triumph to Vivian, 
who was nearly asleep, the ample round of salt and pickled 
beef, well stuffed with all kinds of savory herbs. 

It was nearly an hour before noon ere tlie travellers had re» 
mounted. Their road again entered the enormous forest which 
tliey liad been skirting for the last two days. The huntsmen were 
abroad ; and the fine weather, his good meal, and seasonable rest, 
and tlie inspiriting sounds of the bugle, made Vivian feel recovered 
from his late fatigues. 

“ That must be a truc-liearted huntsman, Esther, by the sound 
of liis bugle. 1 never heard one played with more spirit. Hark! 
how fine it dies awTay in tlie wood — ^fainter and fainter, yet how 
clear ! It must be now lialf a mile distant." 

“ I hoar nothing so wonderful," said Essper, putting tlie two 
middle fingers of his right hand before his mouth, and sounding a 
note so clear and beautiful, so exactly imitative of the fall which 
Vivian liad noticed and admired, that for a moment he imagined 
that the huntsman was at his elbow. 

“Thou art a cunning knave ! — do it again," This time Essper 
made the very wood echo. In a few minutes a horseman galloped 
up. lie was as spruce a cavalier as ever pricked gay steed on the 
jdiant grass. He was dressed in a green military unifonn, and a 
8m4ill ^It bugle hung down Ms side. Has spear told them that 
he w'as hunting the wild boar. When he saw Viviiin and Essper 
lie suddenly pulled up his horse, and seemed very mudi as., 
tonished. 

“ 1 thought that his IlighnesB had been here," said the hunts- 
man. 

No one has |Mssed us, air," «aid Vivian. 

“ 1 could have sworh that his hogle sounded from this very flpot," 
aaki the hwntsman. “ My ear seldom deceives me.” 

“ We heard a bugle io the right, sir," said Ess^ier. 
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^Thanks, xny friend/’ aud the huntsman was about to gallop 
off. 

“ May I ask the name of his Highness ” said Vivian. " We 
are strangers in this country.” 

*‘That may certainly account for your ignorance,” said the 
huntsman ; but no one who lives in this land can be unacquainted 
with his Serene Highness the Prince of Little Lilliput, my illus- 
trious master. I have the honour,” continued the huntsman, “ of 
being Jagd Junker, or Gentilhomme de la Chasse to his Serene 
Highness.” 

“’Tis an office of great dignity,” said Vivian, “and one that 
I have no doubt you most admirably perform ; I will not stop you, 
sir, to admire your horse.” 

TJic liuntsman bowed very courteously, and galloped off 

“ You see, sir,” said Essper George, “ that my bugle has de- 
ceived even the Jagd Junker, or Gentilhomme de la Chasse of his 
Serene Highness the Prince of Little Lilliput himself;” so saying, 
Essper again sounded his instrument. 

“ A joke may be carried too far, my good fellow,” said Vivian. 
“ A true huntsman, like myself, must not spoil a brotlier’s sport. 
So silence your bugle.” 

Now again galloped up the Jagd Junker, or Gentilhomme dc la 
Chasse of his Serene Highness the Prince of Little Lilliput. He 
pulled uj) his horse again, apparently as much astounded as ever. 

“ I thought that his Highness had been here,” said the hunts- 
man. 

“No one has passed us,” said Vivian. 

“ We heard a bugle to the right,” said Essper George. 

“ I am afraid liis Serene Highness must be in distress. The 
whole suite are off’ tlie scent. It must have been his bugle, for 
the regulations of this forest arc so strict, that iio one dare 
sound a blast but his Serene Highness.” Away galloped the 
huntsman. 

“ Next time I must give you up, Essper,” said Vivian. 

“ One more blast, good master!” begged Essper, in a suppli- 
cating voice. “ This time to the left— -the confusion will be then 
complete.” 

“ I command you not,” and so they rode on in silence. But it 
was one of those days w'licii Essper could neither be silent nor 
subdued. Greatly annoyed at not being permitted to play his 
biigk, he amused himself, imitating the peculiar sound of every 
anii^ that he mot. A young fawn and various birds already 
followed him; and even a squirrel had perched on his horse’s 
neck. And now they came to a small farm-house which was- 
situated in the forest. The yard here offered great amusement 
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to Esspcr. He neighed^ and half a dozen horses’ heads imme- 
diately appeared over the hedge; another neigh, and they were 
following him in the road. A dog rushed out to seize the danger- 
ous stranger, and recover his charge; but Essper gave an amicable 
bark, and in a second the dog was jumping by his side, and engaged 
in earnest and friendly conversation. A loud and continued grunt 
soon brought out the pigs ; and meeting three or four cows return- 
ing home, a few lowing sounds soon seduced them from keep- 
ing their appointment >vith the dairy-mnid. A stupid jackass, 
who staved with astonishment at the procession, was saluted with 
a lusty bray, which immediately induced him to swell the ranks ; 
and as Essper passed the poultry-yard, he so deceitfully informed 
its inhabitants that they were about to be fed, that broods of ducks 
and cliickcns were immediately after him. The op'efiil hens were 
terribly alarmed at tlie danger whicli their offspring incurred from 
the heels and hoofs of the quadrupeds; but wdiile they were in 
doubt and des pair, a whole flock of stately geese issued in solemn 
pomp from another gate of the farm-yard, and commenced a 
cackling conversation with the delighted Esspcr. So contagious 
is the force of example, and so great was the confidence which the 
hens placed in these pompous geese, who were not the first fools 
whose solemn air has deceived a few old females, that as soon as 
they perceived them in the train of the horseman, they also trotted 
up to pay their respects at his lev6e. 

But it was not a moment for mirth ; for rushing down the road 
with awful strides ap])cared two sturdy and enraged husbandmen, 
one arfned with a pike, and the other with a pitchfork, and ac- 
companied hy a frantic female, who never for a moment ceased 
hallooing "Murder, rape, and fire!” everything but "theft,'’ 

" Now, Essper, here's a pretty scrape ! ” 

“ Stop, you rascals ! " hallooed Adolph, the herdsman. 

" Stop, you gang of thieves ! ” hallooed Wilhelm, the ploughman. 
" Stop, you bloody murderers! " shrieked Phillippa, the indig- 
nant mistress of the dairy and the poultry-yard. 

" Stop, you villains ! " hallooed all three. The villains certainly 
made no attempt to escape, and in half a second the enraged 
household of the forest farmer would have seized on Essper 
George ; but just at this crisis he uttered loud sounds in the re- 
spective language of every bird and beast about him ; and sud- 
denly they all turned round, and counter-marched. Away rushed 
the terrified Adolph, tlie herdsman, while one of his own cows froA 
on his back. Still quicker scampered off the scared Wilhelm, the 
ploughman, while one of his own steeds kicked him in his rear. 
Quicker than all these, shouting, screaming, shrieking, dashed 
back the unhappy mistress of the hen-roost, with all her sub- 
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jeeto crowding her ; some <m her dhow, some on her head, 
her lace cap deskojed, her whde dress disordered. The move* 
merits of the crowd were so quick that they were soon out of 
sight. 

** A trophy! ^ called out Essper, as he jumped off his horse, and 
picked up the pike of Adolph, the herdsman. 

** A hoar^spear, or I am no huntsman," said Virian — ^ give 
it me a moment! " He threw it up into the air, caught it with 
ease, iMised it whh the practised skill of one well used to handle 
the weapon, and with the same delight imprinted on his counte- 
nance as greets the sight of an old friend. 

" This forest, Essper, and this spear, make me remember days 
when I was vain enough to think that I had been sufficiently 
%*isited witli 8on||w. Ah ! little did 1 then know of human misery, 
although I imagined 1 had suffered so much! " 

As he spoke, tlie sounds of a man in distress were heard from 
the right side of the road. 

Who calls ?” cried Essper ; a shout was tlie only answer. 
There was no path, hut the underwood was low, and Vivian took 
2m horse, an old forester, across it with ease. Essper’s jibbed. 
Vivian found himself in a small green glade of about thirty feet 
aquare. It was thickly surrounded with lofty trees, save at the 
point where he had entered ; and at the farthest corner of it, near 
come grey rocks, a huntsman was engaged in a desperate contest 
with a wild boar. 

Tile huntsman was on his right knee, and held his spear with 
both hands at the furious beast. It was an animal of oxtraofdinary 
size and power. Its eyes glittered like fire. On the turf to its 
right a small grey mastiff, of powerful make, lay on its back, bleed- 
ing profusely, with its body ripped open. Another dog, a fawn- 
coloured bitdi, had seized on the left car of the beast ; but the 
under-tusk of the boar, which was nearly a foot long, had pene- 
trated the courageous dog, and the poor creature writhed in agony, 
even while it attempted to wreak its revenge upon its enemy. The 
buBtsman was nearly exhausted. H}ui it not Wn for the courage 

the fawn-coloured dog, which, clinging to the boar, prevented it 
making a full dash at the man, he must have been instantly 
gored. Vinan was off his horse in a ndnutc, which, frightened at 
the sfg^t of tlie wild boar, dashed again over the hedge. 

" Keep ftnn, sir ! " said he, " do not move. I will amuse him 
hebind, and make khn turn." 

A graze of Vivian's spear on its back, though it did not ma- 
taiilly injure the beast, for there the boar is nearly invulner- 
ahte, annoyed it; and dasliing off the fawn-coloured dog with 
great force, it turned on its new assailant. Now there are only 
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two places in which the wild boar can be assailed with any 
effect; and these are just between the eyes axni between the 
shoulders. Great caution, however, is necessary in aiming* these 
blows, for the boar is very adroit in transfixing the weapon on Ms 
snout or his tusks; and if once you miss, particularly if you are 
not assisted by dogs, which Vivian was not, ’tis iUl over with you ; 
for the enraged animal rushes in like lightning, and gored you 
must be. 

But Vivian was fresh and cool. The animal suddenly stood 
still, and eyed its new enemy. Vivian was quiet, for he had no 
objection to give the beast an opportunity of retreating to its deti. 
But retreat was not its object — it suddenly darted at the hunts- 
man, who, however, was not off his guard, though unable, from a 
slight wound in hia knee, to rise. Vivian again annoyed the boar 
at the rear, and the animal soon returned to him. He made a 
feint, as if he were about to strike his pike between its eyes. The 
boar not feeling a wound, which had not been inflicted, and very 
irritated, rushed at him, and he buried his spear a foot deep 
between its shoulders. The beast made one fearful struggle, and 
then fell down quite dead. Tlie fawn-coloured bitch, though 
terribly wounded, gave a loud bark ; and even the odher dog, 
which Vivian thought had been long dead, testified its triumphant 
joy by an almost inarticulate groan. As soon as he was convineed 
that the boar w^as really dead, Vivian hastened to the huntsman, 
and expressed his hope that he was not seriously hurt. 

* A trifle, which our surgeon, who is used to these affairs, will 
quickly cure. — Sir! we owe you our life!” said the huntsman, 
with great dignity, as Vivian assisted him in rising from 
ground. He was a tall man, of distinguished appearance ; but his 
dress, which was the usual hunting costume of a German noble- 
man, did not indicate his quality. 

“ Sir, we owe you our life ! ” repeated the stranger ; ** five 
minutes more, and our son must have reigned m Little Lilliput.” 

“ I have the honour, then, of addressing your Serene Highness. 
Far from being indebted to me, 1 feel that 1 ought to apologise 
for having so unceremoniously jtmied your sport.” 

Nonsense, man! We have killed in our time too many of 
these gentry to be ashamed of owning that, had it not been for 
you, one of them would at last have revenged the species. But 
many as are the boars that we have kiMed or eaten, we never 
saw a more furious or powerful animal than the present. Why, 
air, you must be one of the best bonds at the spear in all Chris- 
tendom I” 

Indifferently good, your Highness: your Highness forgets 
that the animal was already exhausted your assault.” 
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« Why, there is something in that; but it was neatly done, man 
—it was neatly done, — ^You are fond of the sport, we think ?” 

have had some practice, but illness has so weakened me that 
I have given up the forest/* 

" Pity ! and on a second examination, wc observe that you are 
no hunter. This coat is not for the free forest ; but how came 
you by the pike V* 

“ I am travelling to the next post town, to which I have sent 
on my luggage. I am getting fast to the south ; and as for this 
pike, my sen^ant got it this morning from some peasant in a 
brawl, and was showing it to me when I licard your Highness call. 
I really think now that Providence must have sent it. 1 certainly 
could not have done you much service with my riding whip. — 
Hilloa ! Essper, where are you 

“ Here, noble sir ! here, here — why what have you got there ? 
The horses have jibbed, and will not stir — I can stay no longer — 
they may go to the devil!*' so saying, Vivian’s valet dashed over 
the underwood, and leaped at the foot of the Prince. 

In God’s name, is this thy servant ?" asked his Highness. 

In good faith, am I," said Essper; his valet, his cook, and his 
secretary, all in one; and also his Jagd Junker, or Gentilhomine de 
la Chassc — as a puppy with a bugle horn told me this morning." 

Avery merry knave!" said the Prince ; ‘‘and talking of a puppy 
with a bugle horn reminds us how unaccountably wc have been 
deserted to-day by a suite that never yet were wanting. Wc are 
indeed astonished. Our bugle, wc fear, has turned traitor." So 
saying, the Prince executed a blast with great skill, whicli Vivian 
immediately recognised as the one which Essper George had imi- 
tated. 

“And now, my good friend," said the Prince, “we cannot hear 
of your passing through our land without visiting our good castle. 
Wc would that wc could better testify the obligation that we feel 
under to you in any other way than by the offer of an hospitality 
which all gentlemen, by right, can command. But your presence 
would, indeed, give us sincere pleasure. You must not refuse us. 
Your looks, as well as your prowess, prove your blood ; and we 
are quite sure no cloth-mcrchant’s order will suffer by your not 
hurrying to your proposed point of destination. We arc not 
wrong, we think, — ^though your accent is good, — in supposing that 
we are conversing with an English gentleman., But here they 
come." 

As he spoke, three or four horsemen, at the head of whom was 
the young huntsman whom the travellers had met in the mornings 
sprang into the glade. 

“ Why, Arnelm!" said the Prince, “ when before was the Jagd 
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Junker’s ear so bad that he could not discover his master’s buglet 
even though the vdnd were against him r” 

^^In truth, your Highness, we have heard bugles enough this 
morning. Who is violating the forest laws, we know not ; but 
that another bugle is sounding and played— St. Hubert forgive 
me for saying so — ^with as great skill as your Highness,’ is certain. 
Myself, Von Neuwied, and Lintz, have been galloping over the 
whole forest. The rest, I doubt not, will be up directly.” The 
Jagd Junker blew his own bugle. 

In the course of five minutes, about twenty other horsemen, 
all dressed in the same uniform, had arrived ; all complaining 
of their wild chases after the Prince in every other part of the 
forest. 

It must be the Wild Huntsman himself!” swore an old hand. 
This solution of the mystery satisfied all. 

" Well, well ! ” said the Prince ; ‘‘ whoever it may be, had it not 
been for the timely presence of this gentleman, you must have 
changed your green jackets for mourning coats, and our bugle 
would have sounded no more in the forest of our fathers. Here, 
Arnelm ! — cut up the beast, — and remember that the left shoulder 
is the quarter of honour, and belongs to this stranger, not less 
honoured because unknown.” 

All present took off their caps and bowed to Vivian, who took 
this opportunity of informing the Prince who he was. 

‘‘And now,” continued his Highness, “Mr. Grey will accom- 
pany us to our castle ; — nay, sir, we can take no refusal. We will 
send on to the town for your luggage. Arnelm, do you look to 
this! — And honest friend!” said the Prince, turning to Essper 
George, — “ we commend you to the special care of our friend 
Von Neuwied, — and so, gentlemen, with stout hearts and spurs to 
your steeds — to the castle!” 


CHAPTER III. 

The cavalcade proceeded for some time at a brisk but irregular 
pace, until they arrived at a less wild and wooded part of the 
fnrest. The Prince of Little Lilliput reined in his steed as he en- 
tered a broad avenue of purple beeches, at the end of which, 
tho’ugli at a con|idcrablc distance, Vivian perceived the towers 
and turrets of a Gothic edifice glittering in the sunshine. 

“ Welcome to Turriparva !” said his Highness. 

“ I assure your Highness,” said Vivian, “ that I view with no 
unpleasant feeling the prospect of a reception in any civilised 
mansion; for to say the truth, for the last cight-and-forty hours. 
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Fortune has not favoured me either in mj reseax^hes after a bed, 
or that which some think still more important than repose.** 

**18 it so?** said the Prince; “why, we should have thought 
by your home thrust this morning, that you were as fresh as the 
early lark. In good faith, it was a pret^ stroke I And whence 
come you, then, good sir ?** 

“ Know you a most insane and drunken idiot, who styles himself 
the Grand-Duke of Johann isberger?" 

“No, no!” said the Prince, staring in Vivian's face very ear- 
nestly, and then laughing. “And you have actually fallen among 
that mad crew. A most excellent adventure! Amelm! why, 
man, wdicrc art thou ? ride up ! Behold in the person of this 
gentleman a new victim to the overwhelming hospitality of our 
uncle of the Wines. And did they confer a title on you on the 
spot ? »Say, art thou Elector, or Palsgrave, or Baron ; or, failing 
in tliy devoirs, ns once did our good cousin Ariielra, confess that 
thou wort ordained with becoming reverence, the Archprimate of 
Puddledrink. £h ! Arnclm, is not that the style thou bearest at 
the Palace of the Wines?” 

“ So it would seem, your Highness. I think the title was con- 
ferred on me the same night that your Highness mistook the 
Orand-Dnke’s proboscis for Oberon's Honi, and committed trcii- 
son not yet pardoned.” 

“ Good ! good ! thou hast us there. Truly a good memory is 
often as ready a friend as a shari) w’^it. Wit is not thy strong 
point, friend Amelm ; and yet it is strange, that in the sharp en- 
counter of ready tongues and idle logomachies, thou hast some- 
times the advantage. But, nevertheless, rest assured, good cousin 
Arnclm, that wit is not thy strong point.” 

“ It is well for me that all are not of the same opinion as your 
Serene ITiglincs9,”said the young Jagd Junker, somewhat nettled ; 
for he prideddiimself on his repartees. 

The Prince was much diverted with Vivian's account of his last 
night's adventure ; and our hero learnt from his Highness, that his 
late host was no less a personage than the cousin of the I’riiice of 
Little Lilliput, an old Germuu Baron, who passed his time with 
sonic neighbours of congenial temperament, in hunting the wild 
boar in the morning, and speculating on tho flavours of the fine 
Rhenish vvines during the rest of the day. “ He and his com- 
panions,” continued the Prince, “ will enable §uu to form some 
idea of the German nobility half a century ago. The debauch 
of last night w^as tlie usual carouse which crowned the exploits of 
each day when we were a boy. The revolution has rendered all 
these customs obsolete. Would that it had not sent some other 
things equally out of fashion!” 
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M this momeDt the Prince sooniled his bugle, and tlie gates 
tile castle, which were not more than twenty yards distant, weie 
immediately thrown open* The whole cavalcade set spurs to their 
steeds, and dashed at full gallop over the hollow-sounding draw* 
bridge, into the court*yard of the castle. A crowd of sendngr 
men,, in green liveries, instantly appeared and Aniolm and Von 
Neuwied, jumping from their saddles, respectively hold the stir- 
rup and the bridle of the Prince as he dismounted. 

Where is Master Rodolph asked his Highness, witli a loud 
voice. 

"So please your Serene Highness, I am here!” answered a 
very thin tieble ; and, bustling through the surrounding crowd,, 
came forward the owner of the voice. iMastcr Rodolph was not 
much above five feet liigh, but he was nearly as broad as he was 
long. Tlioiigli more than middle-aged, an almost infantile smile 
played upon his broad fair face ; to which his small turn-up nose, 
large gi*een goggle eyes, and unmeaning mouth, gave no cjcpres* 
siou. His long hair hmig over his shouldei's, the daxen looks 
in some places niaturing into grey. In compliance with the 
taste of his master, this most unsportsman-likc-looking steward 
was clad in a green jerkin, on the right arm of which was em- 
broidered a giant’s head — the crest of the Little Lilliputs. 

" Truly, Rodolph, we have received some scratch in the chase to- 
day, and need your assistance* The best of surgeons we assure 
you, Mr. Grey, if you require one : — and look you that the blue 
chamber be prepared for this gentleman; and we shall have need 
of our Cabinet this evening. »Sec that all this be done, and inform 
Prince Alaximilian that we would speak with him. And look 
you, Master Rodolph, there is one hi this company, — wliat call 
you your servant’s name, sir ? — Essper George ! ’tis well: look 
you, Rodolph, see tliat our friend Essper George be well provided 
for. We know that we can trust him to your good care. And 
now, gentlemen, at sunset we meet in the Gian* Hall.” So 
saying, his Highness bowed to the party; and taking Vivian by 
the arm, and followed by Arnelni and Von Neuwied, he ascended 
a staircase wdiich opened into the court, and tiieii mounted into a 
covered gallery wliicli ran round the whole building. The inte- 
rior wall of the gallery was alternately ornamented wifh stiigs* 
heads or other tro])hies of the chase, and coats of arms bhixonod 
in stucco. Tlie Prince did the honours of the castle to Vivian 
with great courtesy. The armoury, and the hall, the knights^ 
chamber, and even the donjon-keep, were nil examined ; and when 
Vivian had sufficiently admired the antiquity of the structure and 
the beauty of the situation, the Prince, having proceeded down a 
long corridor, opened the door into a small chamber, which ha 
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introduced to Vivian as his Cabinet. The furniture of this room 
was rather quaint, and not unpleasing. The wainscot and ceiling 
were painted alike, of a very light green colour, and were richly 
carved and gilt. The walls were hung with dark green velvet, 
of which material were also the chairs, and a sofa, which was 
placed under a large and curiously-cut looking-glass. The lower 
panes of the windows of tliis room were of stained glass, of vivid 
tints; but the upper panes were untinged, in order that the light 
should not be disturbed which fell through them upon two mag- 
nificent pictures ; one a hunting-piece, by Schneiders, and the other 
a portrait of an armed chieftain on horseback, by Lucas Cranach. 

And now the door opened, and Master Rodolph entered, carry- 
ing in his hand a white wand, and bowing very reverently as he 
ushered in servants bearing a cold collation. As he entered, it 
was with difficulty that he could settle his countenance into the 
due and requisite degree of gravity; and so often was the fat 
steward on the point of bursting into laughter, as he arranged 
the setting out of the refreshments on the table, that the Prince, 
with whom he was at the same time both a favourite and a butt, 
at last noticed his unusual and unmanageable risibility. 

‘‘Why, Rodolph, what ails thee? hast thou just discovered the 
point of some good saying of yesterday 

The steward could now contain his laughter no longer, and he 
gave vent to his emotion in a most treble “ lie! he ! he!” 

“ Speak, man, in the name of St. Hubert, and on the word of 
as stout a huntsman as ever yet crossed horse. Speak, we say, 
what ails thee ?” 

“He! he! he! in truth, a most comical knave! I beg your 
Serene Highness ten thousand most humble j)ardoiis, but in truth 
a more comical knave did I never see. How call you him ? Essper 
George, I think, he ! he ! he ! In truth, your Highness was right 
when you st^d him a merry knave — in truth a most comical knave 
— he! he! a very funny knave! He says, your Highness, that I 
am like a snake in a consumption! — ^lie! he! he! — ^in truth a 
most comical knave ! ” 

“ Well, Rodolph, so long as you do not quarrel with his jokes, 
they shall pass as true wit. But why comes not our son ? — Have 
you bidden the Prince Maximilian to our presence ? ” 

“ In truth have I, your Highness ; but he was engaged at the 
moment with Mr. Sievers, and therefore he could not immediately 
attend my bidding ; nevertheless, he bade me deliver to your Se- 
rene Iliglmess his dutiful affection; saying that he would soon 
have the honour of bending his knee unto your Serene Highness.” 

“ He never said any such nonsense. At least, if he did, he must 
be changed since last we hunted.” 
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“ In truth, your Highness, I cannot aver upon my conscience as 
a faithful steward, that such were the precise words and exact 
phraseology of his Highness, the Prince Maximilian. But in the 
time of the good Prince, your father, whose memory be ever 
blessed, such were the words and style of message, which I was 
schooled and instructed by Mr. Von Lexicon, your Serene High- 
ness' most honoured tutor, to bear unto the good Prince, your 
father, whose memory be ever blessed, when I had the great for- 
tune of being your Serene Highness’ most particular page, and it 
fell to my lot to have the pleasant duty of informing the good. 
Prince, your father, whose memory be ever blessed " 

“ Enough ! but Sievers is not Von Lexicon, and Maximilian, wc 
trust, is ” 

‘‘Papa! papa! — dearest papa!” — shouted a young lad, as he 
dashed open the door ; and rushing into the room, threw his arms 
round the Princess neck. 

“ My darling ! ” said tlic father, forgetting at this moment of 
genuine feeling, tlie pompous plural in which he had hitherto 
spoken of himself. The Prince fondly kissed his child. The boy 
was about ten years of age, exquisitely handsome. Courage, not 
audacity, was impiiptcd on his noble features. 

“Papa! may ARmt with you to-morrow?'^ 

“ What says Mr. Sievers ?” 

“ Oh! Mr. Sievers says I am excellent; I assure you upon mjr 
honour he does. I heard you come home; but thougli I was 
dying to see you, I would not run out till I had finished my Romnii 
History. I say, papa! what a grand fellow Brutus was — what su 
grand thing it is to be a patriot ! I intend to be a patriot myself, 
and to kill the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg. Who is that?” 

“ My friend, Max, Mr. Grey. Speak to him.” 

“ I am very happy to see you at Turriparva, sir,” said the boy, 
bowing to Vivian with dignity. “ Have you been IiAting with 
his Highness this morning?” 

“ I can hardly say I have.” 

“ Max, I have received a slight wound to-day. Do not look 
alarmed — it is very slight. I only mention it, because, had it not 
been for tliis gentleman, it is very probable you would never have 
seen your father again. He has saved my life ! ” 

“ Saved your life! saved my papa’s life!” said the young Prince, 
seizing Vivian’s hand — “Oh! sir, what can I do for you? Mr. 
Sievers ! ” said the boy, with eagerness, to a gentleman who entered 
the room-r“Mr. Sievers! here is a young lord who has saved 
papa’s life!” 

Mr. Sievers was a tall, thin man, about forty, with a clear sallow 
complexion, a high forehead, on which a few wrinkles were visible^ 
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bright keen eyes, and a quantity of grey curling hair, which was 
combed back off his forehead, and fell down over his shoulders. 
He was introduced to Vivian as the Prince’s particular friend ; and 
then he listened, apparently with great interest, to his Highness^ 
narrative of the morning’s adventure, his danger and his rescue. 
Young Maximilian never took his large, dark-blue eyes off his 
father while he was speaking ; and when he had finished, the boy 
rushed to Vivian, and threw his arms round his neck. Vivian was 
delighted with the affection of the child, who whispered to him in 
;x low voice — *• I know what you are!” 

“ What, my young friend?” 

*<Ah! I know.” 

But tell me ! ” 

You thought I should not find out : you arc a — patriot ! ” 

" I hope I am,” said Vivian ; “ but travelling in a foreign country 
is hardly a proof of it. Perhaps you do not know that I am an 
Englishman.” ^ 

“ An Englishman I ” said the child, with an air of great disap- 
pointment; “ I thought you were a patriot! I am one. Do you 
know I will tell you a secret. Yon must promise not. to tell, 
though. Promise, upon your word! Well them” said the urchin, 
whispering with groat energy in Vivian’s ear, ^^ugh his hollow 
fist: ‘‘I hate the Graiul-Duke of Iloisenburg, and 1 me«an to stab 
him to the heart;” so saying, the little Prince grated his teeth 
with an expression of bitter detestation. 

“ What the deuce is the matter with the child ! ” thought Vivian ; 
hut at this moment liis conversation with him was interrupted. 

‘‘Am 1 to believe this young gentleman, my dear Sievers,” 
asked the Prince, ‘‘ when he tells me that his conduct has met your 
approbation ?” 

son. Prince,” answ^ered Mr. Sievers, ‘^cau ollly speak 
f rutlS^^iJ^xcellencc is proved by my praising him to his face.” 

The young Maximilian, wdien Mr. Sievers had ceased speaking, 
stood blushing, W'ith his eyes fixed on the ground ; and the delighted 
parent catching his cliild up in his arms, embraced him with unaf- 
fected fondness. 

"And now, all tliis time Master Roclolph is waiting for his 
patient. By St. Hubert, you can none of you think me very ill ! 
Your pardon, Mr. Grey, for leaving you. My friend Sievers will, 
l4xn sure, be delighted to make you feel at case at Turriparva. 
Max, come w'ith me ! ” 

Vivian found in Mr. Sievers an interesting companion ; nothing 
!bf the pedant, and much of the philosopher. Tlicir conversation 
was of course chiefly on topics of local interest, anecdotes of the 
<aiatle and the country, of Vivian’s friends, the drunken Johannis- 
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herder and his crew, and such matters ; but there was a keenneaa 
of satire in some of Mr. Sievers' observations which Wiis hig’hlj 
amusini^, and enough passed to make Vivian desire opportunities of 
conversing ^vith him at greater length, and on subjects of gi*eater 
interest. They were at present disturbed by Essper George en- 
tering the room to inform Vivian that Ins luggage had arrived 
from the village ; and that the blue-chamber vras now prepared for 
his presence. 

We shall meet, I suppose, in the hall, Mr. Sievers ?" 

“No, I shall not dine there. If you remain at Tiirripnrva^ 
wliicli I trust you will, I shall be happy to see you in my room. 
If it have no <|^er inducement to gain it the honour of your visits 
it has here, at least, the recommendation of singularity ; there 
at any rate, no other chamber like it in tliLs good castle.” 

The business of the toilet is sooner performed for a hunting party 
in a German forest, than for a state dinner at ChSltcau Desir; and 
Vivian was ready long before he was summoned. 

“ Mis Serene Ifighness has commenced his progress towards the 
liall,” announced Essper George to Vivian, in a very treble voice, 
and bowing with great ceremony as he offered to lead tlie way, 
with a long white wand waving in his right hand. 

“ I shall attend^^is Highness,” said his master; “ but before I 
do, if that white wand be iiot immediately laid aside, it will be 
broken about your back.” 

“ Broken rwi)out my back! what, the wand of office, sir, of your 
steward! Master Rodolph says that, in truth, a steward is but 
half liimself who hath not bis wand. Metiiinks, when his rod of 
office is wanting, his Uighnoas of Jjilliput's steward is but unequally 
divided. In truth he is stout enough to be Aiiron’s wand, that 
Willi owed up all the rest. But has your nobleness really any 
j-erious objection to my carrying a wand? It gives such an 
air ! ” 

The Giants* Hall was a Gothic chamber of imposing appearance* 
The oaken rafters of the curiously-carved roof rested on the grim 
heads of gigantic figures of the same material. These statues 
c.vtended tlic length of the hall on each side ; they were elabo- 
rately sculptured and highly polished, and each one held in its 
outstretched arm a blazing and aromatic torch. Above them, 
final! windows of painted glass admitted a light which Wiis no 
longer necesfary at the banquet J»o which wc are now about to in- 
troduce the reader. Over tlie great entrance doors was a gallery, 
from which a band of trumpeters, arrayed in ample robes of flowing 
scarlet, sent forth many a festive and martial strain. More than 
fifty individuals, all wearing hunting-dresses of green cloth, on 
which the giant’s head was carefully emblazoned, were already 
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seated in the hall when Vivian entered. He was conducted to the 
upper part of the chamber, and a seat was allotted him on the left 
hand of the Prince. His Highness had not arrived, but a chair of 
state, placed under a crimson canopy, denoted the style of its 
absent owner ; and a stool, covered with velvet of the same regal 
colour, and glistening with gold lace, announced that the presence 
of Prince Maximilian was expected. While Vivian was musing in 
astonishment at the evident affectation of royal pomp which per- 
vaded the whole establishment of the Prince of Little Lilliput, the 
trumpeters in the gallery suddenly commenced a triumphant 
flourish. All rose as the princely procession entered the hall. 
First came IVIaster Rodolph, twirling his white^and with the 
practised pride of a drum-major, and looking as pompous as a 
turkey-cock in a storm. Six footmen in splendid liveries, two by 
two, immediately followed him. A page heralded the Prince 
Maximilian, and then came the Serene father; the Jagd Junker, 
and four or five other gentlemen of the court, formed the suite. 

His Highness ascended the throne. Prince Maximilian was on his 
right, and Vivian had tlic high honour of the left hand ; the Jagd 
Junker seated himself next to our hero. The table was profusely 
covered, chiolly with the sports of the forest, mid the celebrated 
wild boar was not forgotten. Few minutes liad||lapscd ere Vivian 
perceived that liis Highness wm always served on bended knee. 
Surprised at this custom, which even the mightiest and most 
despotic monarclis seldom exact, and still more surprised at the 
contrast which all tliis state afforded to the natural ease and affable 
amiability of the Ih’ince, Vivian ventured to ask his neighbour 
Arnclrn whether the banquet of to-day was in celebration of any 
particular event of general or individual interest. 

‘‘By no means,” said the Jagd Junker; “ this is the usual style 
of the Prince’s daily meal, except that to-day there is, perhaps, 
rqther less state and fewer guests than usual, in consequence of 
many of our fellow-subjects having left us with the purpose of 
attending a great hunting party, which is now holding in the do- 
minions of Ins Highness’ cousin, the Duke of Micromegas.” 

When the more necessary, but, as most hold, the less delightful 
part of banqueting was over, and the numerous serving-men had 
removed the more numerous dishes of wild boar, red deer, kid, and 
winged game, a stiff, Calvinistic-looking personage rose, and de- 
livered a long and most grate|^ul grace, to which the sturdy 
huntsmen listened with a due mixture of piety and impatience. 
When his starch reverence, who in his black coat looked, among 
the huntsmen, very like (as Essper George observed) a blackbird 
among a set of moulting canaries, had finished, an old man, with 
long snow-white hair, and a beard of the same colour, rose from 
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his seat, and, with a glass in his hand, bowing first to his Higlmess 
with great respect, and then to his companions with an air of 
condescension, gave, in a stout voice, The Erince ! ” A loud 
shout was immediately raised, and all quaffed with rapture the 
health of a ruler whom evidently they adored. Master Rodolph 
now brought forward an immense silver goblet, full of some crafty 
compoimd, from its odour doubtless delicious. The Prince held 
the goblet by its two massy handles, and then said in a loud 
voice : — 

‘•My friends, the Giant’s Head! and he who sneers at its frown, 
may he rue its bristles 1 ” 

The toast was welcomed with a loud cry of triumph. When 
the noise had subsided, the Jagd Junker rose, and prefacing the 
intended pledge by a few observations, as remarkable for the 
delicacy of their sentiments as the elegance of their expression, 
he gave, pointing to Vivian, “ The Guest ! and may the Prince 
never want a stout arm at a strong piisli ! ” The sentiment was 
again echoed by the lusty voices of all present, and particularly by 
his Highness. As Vivian shortly returned thanks, and modestly 
apologised for the German of a foreigner, he could not refrain 
from romcnibering the last time when he was placed in the same 
situation. It was wlicn the treacherous Lord Courtown had 
drank success to Mr. Vivian Grey’s maiden speech in a bumper of 
claret, at the political orgies of Chateau Desir. Could he really, 
in very fact, be the same individual as the daring youth, who then 
organised the crazy councils of those ambitious, imbecile grey- 
beards ? AVliiit was he tlicii ? What had Iiappened since ? What 
was ho now ? He turned from the comparison with feelings of 
sickening disgust, and it was with difticulty that his couiiteiiance 
could assume the due degree of hilarity which befitted the present 
occasion. 

“Truly, Mr. Grc},” said the Prince, “your German would 
pass current at Weimar. Arneim, good cousin Anielm, we must 
trouble thy affectionate duty to marshal and regulate the drinking 
devoirs of our kind subjects to-night; for by the advice of our 
trusty surgeon, Master Rodolph, of much fame, wc shall refrain 
this night from our accustomed potations, and betake ourselves to 
the solitude of our Cabinet — a solitude in good sooth, unless wc can 
persuade you to accompany us, kind sir,” said the Prince, turning 
to Mr. Grey. “ Methinks cight-and-forty hours without rest, and 
a good part spent in the mad walls of our cousin of Johauui.sbcr- 
ger, arc hardly the best preparatives for a drinking bout, unless, 
after Oberon’s horn, yc may fairly be considered to be in practice. 
Nevertheless, I advise the Cabinet and a cup of Rodolph’s coffee. 
What say cst thou?” Vivian acceded to the Prince’s proposition 
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with eagerness; and accompanied by Prince Maximilian, and pre- 
ceded by the little steward, who, surrounded by his serving-men, 
very much resembled a planet eclipsed by liis satellites, they left 
the hall. 

“ ^Tis almost a pity to shut out the moon on such a night,” said 
the Prince, as he drew a large green velvet curtain from the 
windows of the Cabinet. 

’Tis a magnificent night ! ” said Vivian ; “ how fine the cifcct 
of the light is upon the picture of the warrior. The horse seems 
quite living, and its fierce rider actually frowns upon us.” 

** lie may well frown,” said the Prince of Little Lilliput, in a 
voice of deep melancholy; and he hastily redrew the curtain, lii 
a moment he started from the choir on which he had just seated 
himself, and again admitted the moonlight. " Am 1 really aiiaid 
of an old picture ? No, no, it has not yet come to that.” 

This was uttered in a distinct voice, and of course excited 
tlie astonishment of Vivian, who, however, had too much dis- 
cretion to evince his surprise, or to take any measure by which las 
curiosity might be satisfied. 

Ills companion seemed instantly conscious of the seeming singu- 
larity of his expression. 

** You are surprised at my words, good sir,” said his Highness, 
as he paced very rapidly up and down the small chamber; ‘‘you 
are surprised at my words; but, sir, my ancestor's brow was 
guarded by a diadem ! ” 

Which was then well won, Prince, and is now worthily worn.” 

By whom? where? how?” asked the Prince, in a very rapid 
voice. “ Maximilian,” continued his Iliglmoss, in a more subdued 
tone ; “ IMaximilian, my own love, leave us — go to Mr. Sievers-— 
God bless you, my only boy — good night ! ” 

Good night, dearest papa, and down with the Grand-Duke of 
Reisenburg!” 

He echoes the foolish zeal of my fond followers,” said the 
Prince, as his son left the room. ‘‘The idle parade to wliieh 
their illegal loyalty still clings— my own manners, the relics of 
former days — habits will not change like stations — all these have 
deceived you, sir. You have mistaken me for a monarch; I 
should be one. A curse light on me the hour I can mention it 
without a burning blush. Oh, shame ! — shame on the blood of 
my father’s son ! Can my mouth own that I once was one ? Yes, 
sir ! you see before you the most injured, the least enviable of 
human beings; I am a mediatised Prhioe!” 

Vivian had resided too long in Germany to be ignorant of the 
meaning of this title, with which, perliaps, few of our readers may 
be acquainted. A mediatised Friuce is au unliappy victim of those 
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Congresses, which, among other good and evil, pui’ged with great 
effect the ancient Cerman political system. By the regulations 
then determined on, that country was freed at one fell swoop 
from the vexatious and harassing dominion of the various petty 
Princes who exercised absolute sovereignties over little nations of 
fifty thousand souls. These independent sovereigns became sub- 
jects ; and either swelled, by their mediatisation, the territories of 
some already powerful potentate, or ti*ansmuted into a state of 
importance some more fortunate petty ruler than thomselvos, 
wliose independence, through the exertions of political intrigue or 
family influence, had been preserved inviolate. In most instance:-, 
the concurrence of tiicsc little rulers in their worldly d^odation 
was obtained by a. lavish grant of ofiicial emoluments oftncrcase 
of territorial possessions; and the mediatised Prince, instead of 
being an impoverished and uninfluential sovereign, became a 
wealthy and powerful subject. But so dominant in the lieart of 
man is the love of independent dominion, that even with these 
temptations, few of the petty priiio® could have boon induced to 
have parted with their cherished sceptres, had they not been 
conscious, that in case of cfontumacy the resolutions of a Diet 
would have been enforced by the armies of an cinj)oror. As it is, 
few of them have yet given up the outward and visible signs of 
regal sway. The throne is still preserved, and the tiara still 
revered. They seldom frequent the Courts of their sovereigns, 
and scarcely condescend to notice the attentions of their fellow 
nobility. Most of them expend their increased revenues in main- 
taining the splendour of tlieir little courts at their ancient capitals ; 
or in swelling the ranks of tlioir retainers at tlieir solitary forest 
castles. 

The Prince of Little Lilliput was the first mediatised sovereign 
that Vivian had ever met. At another time, and under other 
circiim.starices, he iniglit have smiled at the idle parade and use- 
less pomp which he had this day witnessed, or moralised on that 
weakness of human nature wiiich seemed to consider tlie incon- 
venient appendages of a throne as the great end for which powei* 
was to be coveted ; but at the present moment he only saw a kind, 
and, as he believed, estimable individual disquieted and distressed. 
It was painful to witness the agitation of the Prince ; and Vivian 
felt it necessary to make some observations, which, from hia 
mauner, expressed more than they meant. 

** Sir,” said his Highness, “ your sympathy consoles me. Do not 
imagine that 1 can misundei'stand it— it does you honour. You 
add by this, to the many favours you have already conferred on 
me, by saving my life and accepting my hospitality. I sincerely 
hope, that your departure hence will be postponed to the last pos^^ 
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ilible moment. iTour conversation and your company have made 
me pass a more cheerful day than I am accustomed to. All here 
love me ; but, with the exception of Sievers, 1 have no companion ; 
and although I esteem his principles and his talents, there is no con- 
geniality in our tastes or in our tempers. As for the rest, a more 
devoted band cannot be conceived; but they think only of one thing 
— ^the lost dignity of their ruler; and although this concentration 
of their thoughts on one subject may gratify my pride, it docs not 
elevate my spirits. But this is a subject on which in future we will 
not converse. One of tlie curses of my unliappy lot is, tliat a 
thousand circumstances daily occur which prevent me forgettingit.’* 
The Prince rose from the table, and pressing with his right 
hand oi^art of the wall, the door of a small closet sprung open. 
The interior was lined with crimson velvet. He took out of it 
a cushion of the same regal material, on which reposed, in solitary 
magiiificeuce, a golden coronet of antique workmanship. 

The crown of my fathers ! " said his Highness, as he placed 
the treasure, with great rcv#rence, on the table ; won by fifty 
battles and lost without a blow! Yet in my youth I was 
deemed no dastard : and I have shed more blood for my country 
in one day, than he who claims to be my suzerain in the whoh^ of 
liis long career of undeserved prosperity. Ay! this is the curse — 
the ancestor of my present sovereign was that warriors serf!” 
The Prince pointed to the grim chieftain, whose stout helrnct 
Vivian now perceived was encircled by a crown, similar to the one 
which was now lying before him, “ Had I been the subj\u*t — had 
I been obliged to acknowledge the sway of a Cajsar, I might have 
endured it witli resignation ? — had I been forced to yield to the le- 
gions of an Emperor, a noble resistance might have consoled me 
for the clauking of iiiy chains ; but to sink without a struggle, the 
victim of political intrigue — ^to become the bondsman of one who 
was my father's slave ; for such was Reisenburg — even in rny own 
remembrance, our unsuccessful rival. This was too bad; it 
rankles in my heart ; and unless I can be revenged, I shall sink 
under it. To have lost my dominions would have been nothing. 
But revenge I will have ! It is yet in my power to gain for an en- 
slaved j)e()ple the liberty 1 have myself lost. Yes ! the enligliteucd 
spirit of the age shall yet shake the quavering councils of the 
Reisenburg cabal. I will, in truth I have already, seconded the just, 
the unanswerable demands of an oppressed and insulted people : 
and ere six months are over, I trust to see the convocation of a 
free and representative council, in the capital of the petty monarch 
to whom I have been betrayed. The cliief of Reisenburg has, in 
his eagerness to gain his grand ducal crown, somewhat overstepped 
'the mark. 
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« Besides myself^ there are no less than three other powerful 
princes, whose dominions have been devoted to the formation of 
his servile Duchy. We are all animated by the same spirit, — all 
intent upon tlie same end. We have all used, and are usins^, our 
influence as powerful nobles, to gain for our fellow-subjects their 
withheld rights — ^rights which belong to them as men, not merely 
as Germans. Within this week I have forwarded to the Residence 
a memorial subscribed by myself, my relatives, the other princes, 
and a powerful body of discontented nobles, requesting the im- 
mediate grant of a constitution similar to tho e of Wirtemburg 
and Bavaria. My companions in misfortune are inspirited by my 
joining ilicm. Had I been wise, I should have joined them sooner; 
but until this moment, I have been the dupe of the artful conduct 
of an unprincipled Minister. My eyes, however, are now open. 
The Grand-Duke and his crafty counsellor, whose name sliall not 
pi’ofane my lips, already tremble. Part of the peo])le, emboldened 
by our representations, have already refused to answer an uncon- 
stitutional taxation. 1 have no doubt that lie must yield. What- 
ever may be the inclination of the Courts of Vienna or St. Peters- 
bui’g, rest as.sured that the liberty of Germany will meet with no 
oi)])OTient except political intrigue; and that Meitcrnieli is too well 
acquainted with the spirit which is now, only slumbering in the 
bosom of the German nation, to run tlie sliglitest risk of exciting 
it by the presence of foreign legions. No, no! that mode of 
treatment may do very well for Naples, or Poland, or Spain ; but 
tlie moment that a Croat or a Cossack shall encamp upon the 
Rliine or the Elbe, for the jiurpose of supporting the unadulterated 
tyranny of their new-fangled Graud-Dukes, that moment Ger- 
many becomes a great and united Nation. Tlie greatest enemy 
of the prosperity of Germany is the natural disposition of her 
sons ; but that disposition, while it does now, and may for ever, 
liinder us from being a great people, will at the same time infallibly 
prevent us from ever becoming a degi*aded one.” , 

At this moment, this moment of pleasing anticipation of public 
virtue and private revenge, Ma.ster Rodolph entered, and prevented 
Vivian fiom gaining any details of the history of his host. The 
little round steward informed his master that a horseman had just 
arrived, bearing for his Highness a despatch of importance, which 
ho insisted upon delivering into the Prince's own hands. 

‘‘ Whence comes he ? ” asked his Highness. 

In truth, your Serene Highness, that were hard to say, — inas- 
much as the messenger refuses to inform us.” 

“ Admit him.” 

A man whose jaded looks proved that he had travelled far that 



VIVIAN GKEY. 


m 

day, was soon ushered into the room ; and bowing^ to tiie Prince, 
delivered to him, in silence, a letter. 

‘^From whom comes this?” asked the Prince. 

It will itself inform your Highness,” was the only answer. 

« My friend, you are a trusty messenger, and have been well 
trained. Rodolph, look that this gentleman be well lodged and 
attended.” 

“ I thank your Highness,” said the messenger, “ hut I do not 
taiTy here. I wait no answer, and my only purpose in seeing yon 
was to perform my commission to the letter, by delivering this 
paper into your own hands.” 

“As jpu please, sir; you must be the best judge of your own 
time ; but we like not strangers to leave our gates while our draw- 
bridge is yet echoing wdth their entrance steps.” 

llic Prince and Vivian were again alone. Astonishment and 
agitation were visible on his Highness" countenance as he threw 
his eye over the letter. At length lie folded it up, put it into his 
breast-pocket, and tried to resume conversation; but the efibrt 
was both evident and unsuccessful. In another moment the letter 
was again taken out, and again read with not less emotion than 
accompanied its first ]>ernsa]. 

“ I fear I have wearied you, ISIr. Grey,” said his Highness ; 
“it was inconsiderate in me not to remember that you require 
repose.” 

Vivian was not sorry to have an opportunity of retiring, so he 
quickly took the hint, and wished liis Highness agreeable dreams. 


CHAPTER IV. 

No one but an adventurous traveller can know the luxury of 
sleep. Tliei-o is not a greater fallacy in the world than the com- 
mon creed that sweet sleep is labour’s guerdon. Mere regular, 
corporeal labour may certainly procure us a good, sound, refreshing 
slumber, disturbed often by tlie consciousness of tho monotonous 
duties of the morrow : but how sleep the other great labourers of 
this laborious world ? Where is the sweet sleep of the politician ? 
After hours of fatigue in his oflice, and hours of exhaustion in the 
House, he gains his pillow; and a brief, feverish night, disturbed 
by the triumph of a cheer and the horrors of a rq»ly. Where is 
the sweet sleep of the poet? We all know bow harassing are 
the common dreams which are made up of incoherent images of 
our daily life, in wliich the actors are individuals that we know, 
and whose conduct generally appears to be regulated by principles 
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which we can comprehend. How much more enervating and 
destroying must be the slumber of that man who dreams cf an 
imaginary world! waking, with a heated and excited spirit, to 
mourn over some impressive incident of the night, which is never- 
tlicless forgotten, or to collect some inexplicable plot which has 
been revealed in sleep, and has fled from the memory as the eyelids 
liave opened. Where is the sweet sleep of the artist? — of the 
lawyer ? Where, indeed, of any human behig to whom to-morrow 
brings its necessary duties? Sleep is the enemy of Care, and 
Care is the constant companion of regular labour, mental or 
bodily. 

But your traveller, your adventurous traveller — careless of the 
future, reckless of the past — with a mind interested by the world, 
from the immense and various clniracter which that world presents 
to him, and not by his ow^n stake in any petty or particular contin- 
gency ; wearied by delightful fatigue, daily occasioned by varying 
means, and from varying* causes ; with the consciousness that no 
prudence can regulate the fortmics of the morrow, and with no 
curiosity to discover what those fortunes may be, from a conviction 
that it is utterly impossible to ascertain them; perfectly easy 
whether he lie in a mountain-hut or a royal palace ; and reckless 
4ilikc of the terrors and chances of storm and bandits ; seeing that 
he has as fair a chance of meeting both withsecurity and enjoyment; 
this is the fellow who, tlirowing himself U 2 X>n a down couch or his 
mule s pack-saddlc, with equal eagerness and equal sang-froid, 
sinks into a repose, in which he is never reminded by the remem- 
brance of an appointment or an engjigement for the next day, a 
duel, a marriage, or a dinner, the ^hree perils of man, that ho haa 
the misfortune of being mortal ; ^ wakes not to combat care, but 
only to feel that lie is fresher afid more vigorous than he was the 
niglit before ; and tliiit come what come may, he is, at any rate, 
sure this day of seeing diferent hvees, and of improvising liis unpre- 
meditated part ujK)n a different scene. 

We have now both philosophically accounted and politely apolo- 
gised for the loud and unfaidiionable snore which sounded in the 
blue chamber about live minutes after Vivian Grey had entered 
that most comfortable apartment. In about twdve hours’ time he 
was scolding Essper George for having presumed to wake liixa so 
early, quite unconscious that he had enjoyed anything more than a 
twenty minutes’ doze. 

“ 1 should not have come iu, only they ore all out. They 
were off by six o’clock this morning, sir ; most part at least. The 
Friuce lias gone ; 1 do not know wlietker he went with them, hut 
Master Bodolph has given me — I breakfasted withMaster Bodolplu 
Holy Virginl what quarters we have got into 
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« To the point ; what of the Prince ?” 

His Highness has left the castle, and desired Master Rodolph— 
if your Grace had only seen Master Rodolph tipsy last night : he 
rolled about like a turbot in a tornado/' 

What of the Prince ? " 

The Prince desired this letter to be given to you, sir/' 

Vivian read the note, which supposed tliat, of course, he would 
not wish to join the chase this morning, and regretted that the 
writer was obliged to ride out for a few hours to visit a neighbour- 
ing nobleman, but requested the pleasure of his guest’s company at 
a private dinner in the Cabinet, on his return. 

After breakfast Vivian called on Mr. Sievers. He found that 
gentleman busied in his library. 

“You never hunt, I suppose, Mr. Sievers?” 

" Never. His Highness, I apprehend, is out this morning ; the 
beautiful weather continues ; surely we never had such a season. 
Aft for myself, I almost have given up my in-door pursuits. The 
8un is not the light of study. Let us take our caps, and have a 
«troll.” 

The gentlemen accordingly left the library, and proceeding 
through a different gate to that by which Vivian had entered the 
castle, they came upon a part of the forest in wliich tlie timber 
and brushwood had been in a great measure cleared away ; large 
clumps of trees being left standing on an artificial lawn, and newly- 
made roads winding about in pleasing irreguhirity until they were 
all finally lost in the encircling woods. 

" I think you told me,” said Mr. Sievers, “ that you had been 
long in Germany. What coysge do you think of taking from 
here ? ” 

“ Straight to Vienna.” 

‘*Ah! a delightful place. If, as I suppose to be the case, you 
are fond of dissipation and luxury, Vienna is to be preferred to any 
city with which I am acquainted. And intellectual companions are 
not wanting there, as some have said. There are one or two 
houscft in which the literary soirees will yield to few in Europe ; and 
I prefer them to most, because there is less pretension and more 
ease. The Archduke John is a man of considerable talents, and 
of more considerable acquirements. An excellent geologist ! Are 
you fond of geology ? ” 

« I am not in the least acquainted with the science.” 

‘‘ Naturally so — at your age, if, in fact, we study at all, we are 
fond of fancying ourselves moral philosophers, and our study is 
mankind. Trust me, my dear sir, it is a branch of research soon 
exhausted ; and in a few years you will be very glad, for want of 
something else to do, to meditate upon stones. See now,” said 
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Mr. Sievers, picking up a stone, ** to what associations does this 
little piece of quartz give rise ! I am already an antediluvian, and 
instead of a stag bounding by that wood, I witness the moving 
mass of a mammoth. 1 live in other worlds, which, at the same 
time, I have the advantage of comparing with the present. Geo- 
logy is indeed a magnificent study ! What excites more the imagi- 
nation ? What exercises more the reason ? Can you conceive any- 
thing sublimer than the gigantic shadows and the grim wreck of 
an antediluvian world ? Can you devise any plan which will more 
brace our powers, and devclope our mental energies, than the for- 
mation of a perfect chain of inductive reasoning to account for 
these phenomena ? What is the boasted communion which the vain 
poet holds with nature, compared witli the conversation which the 
geologist perpetually carries on with the elemental world ? Gazing 
on the strata of the earth, he reads the fate of his species. In the 
undulations of the mountains is revealed to him the history of the 
past ; and in the strength of rivers, and the powers of the air, he 
discovers the fortunes of the future. To him, indeed, that future, 
as well as the past and the present, arc alike matter for meditation : 
for the geologist is the most satisfactory of antiquarians, the most 
interesting of philosophers, and the most inspired of prophets ; de- 
monstrating that which has pjist by discovery, that which is occur- 
ring by observation, and that which is to come by induction. When 
you go to Vienna I will give you a letter to Frederic Schlegcl ; we 
were fellow-students, and are friends, though for various reasons 
^YQ do not at present meet ; nevertheless a letter from me will com- 
mand respect. I would recommend you, however, before you go 
on to Vienna, to visit Reisenburg.” 

“ Indeed ! from the Prince's accilRnt I should have thought that . 
there was little to interest me there.” 

“ llis Highness is not an impartial judge. You arc probably ac- 
quainted with the disagreeable manner in which he is connected 
with that Court. Far from his opinion being correct, I should say 
there arc few places in Germany more worthy of a visit than the 
little Court near us ; .and above all things my advice is that you 
should not pass it over.” 

“ I am inclined to follow it. You arc right in supposing that I 
am not ignorant that his Highness has the misfortune of being a 
mediatised Prince ; but what is tlie exact story about him ? 1 have 
heard some odd rumours, some ” 

“ It is a curious story, but I am afraid you will find it rather 
long. Nevertheles.s, if you really visit Rcisenburg, it may be of 
use to you to know something of the singular characters you 
will meet there. In the first place, you say you know that Little 
Lilliput is a mediatised Prince ; and, of course, are precisely aware 
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what thftt title menn«. About fifty j'cavs n^o, the rival of tlic 
inustrious family, in whose chief castle we are both of us now re- 
riding:, was the Marg^rave of Reisenburg, another petty Prince, with 
territories not so extensive as those of our friend, and with*a 
|}opulation more limited: perhaps fifty thousand souls, half of 
whom were drunken cousins. The old Margrave of Reiseuburg:, 
who then reigned, was a perfect specimen of the old-fashioned 
German Prince ; he did nothing but hunt, and drink, and think of 
the quarterings of his immaculate shield, all duly acquired from 
Home Vandal ancestor as barbarous as himself. His little Mar- 
^Taviate was misgoverned enough for a great empire. Half of 
liis nation, who were his real people, were always starving, and 
were unable to find crown pieces to maintain the extravagant ex- 
penditure of the other moiety, the cousins ; who, out of gratitude 
to their fellow-subjects for their generous support, liarassed them 
with every species of excess. Complaints were of course made to 
the Margmve, and loud cries for justice resounded at the palace 
gates. This Prince was an impartial chief magistrate ; he prided 
himself upon liis * invariable’ principles of justice, and lie allowed 
iiothing to influence his decisions. Ilis plan for arranging all 
differences had the merit of being brief ; and if brevity be the 
soul of wit, it certainly was most unreasonable in his subjects to 
consider his judgments no joke. He always counted the qiiarler- 
5i7gs in the shields of the respective parties, mid decided accord- 
ingly. Imagine the speedy redress gained by a muddy- veined 
peasant against one of the cousins; who, of course, had as many 
<{iiartcrings as the hlargrave himself. The defendant was regu- 
larly acquitted. At length, t^nan’s house having been burnt 
down out of mere joke in th^niglit, the owner had the teme- 
rity in llie morning to accuse one of the privileged, and to pro- 
ilitce, at tlie same time, a shield with exactly one more quartering 
than the reigning shield itself contained. The Margrave was 
astounded, the people in raptures, and the cousins in despair. The 
complainant’s shield was examined and counted, and not a flaw 
discovereil. What a dilemma! The chief magistrate consulted 
with the numerous branches of his family, and the next morning 
the complainant’s head vras struck off for high treason, for daring 
to have one more quartering flian his monarcli! 

^ In tills way they pas.sed their time about fifty years since in 
Reisenburg : occasionally, for the sake of variety, declaring war 
against the inhabitants of Little Lilliput, who, to say the truth, in 
their habits and pursuits did not materially differ from their neigh- 
bouTs. The Margrave had one son, the present Grand-Duke. A 
due reverence of the great family shield, and a full acquaintance 
with the invariable principles of justice, were esirly instilled into 
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bim; and the royal stripling made such rapid progress under 
the tuition of his amiable parent, that he soon became highly 
popTjlar with all his relations. At length his popularity became 
troublesome to his father ; and so the old Margrave sent for his son 
one morning, and informed him that he had dreamed the preceding 
night that the air of Reisenburg was peculiarly unwholesome for 
young persons, and therefore he begged him to get out of his do- 
minions as soon as possible. The young Prince had no objection 
to sec something of the world. He Hew to a relative whom he had 
never before visited. This nobleman was one of those individuals 
Vvho anticipate their age, which, by-thc*bye, Mr. Grey, none but 
noblemen should do ; for he who anticipates his century is gene- 
rally persecuted when living, and is always pilfered when dead. 
Ilowbeit, this relation was a philosopher; all about him thought 
him mad ; ho, in return, thought all about him fools. He sent the 
IVince to an University, and gave him for a tutor a young man 
about ten years older than his pupil. This person's name was 
Deckendorff. — You will hear more of him. 

“About three years after the sudden departure of the young 
Prince, the old Margrave his father, and the then reigning Prince 
of Little Lilliput, shot each other through the head in a drunken 
brawl, after a dinner given in honour of a proclamation of peace 
between the two countries. The cousins were not much grieved, 
as they anticipated a lit successor in their former favourite. Splen- 
did preparations were made for the reception of the inlieritor of 
the family shield, and all Reisenburg was poured out to witness the 
triumphant entrance of their future monarch? At last two horsemen 
in plain dresses, and on indifFerciit steeds, rode up to the palace 
gates, dismounted, and without making any inquiry, ordered the 
attendance of some of the chief nobility in the presence chamber. 
One of t])em, a young man, without any preparatory ex])lanation, 
introduced the Reisenburg ebieftaius to his companion as his Prime 
Minister ; and commanded them immediately to deliver up their 
porte-feuillcs and golden keys to Mr. Beckendorff. The nobles 
were in dismay, and so astounded that they made no resistance ; 
though the next morning they started in their beds, when they 
remembered that they had delivered their insignia of office to a 
man without a ton before his name. They were soon, however, 
roused from their sorrow and their stupor, by receiving a peremp- 
tory order to quit the palace ; and as they retired from the walls 
which they had long considered as their own, they had the mor- 
tification of meeting crowd.s of the common people, their slaves 
and their victims, hurrying with joyful countenances and triiimpliant 
looks to the palace of their Prince ; in consequence of an ener- 
getic proclamation for the redress of grievances, and an earnest 



VIVIAN GREY. 


S88 

promise to decide cases in future without examining the quarter- 
ings of the parties. In a week's time, the cousins were all adrift. 
At length they conspired, but the conspiracy was tardy — ^they 
found their former servants armed, and they joined in an unequal 
struggle ; for their opponents were alike animated with hopes of 
the future and with revenge for the past. The cousins got well 
beat, and this was not the worst; for Beckendorff took advan- 
tage of this unsuccessful treason, which he had himself fomented, 
and forfeited all their estates ; destroying in one hour the system 
which had palsied, for so many years, the energies of his master's 
subjects. In time, mfiny of the chief nobility were restored to 
their honours and estates ; but the power with which they were 
again invested was greatly modified, and the privileges of the 
Commons greatly increased. At this moment the French llcvolu- 
tioii broke out — ^the French crossed the Rhine and carried all before 
them ; and the Prince of Little Lilliput, among other true Ger- 
mans, made a bold but fruitless resistance. The Margrave of 
Rcisenburg, on the contrary, received the enemy with open arms 
— he raised a larger body of troops than his due contingent, and 
exerted himself in every manner to second the views of the Great 
Nation. In return for his services, he was presented with the 
conquered principality of Little Lilliput, and some other adjoining 
lands ; and the Margraviate of lleisenburg, with an increased 
territory and population, and governed with consummate wisdom, 
began to be considered the most flourishing of tlic petty states in 
the quarter of the empire to which it belonged. On the con- 
trary, our princely adll patriotic friend, mortified by the degene- 
rate condition of his country and the prosperity of his rival house, 
quitted Little Lilliput, and became one of those emigrant princes 
who abounded during the first years of the Revolution in the 
northern courts of Europe. Napoleon soon appeared upon the 
stage ; and vanquished Austria, with the French dictating at the 
gates of her capital, was no longer in a condition to support the 
dignity of the Empire. The policy of the Margrave of Reisen- 
burg was- as little patriotic, and quite as consistent, as before. 
Beckendorff became the constant and favoured counsellor of the 
French Emperor. It was chiefly by his exertions that the celebrated 
Confederation of the Rhine was carried into effect. The institu- 
tion of this body excited among many Germans, at the time, loud 
expressions of indignation; but I believe few impartial and 
judicious men now look upon that league as any other than one 
in tlie formation of which consummate statesmanship was cxliibited. 
In fact, it prevented the subjugation of Germany to France, and 
by flattering the pride of Napoleon, saved the decomposition of 
our Empire. But how this might be, it is not at present ueces- 
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sary for us to inquire. Certain it was, tliat the pupil of Becken- 
dorff was amply repaid for the advice and exertions of his master 
and his Minister ; and when Napoleon fell, the brows of the 
former Margrave were encircled with a Grand Ducal crown; and 
his Duchy, while it contained upwards of a million and a half of 
inhabitants, numbered in its limits some of the most celebrated 
cities in Germany, and many of Germany’s moat flourishing 
provinces. But Napoleon fell. The Prince of Little Lilliput and 
his companions in. patriotism and misfortune returned from their 
exile, panting with hope and vengeance. A Congress was held to 
settle the alfairs of agitated Germany. Where was the Grand- 
Duke of Reisenburg? Ilis hard-earned crown tottered on Ins 
head. Where was his crafty Minister, the supporter of revolu- 
tionary France, the friend of its Imperial enslaver, the constant 
enemy of the House of Austria } At the very Congress which, 
according to the expectations of the exiled Princes, was to restore 
them to their own dominions, and to reward their patriotic loyalty 
with the territories of their revolutionary brethren ; yes ! at this 
very Congress was Beckendorfl*; not as a suppliant, not as a 
victim, but seated at the right liand of Mctternich, and watching, 
with parental alFection, the first interesting and infantile move- 
ments of that most prosperous of political bantlings, the Holy 
Alliance. You may well imagine that the military Grand-Duke 
had a much better chance in politicfil negotiation than tlic emigrant 
Prince. In addition to this, the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg had 
married, during tlicj war, a Princess of a powerful House ; and 
the allied Sovereigns were eager to gain the future aid and 
constant co-operation of a mind like Beckendorfl’ s. Tlie Prince of 
Little Lilliput, the patriot, was rewarded for liis conduct by being 
restored to his forfeited possessions ; and the next day he became 
the subject of his former enemy, the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg, 
the traitor. Wliat think you of Monsieur Bcckendorff ?” 

One of the most interesting characters I have long heard of. 
But his pupil appears to be a man of mind.'^ 

“ You shall hear. I should, however, first mentipii, that wdiilc 
Beckendorfl’ lias not scrupled to resort to any measures, or adopt 
any opinions in order to further the interests of his monarch and 
his country, he has in every manner sliow'n that personal aggran- 
disement has never been his object. He live.s in perfect retire- 
ment, .scarcely with an attendant, and his moderate official stipend 
amply supports his more moderate expenditure. The subjects of 
the Grand-Duke may w'cll be grateful that tliey have a Minister 
without relations and without favourites. The Grand-Duke is, 
unquestionably, a man of talents ; but at the same time, perhaps, 
one of the most weak-minded men that ever breathed. He was 
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fortunate in meeting with Beckendorflf early in life ; and as the 
influence of the Minister has not for a moment ceased over the 
mind of the Monarch, to the world the Grand-Duke of Reisen* 
burg has always appeared to be an individual of a strong mind 
and consistent conduct. But when you have lived as much and 
as intimately in his Court as I have done, you nvill find how easily 
the world may be deceived. Since the close connection which now 
exists between Reisenburg and Austria took place, Bockendorff 
has, ill a great degree, revived the ancient privileges of blood and 
birth. A Minister who has sprung from the people will always 
conciliate the aristocracy. Having no family influence of his 
own, he endeavours to gain the influence of others ; and it often 
happens that merit is never less considered, than when merit has 
made the Minister. A curious instance of this occurs in a neigh- 
bouring State. There the Premier, decidedly a man of great 
talents, is of as humble an origin as Bcckcndorff. With no family 
to uphold him, he supports himself by a lavish division of all the 
places and patronage of the state among the nobles. If the 
younger son or brother of a peer dare to sully his oratorical virginity 
by a chance observation in the Lower Chamber, the Minister, 
himself a real orator, immediately rises to congratulate, in ponjpous 
phrase, the House and the country on the sjdcndid display which 
has made this night memorable ; and on the decided advantages 
which must accrue both tb their own resolutions and the national 
interests, from the future participation of his noble friend in their 
deliberations. All about him are youug iioldos, quite unfit for 
the discharge of their respective duties. His private secretary 
is unable to coin a sentence, almost to direct a letter, but he is 
noble! — Tljc secondary officials cannot bo trusted even in the 
least critical conjunctures, but they are noble ! — And the Prime 
l^liiiister of a powerful empire is forced to rise early and be up 
lale; not to meditate on the present fortunes or future destinies 
of his country, but by his personal exertions to compensate for 
the inefficioncTand exj)iatc the blunders of bis underlings, whom 
his luifortuiiate want of blood has forced him to ovorwlielm with 
praises which they do not deserve, and duties wliirli llioy cannot 
discharge. I do not wish you to infer that the policy of Bockon- 
dorlf has boon actuated by the feeiiiigs which inflneiice the Mi- 
nister whom I have noticed, from whose conduct in this very respect 
hi:i own materially differs. On the contrary, his connection with 
Austria is in all probability the primary great cause. However 
this may be, certain it. is, that c.ll offices about the Court and con- 
ned ed with the army (and I need not remind you, that at a small 
German Court these situations are often the most important in 
the State) can only be filled by the nobility; nor can any person 
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who has the misfortune of not inheriting^ the magical monosyllable 
von before liis name, the shibboleth of nobility, and the symbol of 
territorial pride, violate by their unhallowed presence the sanctity 
of Court dinners, or the as sacred ceremonies of a noble fete. But 
while a monopoly of those offices which for their due performance 
require only a showy exterior or a schooled address, is granted to 
the nobles, all those State charges which require the exercise of 
intellect are now chiefly filled ty the bourgeoisie. At the same 
time, however, that both our Secretaries of State, many of our 
privy Councillors, war Councillors, forest Councillors, and finance 
Councillors, arc to be reckoned among the second class, still not 
one of these exalted individuals, wdio from their situations arc ne- 
cessarily in constant personal communication with the Sovereign, 
ever see that Sovereign except in his Cabinet and his Council- 
chamber. IJcckcndorff himself, the Premier, is the son of a pca- 
s.int; and of course not noble. Nobility, which has been profiored 
him, not only by his own monarch, hut by most of the sovereigns 
of Europe, he has invariably refused ; and consequently never ap- 
]jcars at Court. The truth is, that, from disposition, he is little 
iiicliiiecl to mix with men ; and he lias taken advaAige of his w%ant 
of an escutcheon completely to exempt himself from all those 
duties of etiquette which his exalted situation would otherwise 
Iiave imposed upon Iiim. None can complain of the haughtiness of 
the nobles, when, ostensibly, the Minister himself is not exempted 
from their exclusive regulations. If you, go to Rcisenburg, you 
will not therefore sec Bcckendorff, who lives, as I liave mentioned, 
in solitude, about thirty miles from the capital; communicating 
only witii his Iloyal master, the foreign Ministers, and one or two 
ollicial characters of his own country. I was myself an inmate of 
the Court for upwards of two years. During that time I never 
.‘aw the Minister ; and, with the oxccplioii of some members of 
the royal family, and tlie cliaracter.H 1 have mentioned, I never 
know one person who had even caught a glimpse of the individual 
who may indeed bo said to be rcgululing their destinies. 

It is at the Court, then,” contimicd Mr. Sievers, “ when he is 
no longer under the control of Bcckendorff, and in tho.se minor 
points which are not subjected to the management or influenced 
by the mind of the I^Iiiii.ster, that the true character of the Orand- 
Duke i.s to be detected. Indeed it may really be said, tliat the 
weakness of Iii.s mind has been the origin of his fortune. In his 
early youth, hi.s pliant temper adapted itself without a struggle to 
the barbiU’ous customs and the brutal conduct of his father’s 
Court : that same pliancy of temper prevented him opposing with 
bigoted obstinacy the exertions of Ids relation to educate aud 
civilise him ; that same pliancy of temper allowed him to become 
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the ready and the enthusiastic disciple of Beckendorff. Had the 
pupil, when he ascended the throne, left his master behind him, it 
is very probable that his natural feelings would liave led him to 
oppose the French ; and at this moment, instead of being the first 
of the second-rate powers of Germany, the Grand-lJuke of Rei- 
senburg might himself have been a mediatised Prince. As it was, 
the same pliancy of temper which I have noticed, enabled lum to 
receive Napoleon, when an I5mperor, with outstretched arms ; and 
at this moment does not prevent liini from receiving, with equal 
rapture, the Imperial Arch-Duchess, wlio will soon he on her road 
from Vienna to espouse his son — for, to crown his career, Beckeii- 
dorff has successfully negotiated a marriage between a dauglitcr of 
the House of Austria and the Crown Prince* of Ptciscnburg. It is 
generally believed that the next step of the Diet will bo to trans- 
mute the fatlicr’s Grand-Ducal coronet into a Regal crown ; and per- 
haps, my good sir, before you rcachVienna, you may have the supreme 
lionour of being presented to his Majesty the King of Rcisenbnrg.” 

“ But when you talk only of the pupil's pliancy of temper, am 
I to suppose, that in mentioning liis talents you were speaking 
ironically ?” 

“By no means! The Graiid-Dukc is a scholar; a man of 
relined taste, a jjatron of the fine arts, a lover of literature, a 
promoter of science, and wliat tlic world w'oiild call a.}>hilo.soplier. 
Ills judgment is sound, and generally correct — las powers of dis- 
crimination acute — and his knowledge of mankind greater than 
that of most sovereigns? but wdth all these advantages, he is cursed 
with such a wavering and indecisive temper, that when, wliicli is 
usually the case, he has come to a riglit conclusion, Ijc can 
never prevail upon himself to carry his theory into practice; 
and with all liis acuteness, liis discernment, and his knowledge of 
the world, his mind is alw’ays ready to receive any iinjirossioii 
from the person who last addresses him, thougli he himself be 
fully aware of the inferiority of liis adviser's intellect to liis 
own, or the imperfection of that adviser’s knowdedge. Never 
for a nionumt out of the sight of Beckendorfl’, the royal pupil has 
made an admirable political puppet, since his talents Iiave Jilways 
enabled him to understand llie part wdiich the Minister had forced 
liiin to perform. Thus the w'orld has given the fir:ind-Duke 
credit, not only for the possession of great talents, but almost for 
as much llrraucss of mind and decision of cliaracter as his?>Iiiiislcr. 
But since his long-agitated career has become calm and tranquil, 

, lleretUlQty Prince is the correct style of the eldest son of a German 
Grand- Duke. 1 have not used a title which would not be understood by 
the English reader. Crown Prince is also a German title ; but, in slricl- 
ttets, only assumed by the son of a King. 
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and Beckendorff. like a guardian spirit, has ceased to be ever at 
his elbow, the character of the Graiid-Dukc of Reisenburg begins 
to be understood. His Court has been, and still is, frequented by 
all the men of genius in Germany, who are admitted without 
scruple, even if they be not noble. But the astonishing thing is, 
that the Grand-Duke is always surrounded by evqfy species of 
political and philosophical quack that you can imagine. Dis- 
cussions on a free press, on the reformation of the criminal code, 
on the abolition of commercial duties, and such like interminable 
to[)ics, arc perpetually resounding within the palace of this arbi- 
trary Prince; and the people, fired by the representations of the 
literary and political journals with which Reisenburg abounds, and 
whose bold speculations on all subjects elude the vigilance t)f the 
censor, by being skilfully amalgamated with a lavish jjraisc of the 
royal character, are perpetually flattered with the speedy hope of 
becoming freemen. Suddenly, when all arc expecting the grant 
<»f a charter or the institution of Chambers, Mr. Beckendorff rides 
up from his retreat to the Residence, and the next day the whole 
crowd of philosophers are swept from the royal presence, and the 
censorship of the press becomes so severe, that foi^a moment you 
would fancy that Reisenburg, instead of being, as it boasts itself, 
the modern Athens, had more right to the title of the modern 
Boiotia, The people, who enjoy an impartial administration of 
ocjual laws, wlio have flourished, and are flourishing, under the 
wise find moderate rule of their new monarch, have in fict no 
incliiiJition to exert themselves for the attainment of constitutional 
liberty, in any other way than by tlieir voices. Tlieir biirbaroiis 
apathy jistounds the philoaophes ; w'ho, in despair, when the people 
tell lliein that they are happy and contented, artfully remind them 
that their happiness depends on the will of a single man ; and that, 
thougli the present character of tlic monarch may guarantee 
present felicity, still th(‘y should think of their children, and not 
less exert themselves for the insurance of future. These repre- 
sentations, as constantly reiterated as the present system will allow, 
have at length jirodiiced an effect; and political causes of a 
l)ceuiiar nature, combining their influence with these philosophical 
exertions, liave of bite frequently friglitened the Grand-Duke, 
who, ill despair, would perhaps grant a Constitution, if Beckeii- 
dorfl* would allow him. But the Minister is conscious tliat the 
people would not be happier, and do not require one : he 

looks with a jealous and an evil eye on the charlatanism of all 
kinds wdiich is now so prevalent at Court: he knows, from the 
characters of many of these philosophers and patriots, that their 
private intere.st is generally the secret spring of their public 
virtue; that if the Grand-Duke, moved by their entreaties or 
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seduced by their flattery, were to yield a little, he would soon be 
obli.^ed to graut all, to their demands and their threats; and 
finally, Beckendorft* has, of late years, so completely interwoven 
the policy of Reisenburg with that of Austria, that he feels that 
the rock on which he has determined to found the greatness of his 
country must be quitted for ever, if he yield one jot to the caprice 
or the weakifess of his monarch.'^ 

But BeckendorfF,” said Vivian ; “ why can he not crush in the 
bud the noxious plant which he so much dreads ? Why does the 
press speak in the least to the people ? Why is tlie Grand-Duke 
surrounded by any others except pompous Grand Marshals, and 
empty-headed Lord Chamberlains? I am surprised at this in- 
difler«ce, this want of energy ! 

“ My dear sir, there are reasons for all things. Rost assured 
that Bcckendorff is not a man to act incautiously or weakly. The 
Grand-Duchess, the mother of the Crown Prince, has been long 
dead. Beckendorft’, who, as a man, has the greatest contempt for 
women— as a statesman, looks to them as the most precious of 
political instruments — it was his wish to have maiTied the Grand- 
Duke to the young Princess, who is now destined for his son ; but, 
for once in his life, ho failed in influencing his pupil. The truth 
was, and it is to tliis cause that we must trace tlie ])resent dis- 
organised state of the Court, and indeed of the Duchy, that the 
Grand-Duke liad secretly married a lady to whom bo had long 
been attached. This lady was a Countess, and his subject; and, 
as it was impossible by the laws of the kingdom that any one but 
a member of a reigning family could be allowed to share the 
tlirone, his Royal Highness had recourse to a plan which is not 
uncommon in this country, and espoused the lady with his left 
hand. The ceremony, which wc call here a morgunailc marriage, 
you have, probably, heard of before. The favoured female is, to 
all intents and purposes, tlic wife of the monarch, and shares 
everything except his throne. She presides at Court, ]>ut neither 
she nor her childi’eii assume the style of majesty, although, in 
some instances, the latter have been created princes, and acknow- 
ledged as heirs apparent, wlien there has been a default in the 
lineal royal issue. The lady of whom we are speaking, aecarding 
to the usual custom, has assumed a name derivative from that of 
her royal husband ; and, as the Grand-Duke’s name is Charles, 
she is styled Madame Carolina.” 

“ And what kind of lady is Madame Carolina?” asked Vivian. 

Philosophical ! piquant! Parisian! — a genius, according to 
her friends; w'ho, as in fact she is a Queen, are of course the 
whole world. Though a German by family, she is a Frenchwoman 
by bii'th. Educated in the spiritual saloons of the Fi’ench metro- 
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mau, and of the ‘ science' of conversation, on both which subjects 
you will not be long at Court ere you hear her descant ; demon- 
strating* by the brilliancy of her ideas the possibility of the one, 
and by the fluency of her language her acquaintance with the 
other. She is much younger than her husband, and, though not 
exactly a model for Phidias, a most fascinating woman. Variety 
is the talisman by which she commands all hearts, and gained her 
monarch's. She is only consistent in being delightful ; but, though 
changeable, she is not capricious. Each day displays a new accom- 
plishment, as regularly as it does a new costume ; but as the ac- 
quirement seems only valued by its possessor as it may delight 
others, so the dress seems worn, not so much to gratify her own 
vanity, as to please her friends' tastes. Genius is her idol ; and 
with her, genius is found in everything. She speaks in equal 
raptures of an opera dancer, and an epic i)oet. Her ambition is to 
converse on all subjects; and by a judicious management of a 
great mass of miscellaneous reading, and by indefatigable exer- 
tions to render herself mistress of the i)roniinent points of the 
topics of the day, she a])])ears to converse oil all subjects with 
ability, fehc takes the liveliest interest in the progress of mind, 
in all quarters of the globe; and imagines that she should, at the 
same time, immortalise herself and heiiefii her species, could she 
only establish a (iiiarterly Review in Asliiinicc, and a scientific 
Gazette at Tinibuctoo. Notwithstanding her sudden elevation, no 
one has ever accused her of arrogance, or pride, or ostentation. 
Her liberal principles; and her enlightened views, are acknow- 
ledged by all. She advocates equality in her circle of privileged 
nobles; and is enthusiastic on the rights of man, in a country 
where justice is a favour. Her boast is to be suiTOunded by men 
of genius, and her delight to correspond with the most celebrated 
persons of all countries. Slie is herself a literary character of no 
mean celebrity. Few months have elapsed since enraptured Roisen- 
biirg liailed, from her glowing pen, two neat octavos, bearing the 
title of ‘ Memoirs of the Court of Charlemagne,' which give an 
interesting and accurate picture of the age, and delight the modern 
public with vivid descrij)tions of the cookery, costume, and conver- 
sation of the eighth century. You smile, my friend, at Madame 
Carolina's production. Do not you «*igrce with me, that it re- 
quires no mean talent to convey a picture of the bustle of a Icvue 
during the middle ages? Conceive Sir Oliver looking in at his 
club ! and fancy the small tallflif Roland during a morning visit ! 
Yet even the fame of this work is to be eclipsed by Matlame's 
forthcoming quarto of < ITaroun al Raschid and his Times.' This, 
it is whispered, is to be a chef-d'oeuvre, enriched by a chronological 
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arrangement, by a celebrated oriental scholar, of all the anecdotes 
in the Arabian Nights relating to the Caliph. It is, of course, the 
sun of Madame’s patronage that has hatched into noxious life the 
swarm of sciolists who now infest the Court, and who are sapping 
the husband’s political power, while they arc establishing the wife’s 
literary reputation. So much for Madame Carolina ! I need hardly 
add, that during your short stay at Court you will be delighted 
with her. If ever you know her as well as I do, you will find 
her vain, superficial, heartless : her sentiment — it system : her 
enthusiasm — exaggeration ; and her genius — merely a clever 
adoption of the profundity of others.’' 

“ And BeckeiidorlF and the lady are not friendly ? ” asked Vivian, 
who was delighted with his communicative companion. 

“ Beckendorfi’’.s is a mind that such a woman cannot compre- 
hend. lie treats her with contempt, and, if possible, views her 
with hatred ; for he considers that she has degraded the character 
of his pupil : wliile she, on the contrary, wonders by what magic 
spell he exercises such infliicMicc over the conduct of her husband. 
At first, Bcckendoi lf treated her and her circle of illiiminati with 
contemptuous silence ; hut, in politics, nothing is contemptible. 
The Minister, knowing that tlie people were prosperous and happy, 
cared litth^ for pr(»j(‘eted constitutions, and less for metaphysical 
abstractions; ])at sonic circuinstuTiccs liave lately occurred, which, 
I imagine, have convinced him tliat fur once he iias miscalculated. 
After the arrangMunent of the German States, when the Princes 
were first mediatised, an attempt was made, by means of a 
threatening Icngno, to obtain for these political victims a very 
ample sliarc (jf the power and patronage of the new State of 
Ileisenbiirg. Tin's jilaii failed, from the lukewarmness and in- 
decision of our good friend of Little Lilliput; who, between 
ourselves, was prevented from joining the alliance by tlie in- 
trigut‘s of BeckeiidorfT. Bcckcadorff secretly took measures that 
tlie Prince sliouhl bo promised, that in case of his keejiing back- 
ward lie should *)btain more than would fall to his lot by leading 
the van. The Prince of Little Lilliput and his peculiar friends 
accordingly wore quiet, and the attempt of the other cliieftains 
failed. It was tlien tliat his Highness found he had been duped. 
Beckendorff would not acknowledge the authority, and, of course, 
did not redeem the pledge, of his agent. The effect that this affair 
produced upon the Prince’s mind can conceive. Since then, 
lie has never frequented Reiscnbiu^, but constantly resided either 
at his former Capital, now a provimal town of the Grand Ducliy, 
or at this castle ; viewed, you may suppose, with no very cordial 
feeling by liis companions in misfortune. But the thirst of revenge 
will inscribe the bitterest enemies in the same muster-roll, and the 
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Princes, incited by the bold carriage of Madame Cardinal’s philo- 
sophical proteges, and induced to believe that Beckendorff’s power 
is on the wane, have again made overtures to our friend, without 
whose powerful assistance they feel that they have but little cliance 
of success. Observe how much more men’s conduct is influenced 
by circumstances than principles! When these persons leagued 
together before, it was with the avowed intention of obtaining a 
share of the power and patronage of the State : tlic great body 
of the people, of course, did not sympathise in that, which, after 
all, to them was a party quarrel ; and by the joint exertions of 
open force and secret intrigue the Court triumphed. But now, 
these same individuals come forward, not as indignant Princes de- 
manding a share of the envied tyranny, but as ardent patriots ad- 
vocating a peoi)lc*s rights. The public, though I believe that in 
fact they will make no bodily exertion to acquire a constitutional 
freedom, the absence of wliicli they can only abstractedly feel, 
have no ohjectiou to attain that which they are assured will not 
injure their situation, j)roYided it be by the risk and exertions of 
others. »So tar, therefore, as clamour can suj)port the Princes, 
they have the ])Ooplc on their side ; and as upwards of three hun- 
dred thousand of the Gniiid-Bucal subjects are still living on their 
estates, and still consider tlicinselvos as their serfs, they trust that 
some excesses from tin's great body may incite the rest of the 
people to similar outrages. The natunal disposition of mankind 
to imitation, purtictilarly when the act to be imitated is Popular, 
deserves attention. The Court is divided; for tlic exertions of 
Madame, and the bewilcliiiig influence of Pasliion, liavc turiUHl the 
heads even of groy-hcards : and to give you only one instance, his 
Exeelloney the (iraml Marshal, protege of the House of Austria, 
and a favourite <»f Metteriiich, the very person to whose interests, 
and as a reward for whose services, our princely friend was sacri- 
ficed by the Tdiiiister,has now himself become a pupil in the school 
of nK)dorn philosopliy, and drivels out, with equal ignorance and 
fervour, eidiglitened notions on tlie most obscure subjects. In the 
midst of all this confusion, the Grand-Duke is timorous, dubious, 
and uncertain. Beekendorff Inas a difficult game to play ; he may 
fall at last. »Sueh, my dear sir, arc the tremendous consequences 
of a weak Prince marrying a blue-stocking!” 

“ And the Crown I’rince, IMr. Sievers, how docs he conduct 
himself at this interesting moment ? or is his mind so completely 
engrossed by the anticipation ^ his Imperial alliance, that he has 
no thought for anytliing but lift approaching bride ? 

“ The Crown Prince, my dear sir, is neither thinking of his 
bride, nor of anything cdse : he is a hunch-backed idiot. Of his 
deformities 1 have myself 4»een a witness; and though it is difficult 
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to give an opinion of the intellect of a being with whom yon have 
never interchanged a syllable, nevertheless his countenance does 
not contradict the common creed* I say the common creed, Mr. 
Grey, for there are moments when the Crown Prince of Keisen- 
buxgis spoken of by his future subjects in a very different manner. 
Whenever any unpopular act is committed, or any unpopular plan 
suggested by the Court or the Grand-Duke, tlieii whispers are im- 
mediately aWt that a future Brutus must be looked for in their 
Prince: then it is generally understood that Iiis idiocy is only 
assumed ; and what woman does not detect, in the glimmerings of 
Im lack-lustre eye, the vivid sparks of suppressed genius! — In a 
short time the cloud blows over the Court ; dissatisfaction disap- 
pears ; and tJic moment that the monarch is again popular, the un- 
fortunate Crown Prince agaiu becomes the uninfluential object of 
pity or derision. All immediately forget tl}at his idiocy is only as- 
sumed; and what woman ever ceases from deploring the unhappy 
lot of the future wife of their impuissant Prince ! — Sucli, my dear 
sir, is the w^ay of mankind ! At the first glance it would appear, that 
in this world, moiuirclis, on the wliole, have it pretty well their own 
way ; but reflection will soon enable us not to envy their situations ; 
and speaking as a father, w'hich unfortunately I am not, should I 
not view with disgust that lot in life w'hich necessarily malcos my 
son — my enemy? The Crown Prince of all countries is only a 
puppet iu the liauds of the people, to be played against liis own 
father,” 


CHAPTER V. 

The Prince returned home at a late hour, and immediately in- 
quired for Vivian. During dinner, which lie hastily dispatched, it 
did not escape our hero’s attention that his Highness was un- 
usually silent and, indeed, agitated. 

“ When we have finished our meal, my good friend,” at length 
said the Prince, “ I very much w*ish to consult with you on a most 
important business.” 8incc the explanation of last night, the 
Prince, in ])rivate conversation, liad dropped his regal jdural. 

“ I am ready at once,” said Vivian. 

“ You will tliiuk it very strange, Mr. Grey, when you become 
acquainted with the nature of my communication ; you w’ill justly 
consider it most strange — most sin^lar — that I should choose for 
a confidante and a coimscllor in an important business, a gentleman 
with whom I have been acquainted so short a time as yourself. 
But, sir, I have well weighed, at least I have endeavoured well to 
weigh, all the circumstances and contiugisneies which such a con- 
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fidence would involve; and the result of my reflection is, that*I 
will look to you as a friend and adviser, feeling assured that both 
from your situation and your disposition, no temptation exists which 
can induce you to betray or to deceive me.” Though the Prince 
said this with an appearance of perfect sincerity, he stopped and 
looked very earnestly in his guest’s face, as if he would read his 
secret thoughts, or were desirous of now giving him an opportunity 
of answering. 

So far as the certainty of your confidence being respected,” an- 
swered Vivian, “ I trust your Higliness may communicate to me 
with the most assured spirit. But while my ignorance of men and 
afiairs in this country will ensure you from any treachery on my 
part, 1 very much fear that it will also preclude me from affording 
you any advantageous advice or assistance.” 

On that head,” replied the Prince, “ I am of course the best 
judge. The friend whom I need is a man not ignorant of the world, 
with a cool head and an impartial mind. Though young, you have 
said and told me enough to prove that you arc not unacquainted 
witli mankind. Of your courage, I have already had a convincing 
proof. In the business in which 1 require your assistance, freedom 
from national prejudices will materially increase tlic value of your 
advice ; and therefore I am far from being unwilling to consult a 
person ignorant, according to your own phrase, of men and aflairs 
in this country. Moreover, your education as an Englishman has 
early led you to exercise your mind on political subjects; and it is 
in a political business that 1 require your aid.” 

“Ami fated always to be the dry nurse of an embryo faction ! ” 
tliouglit Vivian ; and he watched earnestly the countenance of the 
Prince. In a moment he expected to he invited to become a coun- 
sellor of the leagued Princes. Either the lamp was burning dim, 
or the blazing w’ood fire had suddenly died away, or a mist wjis over 
Vivian’s eyes ; but for a moment he almost imagined that he was 
.sitting op])ositc liis old friend, llie Marquess (d’ Carabas. The 
Prince’s i)hriisc had given rise to a thousand agonising associations : 
in an instant Vivian had worked up his mind to a pitch of nervous 
excitement. 

“ Political business ? ” said Vivian, in an agitated voice. “ You 
could not address a more unfortunate person. I have seen, Prince, 
too much of politics, ever to wish to meddle with them again.” 

“ You are too quick, my good friend,” continued his Highness. 

“ I may wish to consult you on political business, and yet have no 
intention of engaging you in politics — which indeed is quite a 
ridiculous idea. But I see that 1 was right in supposing that these 
subjects have engaged your attention.” 

“ 1 have seen, in a short time, a great deal of tlie political world,” 
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answered Vimn, who was almost asliamcd of his previous emotion ; 
"and I thank heaven daily, that I have no chance of again having 
any connection with it.” 

" Well, w ell ! — that as it mny be. Nevertheless, your experience 
is only another inducement to me to request your essistanee. Do 
not fear that I wish to embroil you in politics ; but I hope you w ill 
not refuse, although almost a stranger, to add to the very great 
obligations which I am already under to you, and give me the 
benefit of your opinion.” 

“ Your llighiiess may speak with perfect unreserve, and reckon 
upon n»y delivering my genuine sentiments.” 

" You have not forgotten, I venture to believe,” said the Prince, 
" our short conversation of last night ? ” 

" It was of too interesting a nature easily to escape my memory.” 

" Before 1 can consult you on the subject which at present in- 
terests me, it is necessary that I sliould make you a little acquainted 
w’ith the present state of public aflairs here, and the characters of 
the principal individuals who control them.” 

" So far as an account of the present state of pq)[itical parties, 
the history of the Grand-Duke’s career, and that of his Minister 
Mr. BcckeiidorfF, and tlicir reputed characters, will form part of 
your Highness* narrative, by so much may its length be curtailed, 
and your trouble Itssdiiod ; for I have at different times picked up, 
ill casual conversation, a great deal of information on these topics. 
Indeed, you may address me, in this respect, as you would any 
German gentleman, who, not being himself jicrsonally interested in 
])ublic life, is of course not ac(iuainted with its most secret detiiils.” 

"I did not reckon on this,” said the Prince, in a cheerful 
voice. " This is a erreat advantage, and another reason that I 
should no longer hesitate to develope to you a certain affair which 
now occupies my mind. To be short,” continued the Prince, " it 
is of the letter which 1 so mysteriously received last night, and 
which, as you must have remarked, very much agitated me, — it is 
oil this letter that I wish to consult you. Bearing in mind 
the exact position — the avowed and jmblic position — in wliicli I 
stand, as connected with the Court; and having a due acquaint- 
ance which you state you have, with the character of Mr. Becken- 
durfr, what think you of this letter ?” 

So saying, the Prince leant over the table, and banded to Vivian 
the following epistle. 

" TO ms IJICIIINESS THE PRINCE OF LITTLE LILLIPUT. 

" I am commanded by his Royal Highness to inform your High- 
ness, that his Royal lliglmess has considered the request wiiich was 
signed by your Highness and other noblemen, and presented by 
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you to his Royal Highness ifi a private interview. His Royal 
Highness commands me to state, that that request will receive his 
most attentive consideration. At the same time, his Royal High- 
ness also commands me to observe, tliat iii bringing about the com- 
pletion of a result desired by all parties, it is difficult to carry on 
the necessary communications merely by written documents ; and 
his Royal Highness has therefore commanded me to submit to 
your Highness tlie advisability of taking some steps in order to 
further the possibility of the occurrence of an oral interchange 
of the sentiments of the respective parties. Being aware, from 
the position which your Highness has thought proj)er at present 
to maintain, and from other causes wbicli are of too delicate 
a nature to be noticed in any other way except by allusion, that 
your Higlincss may feel difficulty in personally communicating with 
his Royal lligliness, without consulting tlic wishes and opinions of 
the otlicr rrinces ; a process to which, it must be evident to your 
Highness, his Royal Highness feels it impossible to submit ; and, 
at the same time, desirous of forwarding the progress of those 
views which his Royal Highness and your Highness may conjunc- 
tively consider calculated to advance the well-being of the State, 

I have to submit to your Highness the propriety of considering the 
propositions contained in the enclosed i>aper ; which, if your High- 
ness keep unconnected with this communication, the purport of 
this letter will be confined to your Highness. 

“ ‘ PnOPOSITIONS. 

“ * 1st. That an interview shall take pla'*c between your Highness 
and myself; the object of which shall bo the consideration of mea- 
sures by which, wljcn adopted, the various interests now iii agitiV- 
tion sliall rospc'ctively he regarded. 

‘ 2nd. Th;U this interview shall he secret ; your Highness being 
incognito.’ 

If your Highness he disposed to accede to the first proposition, 

I beg to submit to you, that from the nature of my residence, its 
situation, and otlicr causes, there will he no fear that any susj)ici()n 
of the fiict of Mr. von rhiJq)son acceding to tlie two ])ropo.sitions 
will gain notoriety. This letter will he delivered into your own 
hands. If Mr. von Philipson determine on acceding to these jiro- 
positions, he is most probably aware of the general locality 
ill wliicli my residence is situated; and proper measures will 
be taken that, if Mr. von I’hilipsoii honour me with a visit, lie 
shall not he under the necessity of attracting attention, by in- 
quiring the way to my house. It is wished that tlic fact of the 
second proposition being acceded to, should only he known to Mr. 
von Philipson and myself; hut if to he perfectly unattended be 
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considered as an insuperable objection, I consent to his bein^ ac* 
companied by a single friend. I shall be alone. 

‘‘ Beckendorff.” 

** Well!" said the Prince, as Vivian finished the letter. 

“ The best person,” said Vivian, to decide upon your Highness 
consenting to this interview is yourself.” 

‘‘ That is not the point on which I wish to have the benefit 
of your opinion; for 1 have already consented. I rode over 
this morning to my cousin, the Duke of Micromegas, and dis- 
patched from his residence a trusty messenger to Bcckendorff. 
1 have agreed to meet him — and to-morrow ; but on the express 
terms that I should not be unattended. Now, then,” continued 
the l^rince, with great energy, “ now then will you be my com- 
panion?” 

“ 1 ! ” said Vivian. 

“ Yes ; you, my good friend ! — ^you. I should consider myself as 
safe if I were sleeping in a burning house, as I should be were I 
with Beckeiidorfl* alone. Although this is not the first time that 
we have communicated, 1 have never yet seen him ; and I am fully 
aware, that if the approaching interview were known to my friends, 
they would consider it high time that my son reigned in my stead. 
But 1 am re.solved to be firm — to be inflexible. My course is 
plain. I am not to bo again duped by him; wliicli,” continiiod 
the Prince, very much confused, “ I will not conceal that 1 have 
been once.” 

“ But I !” said Vivian ; I — what good can I possibly do ? It 
appears to me, that if Beelcendorfi' is to be dreaded as you describe, 
tlie presence or the attendance of no friend can possibly save you 
from his crafty ])laiis. But surely, if any one attend you, why not 
he accompanied by a person whom you have known long, and who 
knows you w^ell — on whom you can confidently rely, and who may 
be aware, from a thousand signs and circumstances whioli will never 
attract my attention, at*wliat particular and pressing moments you 
may rtvjuire prompt and energetic assistance. 8ucli is the com- 
paiii<»n YOU want ; and surely siicli an one you may find in Ariielm 
— Von Neuwded ” 

“ Arnelin! Von Neuw’oid!” said the I’rince; *Mhe best hands 
at sounding a bugle, or spearing a boar, in all Reisenburg ! Ex- 
eelleiit men, foivooili, to guard their master from the diplomatic 
deceits of the wily BeekeiuUwlf ! Moreover, w'orc they to have 
even tile slightest suspicion <>f my intended movement, they would 
commit rank treason out of pure loyalty, and Jock me up in my 
own Cabinet ! No, no ! they will never do : I want a companion of 
experience and knowledge of tlic world ? wdth whom I may con- 
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verse with some prospect of finding my wavering firmness strength- 
ened, or my misled judgment rightly guided, or my puzzled brain 
cleared, — ^modes of assistance to which the worthy Jagd Junker is 
but little accustomed, however quickly he might hasten to my 
side in a combat, or the chase.” 

“ If these, then, will not do, surely there is one man in this 
castle, who, although he may not be a match for Beckendorff, can 
he foiled by few others — Mr. Sievers?” said Vivian, with an in- 
quiring eye. 

" Sievers ! ” exclaimed the Prince with great eagerness ; “ the 
very man ! firm, experienced, and sharp-witted — well schooled in 
political learning, in case I required his assistance in arranging 
the terms of the Intended Charter, or the plan of the intended 
Chambers ; for these, of course, are the points on which Beeken- 
dorff wishes to consult. But one thing I am determined on : I 
positively pledge myself to nothing, while under BeckendorfTs 
roof. lie doubtless anticipates, by my visit, to grant the liberties 
of tlie people on his own terms: perhaps Mr. Beckendorff, for 
once in his life, maybe mistaken. 1 am not to he deceived twice ; 
and I am determined not to yield the point of the Treasury being 
under the control of the Senate. That is the part of the harness 
which galls ; and to preserve themselves from this rather incon- 
venient regulation, without question, my good friend Beckendorft* 
has hit upon this plan.” 

“ Then Mr. 8i(n'crs will accompany you ?” asked Vivian, calling 
the Prince's attention to the point of consultation. 

Tlio very Tnaii for it, my dear friend ! but although Becken- 
dorff, most probably respecting my ju'cscnce, and taking into con- 
sideration the circiiinstanccs under which we meet, would refrain 
from consigning Sievers to a dungeon; still, afthongh the Minister 
invites this intervievr, and although I have no single indneement 
to conciliate liim ; yet it would scarcely be correct, scarcely digni- 
fied on my jiart, to prove, by the presence of my companion, that 
J had for a length of time Jiarbourcd ah individual who, by Beck- 
ondorff s own exertions, was banftlied from the Grand-Duchy. It 
would look too njucli like a bravado.” 

•'Oh!” said Vivian, “ is it so? and pray of what w'as Mr. Sie- 
vers guilty?” 

" Of liigli treason against one who was not his Sovereign.” 

" TIow is that?'' 

Sievers, who is a man of considerable talents, was for a long 
time a professor in one of our great Universities. The publication 
of many able works procured him a reputation which induced Ma- 
dame Carolina to use every exertion to gain liis attendance at 
Court ; and a courtier in time the professor became. At Beisen- 
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burg Mr. Sievers was tlie great authority on all possible subjects 
— ^philosophical, literary, and political. In fact, he was the fashion ; 
and, at the head of the great literary journal which is there 
published, he terrified admiring Germany with his profound and 
piquant critiques. Unfortunately, like some men fis good, he was 
unaware that Beisenburg was not an independent State ; and so, 
on the occasion of Austria attacking Naples, Mr. Sievers took the 
opportunity of attacking Austria, llis article, eloquent, luminous, 
profound, revealed the dark colours of the Austrian policy ; as an 
artist’s lamp brings out the murky tints of a Spagiiolctto. Every one 
admired Sievers* bitter sarcasms, enlightened views, and indignant 
eloquence. Madame Carolina crowned him with laurel in the midst 
of her coterm ; .and it is said that the Grand-Duke sent him a snufi- 
box. In a very short time the article reached Vienna ; and in a still 
shorter time Mr. Bcckendorff reached the Residence, and insisted 
on the author being immediately given up to the Austrian Govern- 
ment. Madame Carolina was in despair, the Grand-Duke in doubt, 
and Beckendortf threatened to resign if the order viv.rc not signed. 
A kind friend, perhaps his Royal Highness himself, gave Sievers 
timely notice, and by rai)id fliglit he reached my cjistle, and de- 
manded my hospitality; he lias lived Iiere ever since, and has 
done me a thousand services, not the least of which is the educa- 
tion which he has given my son, my glorious Maximilian.*’ 

** And BcckendorftV* asked Vivian, ‘‘ has he always been aware 
that Sievers was concealed here?” 

That I cannot answer : had he been, it is not imj)robable that 
<.he would have winked at it; since it never has been liis policy, 
imnccessarily to annoy a mediatised Prince, or without great oc- 
casion to let us feel that our independence is gone, —I will not, 
with such a sou as 1 have, say — for ever.*’ 

‘‘ Mr. Hievers of course, then, cannot visit Beckendorff,** said Vivian . 

That is clear,” said tlie Prince, “ and I therefore trust tliat 
now you will no longer refuse my first request.” 

It was impossible for Vivian to deny the I*riiicc any longer; and 
indeed be had no objection (as Jiis llighiiess could not be better 
attended) to seize the singular and unexpected opportunity, which 
jiow offered itself, of becoming acquainted with an iiulividiial re- 
specting wJiom his curiosity was much excited. It was a late 
lionr ere tlio Prince and his friend retired ; having arranged every- 
thing for the morrow’s journey, and conversed on the probable 
subjectH of tlie ajijiroacliiiig interview at great Icuglh. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

On the following morning, before sunrise, the Prince’s valet 
roused Vivian from his slumbers.. According to the appointment 
of the preceding evening, Vivian repaired in due time to a certain 
!?pot in the park. The Prince reached it at the same moment. A 
mounted groom, leading two English horses, of showy appear- 
ance, and each having a travelling case strapped on the4)ack of 
its siiddle, awaited them. His Highness mounted one of the steeds 
with skilful celerity, although Arnclmand Von Neuwied were not 
there to do honour to his bridle and his stirrup. 

“ You must give me an impartial opinion of your courser, ray 
dear friend,” said the Prince to Vivian, “for if you deem it 
worthy of being bestridden by you, my son requests that you will 
do him the honour of accepting it ; if so, call it Max ; and pro- 
vided it be as thorough-bred as the donor, you need not change it 
for Bucephalus.” 

“ Not uuwortliy of the son of Ammon ! ” said Vivian, as he* 
touched the spirited animal with the spur, and proved its fiery 
action on the springing turf. 

A man never feels so jiroud or so sanguine as when he is bound- 
ing on tlie back of a fine horse. Cares fly with the first curvet;, 
and the very sight of a spur is enough to prevent one committing 
suicide. 

When Vivian and his companion had proceeded about five miles, 
tlie Prince pulled up, and giving a sealed letter to the groom, lie 
(icftircd him to leave them. The Prince and Vivian amused therri- 
j-elvcs by endeavouring to form some conception of the person, 
iniuiiicrs, and habits of the remarkable man to whom they were on 
the ])oiiit of paying so interesting a visit. 

“I expect, Vivian, to be received with folded arms, and a brow 
lowering with the overwhelming weight of a brain meditating for 
the control of millions. His letter has prepared us for the 
mysterious, but not very amusing style of his conversation. He 
will be perpetually on his guard not t<> commit himself; and 
altliongli i)ulilic business, and the receipt of papers, by calling' 
him away, will occasionally give us an opportunity of being alone; 
still I regret that I did not put up in my case some interesting 
volume Avliich would have allowed me to feel less tedious those 
hours, during which you will necessarily be employed wdtii him in 
priviite consultation.” 

After a ride of five hours, the horsemen arrived at a small 
village. 

'•Thus far I think I have well piloted you,” said the Prince: 
but 1 confess my knowledge here ceases ; and though I shall dis- 

20 



VJVIAN GRET. 


806 

obey the diplomatic instructions of the great man, I must even ask 
some old woman the way to Mr. Beckendorff's.” 

While they w'ere hesitating as to whom they should address, an 
equestrian, who had already passed them on the road, though at 
some distance, came up, and inquired, in a voice which Vivian 
recognised as that of the messenger who had brought Beckon- 
dorff’s letter to Turriparva, whether he had the honour of ad- 
dressing Mr. von Philipson. Neither of the gentlemen answered, 
for Vivian of course expected the Prince to reply; and his High- 
ness was, as yet, so unused to his incognito, that ho had actually 
forgotten his own name. But it was evident tliat the demandant 
had questioned, rather from system, than by way of security ; and 
he waited patiently until the Prince had collected his senses, and 
assumed sufficient gravity of countenance to inform the horse- 
man that he was the person in question. “ What, sir, is your 
pleasure?” 

“ I am instructed to ride on before you, sir, that you mayliot 
mistake your way and without waiting for an answ'er,tlij laconic 
messenger turned his steed’s head, and trotted off. 

The travellers soon left the high road, and turned up a wdld 
turf path, not only inaccessible to carriages, but even requiring 
great attention from liorsemcn. After much winding, and some 
floundering, they arrived at .a light iron gate, whieli apparently 
opened into a shrubbery. 

‘‘I will take your horses here, gentlemen,” said the guide; 
and getting off his horse, he opened the gate. Follow this path, 
and you can meet wdlli no difuculty.” The Prince and Vivian 
accordingly dismounted; and the guide immediately gave a loud 
shrill wins tie. 

The path ran, for a very short way, tlirough the sl.riihhory, 
which evidently 'was a belt encircling the grounds. From this, 
the Prince and Vivian emerged upon an ample lawn, which 
formed on the flirthest side a terrace, by gradually sloping down 
to the margin of a river. It was enclosed on tlie otlier fide, and 
white pheasants w'crc feeding in its centre. Following the ])alli 
which skirted the lawn, they arrived at a second gate, which 
opened into a garden, in wliich no signs of the taste at present 
existing in Germany for the English system of picturesque 
pleasure-grounds w^erc at all visible. The wall: w’as bouTuled on 
both sides by tall borders, or rather hedges, of box, cMit into the 
shape of battlements : the sameness of the<e turrets being occa- 
sionally varied by the immovable form of some trii'^ty warden-, 
carved out of yew' or laurel, liaised terraces and arclicd w’alks, 
aloes and orange-trees mounted on sculptured pedestals, columus 
of cypress, and pyramids of bay, whose dark foliage strikingly 
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contrasted with the marble statues, and the wliitc vases shining in 
the sun, rose in all directions in methodical confusion. The sound 
of a fountain was not wanting; and large beds of beautiful 
flowers abounded. ^ Proceeding through a very lofty ber^eau, 
occasional openings in whose curving wallcs allowed effective 
glimpses of a bust or a statue, the companions at length came 
in sight of the house. It was a long, uneven, low building, evi- 
dently of ancient architecture. Numerous stacks of tall and 
fantastically-shaped chimneys rose over three thick and heavy 
gables, which reached down farther than the middle of the eleva- 
tion, forming three compartments, one of them including a large 
and modern bow-window, over which clustered in pnffusion the 
sweet and glowing blossoms of the clematis and the pomegranate. 
Indeed, the whole front of the house was so completely covered 
with a rich scarlet-creeper, that it was almost impossible to ascer- 
taii^ of wdiat materials it w'as built. As Vivian was admiring a 
white peacock, whicli, attracted by their approach, bad taken the 
opportunity of unfurling its wdiceling train, a man came forward 
from the bow w’inclow. 

In height he w'as about five feet eight indies, and of a spare but 
well-proportioned figure. He had very little hair, which was highly 
jiow'dored, and dressed in a manner to render more remarkable the 
elevation of his conical and polished forehead. Ills long ]/iercing 
black eyes were almost closed, from the fulness of their ujiper lids. 
His clieek -was sallow, liis nose aquiline, his mouth compressed. 
His ears, wliidi were quite uncovered, were so very small, that it 
would be WTong to ])ass them over unnoticed ; ns indeed w^rc his 
linnds and feet, which in form were quite feminine. He was 
dressed in a coat and waistcoat of black velvet, the latter part of his 
costume reaching to his thiglis; and in a button hole of his coat 
w’as a large bunch of tube-rose. Tlie broad collar of liis ex- 
quisitely ])lailed shirt, though tied round w illi a wdde black ri]>bon, 
did not eoiKM'al a neck which agreed w'cll with his beardless chin, 
ftiicl would not hav' misbecome a woman. In England we sliould 
have eailod his breeches buckskin. They were of a pale yellow 
leather, and suited his large, and spiir-armcd cavalry boots, which, 
filled closely to the legs they covered, reaching over the knees of 
the wearer. A ribbon round his neck, tucked into liis w'aistcoat 
j^oeket, w'as attached to a small French watch, lie sw’uiig in his 
right hand tlie bow' of a violin ; and in the other, the little huger 
of w'liicli w'as nearly hid by a large antique ring, lie held a white 
handkercliief strongly perfumed "Nwlii vi(»lets. Notwithslanding 
the many feminine cliaractcristics wdiicli I have noticed, either 
from the expression of the eyes, or tlie formation of tlie mouth, 
the countenance of this individual generally conveyed an impresshm 
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with his violin, he retraced his steps through the library, and 
crossing a small passage, which diWded the house into two com- 
partments, he opened the door into his dining-room. The moment 
that they entered the room, their cars were saluted, and indeed 
their senses ravished, by what appeared to be a concert of a thou- 
sand birds ; yet none of the winged choristers were to be seen, and 
not even a single cage was visible. The room, which njjji simply 
furnished, appeared at first rather gloomy ; for though ^ited by 
three windows, tlie silk blinds were all drawn. 

“ And now,” said Mr. Beckendorfi^ raising the first blind, “ you 
shall see my pictures. At what do you estimate this Breughel ? '' 

The window, whicli was of stained green glass, gave to the land- 
scape an effect similar to tliat generally produced by the artist men- 
tioned. The l*rincc, who was already very puzzled by finding one 
who, at the same lime, was both his host and his enemy, so dif- 
ferent a character from what he had conceived, and who, being by 
temper superstitious, considered that this preliminary false opinion 
of his was rather a bad omen, — did not express any very great ad- 
miration of tlie gallery of Mr. Beckendorff; but Vivian, who had 
no ambitious hopes or fears to affect his temper, and wdio was 
highly amused by the character with whom lie had become so un- 
expectedly ac(juaiiitcd, good-naturedly humoured the fantasies 
of the Minister; and said that he preferred his picture to any 
Breughel lie liad ever seen. 

‘‘ I see you Jiave a fine taste,” said Mr. Beckendorff, witli a 
serious air, but in a courteous tone ; “ you shall see my Claude ! 

The ricli yellow tint of the second window gave to the fanciful 
garden all that was requisite to make it looli Italian. 

Have you ever been in Italy, sir?” asked Beckendorff. 

“ 1 have not.” 

“ You liiive, Mr. von Philipson?” 

“ Never south of Germany,” answered the Prince,* who was 
hungry, and eyed, with a rapacious glance, the capital luncheon 
wdiieli he saw prepared for him. 

Well, then, wlicn either of you go, you will, of course, not miss 
the Ljigo Maggiore. Gaze on Isola Bella at sunset, and you will 
not view' so fair a scene as this! And now, Mr. von Pliilipson," 
said Jieekeiulorff, “ do me the favour of giving me your opinion of 
this Honthorst ? ” 

His Highness would rather have given his opinion of the dish of 
gjiine wdiieli still smoked upon the table, but which he was mourn- 
fully convinced would not smoke long. “ But,” thought he, this 
is the last ! ” and so he admired the effect produced by the flaming 
panes, to whicli Beckendorff swore that no piece ever painted by 
Gerard Honthorst, for brilliancy of colouring and boldness of out- 
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line, could be compared : “ besides,” continued Beckendorff, mine 
are all animated pictures. Sec that cypress, waving from the 
breeze which is now stirring — and look ! look at this crimsoii pea- 
cock !— look ! Mr. von Philipson.” 

« I am looking, Mr. von I beg pardon, Mr. Beckendorff,” 

said the Prince, with great dignity — making this slight mistake in 
the Mme, either from being unused to converse with such low 
people as had not the nominal mark of nobility, or to vent his spleen 
at being so unnecessarily kept from the refreshment wliich he so 
much required. 

‘‘ Mr. von Pliilipson,” said Beckendorff, suddenly turning round, 
“ all my fruits and all my vegetables are from my own garden. 
Let us sit down and help ourselves.” 

The only substantial food at table was a great dish df game. 
The vegetables and the fruits were numerous and superb ; and 
there really appeared to be a fair prospect of the Prince of Little 
Lillipiit making as good a luncheon as if the whole had been con- 
ducted under the auspices of Master Rodolph himself, — had it not 
been for the melody of the unseen vocalists, which, probably ex- 
cited by the sounds of the knives and plates, too evidently in- 
creased every moment. But this inconvenience was soon removed 
by Mr. Beckendorft* rising, and giving tliree loud knocks on the 
door opposite to the one by which they had entered, immediate 
silence ensued. 

Clara will change your plate, Mr. von Pliilipson,” said Beck- 
endorfi*. 

Vivian eagerly looked up, not with the slightest idea that the 
entrance of Clara woidd prove that the mysterious picture in the 
drawing-room was a jmrtrait ; but it must be confessed with a little 
curiosity to view the lirst specimen of the sex who lived under the 
roof of Mr. Beckendorff. Clara was a hale old woman, with 
rather an jiei«l ex[)ression of countenance ; very prim in licr appear- 
ance, and evidently very precise in her manners. She placed a 
bottle, and two wine-glasses with long thin stems, on the table ; 
and having removed the game, and changed the plates, she disap- 
peared. 

‘‘ Pray what wine is this, Mr. Beckendorff?” eagerly asked the 
Prince. 

“ 1 really don’t know. I never drink wine,” 

Not know ! I never tasted such Tokay in my life ! ” 

“Probably,” said Mr. Beckendorff; “I think it was a present 
from the Emperor. I have never tasted it.” 

“My dear sir, take a glass!” said the Prince; his naturally 
jovial temper having made him completely forget whom he was 
addressing, and the business he had come upon. 
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" I never drink wine ; I am glad you lil:e it, I have no doubt 
Clara has more.*’ 

"No, no, no! we must be moderate,” said the Prince; who, 
thougli a great admirer of a good luncheon, had also a due re- 
fipcct for a good dinner, — and consequently had no idea at this 
awkward hour iu the day, of preventing liimself from properly 
appreciating the future banquet. Moreover, his Highness, ^king 
into consideration the manner in which the game had been dressed, 
and the marks of refinement and good taste which seemed to per- 
vade every part of the establishment of Mr. Bcekendorfr, did not 
imagine that he was much presuming, when he conjectured that 
there was a fair chance of his dinner being something very 
superior. 

The sudden arrival and appearance of some new and unexpected 
guests through the mysterious portal on which Mr. Beckendbrff 
by his three knocks had previously produced such a tranquiliising 
effect, and which he had now himself opened, explained the cha- 
racter of the apartment, which, from its unceasing melody, had 
sd much excited the curiosity of his guests. These new visitors 
were a crowd of piping bullfinches, Virginia nightii)galcs,traincd 
canaries, Java sparrows, and Indian lorys ; wdiich freed from tlicir 
cages of golden wire by their fond master, had fled, as was their 
custom, from his superb aviary to pay tlicir respects and compli- 
ments at his daily levee. 

" I am glad to s<;c that you like birds, sir,” said Bcckcndorff to 
Vivian ; for our hero, good-naturedly liuinoiiring th:j tastes of his 
host, was impartially dividing the luxuries of a peach among a 
crowd of gaudy and greedy little sparrows. " You shall see mv 
favourites,” continued Beckendorff; and tapping rather loudly on 
the table, he held out tlie forefinger of each liand. Two biillliiiclies 
recognised tlie signal, and immediately hastened to tlicir perch. 

"]My dear!” trilled out one little songster; and it raised its 
speaking eyes to its delighted master. 

" My love ! ” warbled ’the other, marking its aflection by looks 
equally personal. 

As these monosyllables were repeated, Beckendorff, witli spark- 
ling eyes, triumphantly looked round at Vivian, as if the fn^queiit 
reiteration were a proof of the sincerity of the affection of these 
singular friends. 

At length, to the Prince’s relief, Mr. Beckcndorlf’s feathered 
friends having finished their dessert, were sent back to their cages, 
with a strict injunction not to trouble their master at present with 
their voices — an injunction which was obeyed to tlie letter ; and 
'When the door was closed, few persons could have been persuaded 
that the next room was an aviary. 
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I am proud of my peaches, Mr. von Pliilipson,” said Becken- 
dorff, recommending the fruit to his guest's attention ; then rising 
from the table, he threw himself on the sofa, and began humming 
a tune in a low voice. Presently he took up his Cremona, and 
using the violin as a guitar, accompanied himself in a beautiful 
air, but not in a more audible tone. While Mr. Bcckcndortf was 
singing, he seemed unconscious that any person was in the room ; 
and the Prince, who was not very fond of music, certainly gave 
him no hint, either by his approbation or his attention, that he was 
listened to. Vivian, however, like most unhappy men, loved music : 
and actuated by this feeling, and the interest wliich he began to 
take ill the character of Mr. Beckendorff, he could not, when that 
gentleman had finished his air, refrain from very sincerely saying 
“ encore ! ” 

Beckendorff started and looked round, as if he were for the 
first moment aware that any being had heard him. 

“ Encore ! ” said he, with a kind sneer ; who ever could sing or 
play the same thing twice ! Are you fond of music, sir ?” 

Very much so, indeed; I fiincicd I recognised that air. You 
arc an admirer, I imagine, of Mozart?” 

“I never heard of him; I know nothing of those gentry. 
But if you really like music, I will play you something worth 
listening to.” 

Mr. Beckendorff began a beautiful air very adagio, gradually 
increasing tlic time in a kind of variation, till at last his execution 
became so rapid, that Vivian, surprised at the mere mechanical 
action, rose from his cliair in order bolter to examine the player's 
management and motion of his bow. Exquisite as were the tones, 
enchanting as were the originality of his variations and a ])erfoet 
harmony of liis composition, it was iicvcrtlieless extremely difficult 
to resist smiling at the contortions of his face and figure. Now, 
his body bending to the strain, he was at one moment witli his 
violin raised in the air, and the next instant witli the lower nut 
almost resting upon his foot. At length, by well-proportioned 
degrees, the air died away into the original soft cadence ; and the 
player becoming completely eiitran^d in his own performance, 
finished by sinking back on the sma, with his bow and violin 
raised over his head. Vivian would not disturb him ])y his ap- 
plause. An instant after, Mr. Beckendorff, throwing down tlie 
instrument, rushed through an open window into the garden. 

As soon as Bcckcndorif was out of sight, Vivian looked at the 
Prince; and his Highness elevating his eye-brows, screwing up 
his mouth, and shrugging his shoulders, altogether presented a 
very comical picture of a puzzled man. 
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Well, niy dear friend,” said he, “ this is rather different from 
what we expected.” 

" Very different; but much more amusing.” 

** Humph!” said the Prince, very slowly, “I do not think it 
exactly requires a ghost to tell us that Mr. Beckendorff is not in 
the habit of going to Court. I do not know how he is accus* 
tomed to conduct himself when he is honoured by a visit from the 
Gn\ud-Dukc; but I am quite sure, that as regards his treat- 
ment of myself, to say the least, the incognito is very well 
observed.” 

“ Mr. von PhiUpson,” said the gentleman of whom they were 
speaking, putting his head in at the window, “you shall see 
my blue passion-flower. We will take a walk round the garden.” 

TJie Ih-iiice gave Vivian a look, which seemed to suppose they 
must go; and accordingly they stepped into the garden. 

“ You do not sec my garden in its glory,” said Mr. Beckendorff, 
stopping before the bow-window of the library ; “ this spot is my 
strong ]>oirit ; had you been here earlier in the year, you might 
have admired with me my invaluable crescents of tulips, such 
colours ! such brilliaucy ! so defined ! And last year I had three 
king-tulips; their elegantly-formed, creamy cups, I have never 
seen equalled. And then my double variegated ranunculuses; 
my hyacinths of fifty bells, in every tint, single and double ; and 
my favourite stands of auriculas, so large and powdered, that the 
colour of the velvet leaves was scarcely discoverable ! The blue 
passion-flower is, however, now very beautiful. You see that 
summer-house, sir,” continued he, turning to Vivian, “ the top is my 
observatory ; you will sleep in that pavilion to-night, so you had 
better take notice how the walk winds.” 

Tlie passion-flower was trained against the summer-house in 
question. 

“There!” said Mr. Beckendorff; and he stood admiring with 
outstretched arms, “ the latter days of its beauty, for tlie autumn 
frosts will soon stop its flower. Pray, Mr. von Philipson, arc you 
a botanist?” 

“Why,” said the Prince, ^ am a great admirer of flowers, but 
1 cannot exactly say that — ” 

“ Ah ! no botanist. The flower of this beautiful plant continues 
only one day, but there is a constant succession from July to the 

cud of the autumn ; and if this fine weather continue Pray, sir, 

how is the wind?” 

“ I really cannot say,” said the Prince ; but I think the wind is 
either ” 

“ Do you know, sii'?” continued Beckendorff to Vivian. 
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** I think, sir, that it is ” ^ 

"Westerly. — ^Well! If this weather continue, the succession 
may still last another month. You will be interested to know, 
IVIr. voii Philipson, that the flower comes out at the same joint 
with the leaf, on a peduncle nearly three inches lon^i^; round the 
centre of it are two radiating* crowns ; look, look sir ! the inner 
iucliniiig towards the centre column — now examine this well, and 
I w'ill be with you in a moment." So saying, Mr. BcekcndoifF, 
running down the walk, jumped over the railing, and in a 
mdlient was coursing across tne lawn, towards the river, in a 
chase after a dragon-fly. 

Mr. Beckeudorft* was soon out of sight ; and after lingering half 
an hour in the vicinity of the blue passion-flower, the Prince pro- 
posed to Vivian that they should quit the spot. " So far as I can 
observe," continued his Highness, ‘‘we might as well quit the 
house. No wonder that Bcckendorff's power is on the wane, for he 
appears to me to be growing childish. Surely he could not always 
have been this frivolous creature ! " 

“I really am so astonished," said Vivian, " that it is quite out 
of my po>ver to assist your Highness in any supposition. But I 
should recommend you not to be too hasty in your movements. 
Take care that staying here does not afiect the position which you 
have taken up, or retard the progress of any measures on which 
you have determined, and you arc safe. What will it injure you, 
if, with the cliance of achieving the great and patriotic purpose to 
which you Lave devoted your powers and energies, you are sub- 
jected for a few liours to the caprices, or even rudeness, of any man 
whatever? If DeckeiKhu’irhe the character which tlie world gives 
liiiii credit to be, I do not think he can imagine that you are to be 
deceived twice; and if he do imagine so, we are convinced that 
he W'ill be disaiipointed. If, as you have supposed, not only 
his power is on the wane, but his intellect also, four-and-twenty 
hours will convince us of the fact ; for in less than that time your 
Highness will necessarily have conversation of a more important 
nature with him. I recommend, therefore, that we continue here 
to-day, altlioiigh,” added Vivian ®iling, " I have to sleep in his 
observatory.” 

After walking in the gardens about an hour, the Prince and 
Vivian again went into the house, imagining that Beckendorff 
might have returned by another entrance ; but he was not there. 
The Prince was much annoyed ; and Vivian, to amuse himself, had 
recourse to the library. After re-examining the armour, looking 
at the garden through the painted windows, conjecturing who 
might be the original of the mysterious picture, and what could be 
the meaning of the withered branch, the Prince was fairly worn 
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out. The precise dinner hour he did not know; and notwith- 
standing repeated exertions, he had hitherto been unable to find 
the blooming Clara. He could not flatter himself, however, that 
there were less than two hours to kill before the great event took 
place ; and so, heartily wishing himself back again at Turriparva, 
lie prevailed upon Vivian to throw aside his book, and take another 
walk. 

This time they extended their distance, stretched out as far as 
the river, and explored the adjoining woods ; but of Mr. Becken- 
dorfi* they saw and heard nothing. At length they again returiHd : 
it was getting dusk. They found the bow-window of tlie library 
closed. They again entered the dining-room; and, to their sur- 
prise, found no preparations for dinner. This time the Prince was 
more fortunate in his exertions to procure an interview with Madam 
Clara, for that lady almost immediately entered tlie room. 

“Pray, my good madam,'’ inquired the I’rince, “has your 
master returned?” 

“Mr. Beckendorff is in the library, sir,” said the old lady, 
pom])ously. 

“ Indeed! we do not dine in this room, then?” 

“ Dine, sir I ” said the good dame, forgetting her pomposity in 
her astonishment. 

“ Yes— dine,” said the Prince. 

“ Mr. Bcckciidorfl’ never takes anything after his noon-meal.” 

“Am I to uiiderstaiul, then, that we arc to have no dinner?” 
asked his Highness, angry and agitated. 

“ Mr. BeckcndorlF never takes anything after his noon-meal, sir; 
but I am sure that if you and your friend are hungry, sir, I hope 
there is never a want in this house.” 

“ My good lady, I am hungry, very hungry indeed ; and if your 
master, I mean Mr. Von— that is Mr. Beckendorli; has such a bad 
appetite that he can satisfy himself with picking, once a day, the 
breast of a plieasant ; why, if he expect his friends to be willing 
or even able to live on such fiire, — ^the least that I can say is, that 
he is very much mistaken ; and so, therefore, iny good friend Grey, 
1 think we had better order ouiy|orses, and be oft*.” 

“ No occasion for that, 1 hop* said Mrs. Clara, rather alarmed 
at the Prince’s passion ; “ no want, I trust, ever here, sir ; and I 
make no doubt you will have dinner as soon as possible ; and so, 
sir, I hope you will not be hasty.” 

“ Hasty ! I have no wish to be hasty; but as for disarranging the 
irhole economy of tlie house, and getting up an extemporaneous 
meal for me, I cannot think of it. Mr. Beckendorff may live as 
he likes, and if 1 stay here, 1 am contented to live as he does. I 
do not wish him to change his habits for me, and 1 shall take care 
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that, after to-day, there will be no necessity for his doing so* How- 
ever, absolute Iiiinger can make no compliments ; and therefore I 
will thank you, my good madam, to let me and my friend have the 
remains of that cold game, if they be still iu existence, on which 
W’c lunched, or, as you term it, took our iioon-meal tliis morning ; 
and which, if it were your own cooking, Mrs. Clara, I assure 
you, as I observed to my friend at the time, did you infinite 
credit.'' 

The Prince, although his gentlemanlike feelings had, in spite of 
his hunger, dictated a deprecation of Mrs. Clara's making a dinner 
merely for himself, still thought that a seasonable and deserved 
compliment to the lady might assist in bringing about a result, 
which, notwithstanding his politeness, he very much desired ; and 
that was the production of another specimen of her culinary accom- 
plishments. Having beliaved, as he considered, with such mode- 
ration and dignified civility, he was, it must be confessed, rather 
astounded, when JMrs. Clara, duly acknowledging his compliment 
by her curtsey, w’as sorry to inform him that she dared give no 
refreshmont iu this liousc, without Mr. BeckendorfF's special 
order. 

Si)ecial order ! why ! surely your master will not grudge me 
the cold leg of a pheasant ? " 

“ Mr. Beckeudorli* is not in the habit of grudging anytliing," 
answered the housekeeper, with oficuded majesty. 

“ Then why should he object r ’’ asked the Prince. 

Mr. Beckeiulorlf is the beslrjudge, sir, of the propriety of his 
own regulations." 

“Well, well!” said Vivian, more interested for his friend than 
himsftr, “there is no difficulty in asking Mr. BeckendorlT.” 

“None in the least, sir,” answered the housekeeper, “when he 
is awake.” 

“ Awake !” said the Prince, “ why! is he asleep now?” 

“ Yes, sir, m the library,” 

“ And how long will he he asleep?” asked the Prince, with great 
eagerness. 

“ It is uncertain ; he may be asleep for hours — ^lie may wake in 
live minutes ; all 1 can do, is to watcli.” 

“But, surely iu a case like the present, you can w'ake your 
master ?” 

“ I could not wake Mr. Beckciidorff, sir, if the house were on 
lire. No one can enter the room when he is asleep.” 

“ Then how can you possibly know when he is awake?” 

“ I shall hear his violiu immediately, sir.” 

“ Well, well ! I suppose it must be so. I wish we were in Turri- 
parva, that is all I kuow. Men of my station have no business to 
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be po-ying visits to the sons of the Lord knows who ! peasants, 
shopkeepers, and pedag^ogues ! ” 

As a fire was blazing in the dining-room, which Mrs. Clara in- 
formed them Mr. BeckendorfF never omitted having every night in 
the year, the Prince and his friend imagined that thej' were to re- 
main there, and they consequently did not attempt to disturb the 
slumbers of their host. Resting his feet on the hobs, his High- 
ness, for the fiftieth time, declared that he wished he had never left 
Turriparva; and just wlien Vivian was on the point of giving up, 
in despair, the hope of consoling him, Mrs. Clara entered, and 
proceeded to lay the cloth. 

“Your master is awake, then?” asked the Prince, very 
quickly. 

“ Mr. Beckendorff has been long awake, sir ! and dinner will be 
ready immediately.” 

His Highness* countenance brightened; and in a short time 
the supper appearing, the Prince, again fascinated by Mrs. Clara’s 
cookery and Mr. BeckendorfT’s wine, forgot his chagrin, and re- 
gained his temper. 

In about a couple of hours Mr. BeckciidorfT entered. 

“I hope that Clara has given you wine you like, Mr. von. Phi- 
lipson?” 

“The same hinn, I will answer for tliat.” 

Mr. Bcckcndortr had his violin in his hand ; but liis dress was 
much changed. His great boots being pulled off, exhil)ited the 
w'hite silk stockings which he invarinbly wore ; and his coat had 
given place to tlie easier covering of a brocade dressing-gown. 
He drew a chair round the fire, between the Prince and Vivian. 
It was a late Iiour, and the room was only lighted by the giinflner- 
ing coals, for the flames liad long died away. Mr. Beckendorff 
sat for some lime without speaking, gazing canioslly on the de- 
caying embers. Indeed, before many inir.iitos liad elapsed, com- 
plete sileneo prevailed; for both the endeavours of the Prince, 
and of Vivian, to promote conversation had been unsuccos.sfnl. 
At lengtli the master of the house turned round to the Prince, 
and pointing to a particular mass of coal, said, “ J think, Mr. von 
I'hilipsoii, that is the complotcst ele])hnut 1 over saw. — We v/ill 
ring the bell for some coals, and then Inive a game of whist.” 

The Prince was so surjn'isod by Mr. Beckondorff's rem.'jrk, that 
he Wiifi not suflicicnily struck by the strangeness of his propo.sl- 
tion ; and it was only wdion he heard Vivian jmffessing liis igno- 
rance of the game, that it occurred to lujn that to play at wdiist 
was hardly tlic object for which lie had travelled from Turri- 
parve. 

, “All Englishman not know whist!” said Mr. Beckendorff ; 



VIVIAN OBEY. 819 

‘‘ ridiculous ! — ^you do know il;. Let us play ! Mr, von Philipson, 
I know, has no objection.” 

But, iny g^ood sir,” said the Prince, allliough previous to 
convicrsation 1 may have no objection to join in a little amuse- 
ment, still it appears to me that it has escaped your memory 
that whist is a game which requires the co-operation of four per- 
sons/’ 

“ Not at ain I take dummy. I am not sure it is not the tinost 
way of playing the game.” 

The table was arranged, the lights brought, the cards produced, 
and the Prince of Little Lilliput, greatly to liis surprise, found liim- 
self playing whist with Mr. Beckendorff. Nothing could be more 
dull. The Minister would neither bet nor stake ; and the immense 
interest wliich he took in every card that was played, ludicrously 
contrasted with the rather sullen looks of the Prince, and tlie 
very sleepy ones of Vivian. Whenever lilr. Beckendorff played 
for dummy, he always looked with the most searching eye into 
the next adversary’s face, as if he would read his cards in his fea- 
tures. The first rubber lasted an hour and a half — three long 
games, whicli Mr. Beckendorff, to his triumpli, hardly won. In 
the first game of the second rubber Vivian blundered ; in tlie 
second lie revoked; and in the third, liaving neglected to play, 
and being loudly called upon, and rated both by his partner ami 
Mr. Beckendorff, lie was found to be asleep. Beckendorff threw 
down his hand with a loud dasli, wliich roused Vivian from his 
sluinbt*r. JIc apologised for liis drowsiness: hut said that lie was 
so extremely sleejiy that lu^ must retire. Tlie rrince, wlio longed 
to he with Beckendorff alone, winked approbation of liis iiitenlion. 

‘‘Well!” said Beckendorlf, ‘•you sjioiled tlie rubber. 1 shall 
ring for Clara. Why you all are so fond of going to bed, X caunot 
uiKler.sland. I liavc not been to bed these thirty years.” 

Vivian made bis escape; and Beckendorff, pitying bis degene- 
racy, proposed to the Prince, in a tone w'hicli seemed to anticipate 
that tlic offer woidd meet with instantaneous acceptation— double 
dummy ; — this, however, was too much. 

“ No more cards, sir, I tliauk you,” said the Prince ; “ if, how- 
ever, you have a mind for an hour’s conversation, I am quite afc 
your service.” 

I :im obliged to you — I never talk — good niglit, ?»Ir. von 
riiilipsoii.” 

!Mr. Beckendorff left Ib.e r<Jom. Ilia Highness could contain 
liiniHolf no longer. He rang the bell. 

“ Pray, Mrs. Clara,” said he, “where arc my horses?” 

“ Mr. Beckendorff will have no quadrupeds within a mile of the 
house, e.xcept Owlface.” 
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How do you mean ? — ^let me see the man-servant.*^ 

“ The household consists only of myself, sir/' 

“ Why! where is ray lui^^rage then ?” 

‘‘That has been broug^ht up, sir; it is in your room.” 

“ 1 tell you, I must have my horses.” 

“ It is quite impossible to-night, sir. I think, sir, you had 
better retire ; Mr. Bcckendorff may not be home again these six 
hours.” 

“ What ! is your master gone out ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, he is just gone out to take his ride/' 

“ Why ! wljcrc is his liorse kept then :** 

“ It is Owlfacc, sir.” 

“ Owlfacc, indeed ! What ! is your master in the habit of riding 
out at night?” 

“ Mr. Bcckendorff rides out, sir, just when it happens to suit 
him.” 

“It is very odd I cannot ride out when it happens to suit me! 
However, I will be off to-morrow and so, if you please, show me 
niy bed-room at once.” 

“ Your room is the library, sir.” 

“ The library! why, there is no bed in the library.” 

“ Wo have no beds, sir; hut the sofa is made up.” 

“No beds! Well! it is only for one night. You arc all mad, 
and I am as mad as you for coming here/' 


CHAPTER VII. 

The morning sun peeping through the window of the little 
summor-lionse, roused its inmate at aii early hour ; and finding 
no signs of Mr. Beekendorff and his guest having yet arisen from 
their slumbers, Vivian took the opportunity of strolling about 
the gardens and the grounds. Directing his way along the margin 
of the river, he soon left the lawn, and entered some beautiful 
nioiidow's, wliosc dew'y verdure glistened in the brightening hcaiiis 
of the early sun. Cro.ssing these, and passing through a gate, he 
foinnl hiins('lf in a rural road, whose lofty hedge-rows, rich with 
all tin* varieties of wild fruit and flower, and animated "with the 
cheering presence of the busy birds chirping from every bough 
and spray, altogctlior presented a scene which reminded him of 
the soft beauties of his own country. With some men, to re- 
,inember is to be sad ; and unfortunately for Vivian Grey, there 
WTre ^l^w objects wliicli with Jiim did not give rise to associations 
of a painful nature. The strange occurrences of the lust few 
days had recalled, if not revived, the feelings of his boyhood. His 
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early career flitted across his mind. He would have Stifled the 
remembrance with a sigh, but man is the slave of Memory. For a 
moment he mused over Power; but then he, shuddering, shrank 
from the wearing anxiety, the consuming care, the eternal vigi- 
lance, the constant contrivance, the ' agonising suspense, the dis- 
tracting vicissitudes of his past career. Alas ! it is our nature to 
sicken, from our birth, after some object of unattainable felicity — 
to struggle through the freshest years of our life in an insane pur- 
suit after some indefinite good, which does not even exist I But 
sure, and quick, is the dark hour which cools our doting frenzy in 
the frigid waves of the ocean of Oblivion! We dream of immor- 
tality until we die. Ambition! at thy proud and fatal altar, we 
whisper the secrets of our mighty thoughts, and breathe the as- 
pirations of our inexpressible desires. A clouded flame licks up 
the offering of our ruined souls, and the sacrifice vanishes in the 
sable smoke of Death. 

But where are his thoughts wandering ? Had he forgotten that 
day of darkest despair ? There had that happened to liim, which 
had happened to no other man. He was roused from his reverie 
by the sound of a trotting horse. He looked up, but the winding 
road prevented him at first from seeing the steed which evidently 
was approaching. The sound came nearer and nearer ; and at 
length, turning a corner, Mr. Beckendorff came in sight. He 
was mounted on a strong-built, rou^, and ugly pony, with an 
obstinate mane, which defying the exertions of the groom, fell in 
equal divisions on both sides of its bottle neck ; and a largo white 
face, 'wliicli, combined with its blinking vision, had earned for it the 
euphonious title of Owlface. Both master and steed must have 
travelled hard and far, for both W'ere covered with dust and mud 
from top to toe — from mane to hoof. Mr, Beckendorff seemed 
surprised at meeting Vivian, and pulled up his pony as he reached 
him. 

An early riser, I sec, sir. Where is Mr. von Philipson ? ” 

I have not yet seen him, and imagined that both he and your- 
self had not yet risen.” 

‘‘Hum! how many hours is it to noon?” asked Mr. Bcckeii- 
dorff, who always spoke astronomically. 

More than four, I imagine.” 

“ Pray do you prefer the country about here to Turriparva ? ” 

“ Both, I think, arc beautiful.” 

You live at Turriparva? ” asked Mr. Beckendorff. 

As a guest, ” answered Vivian. 

“ lias it been a fine summer at Turriparva ? ” 

“ I believe, everywhere.” 

“ I am afraid Mr. von. Philipson finds it rather dull here ?” 

21 
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^ i am not amre of it/* 

^ He seem a ve-nry said Beekeadorfi^ lookmg keenly 

in kn companion's face. But Viviaix did not snpidy the desired 
phrase ; and so the Minister was forced to finish the sentence him- 
selfi—- *^a very — gentlemanlike s<»:t of mam?** Alowbow waa 
the only response. 

" I trusty sir, I may indulge the hope/* contmued Mr. Beckcn- 
dorfi^ that you will houour me with your company another 
day." 

“ You are exceedingly obliging! " 

Mr. von. Phiiipsoii is fond, 1 thiuik, of a country life ? " said 
Beckendorff. 

“Most men. are." 

“ 1 suppose he has no innate objection to live occasionally in a 
city?” 

“ Few have.” 

“ You probably have known him long ? ” 

“ Not long enough to wish our acquaintance at an end.” 

« Hum!” 

Tliey proceeded in silence for some moments, and then Bccken- 
dorff again turned round, and this tune with a direct question. 

“ I wonder if Mr. von Philipson can make it convenient to ho- 
nour me with his company another day. Can you tell me ? ” 

“ 1 tliink the best person ito inform you of that would be his 
Highness himself,” said Vivian, using his friend’s title purposely to 
show Mr. BeckendoriT how ridiculous he considered lus present use 
of the incognito. 

“You think so, air, do you?” answered Beckendorff, sarcas- 
tically. 

They liad now arrived at the gate by which Vivian had reached 
the road. 

“ Your course, sir,” said Mr. Beckendorff, “ lies that way. 1 
see, like myself, you are no great talker. We shall meet at break- 
fast.” So saying, the Minister set spurs to his pony, and was soon 
out of sight. 

When Vivian reached the house, he found the bow-window of 
the library thrown open ; and as he approached, he saw Mr. Deck- 
endorfl* enter tlio room, and bow to the Prince. Ilis Highness 
had passed a good night, in spite of not sleeping in a bed ; and he 
was at this moment commencing a delicious breakfast. His ill- 
humour had consequently vanished. He had made up his mind 
that Beckeudorfi* was mad ; and although he had given up all the 
secret and flattering hopes which he had dared to entertain when 
the interview was first arranged, he nevertheless did not regret his 
viai^ which on the wliole had been amusing, and had made liim ac- 
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qpMUBted vilh ttie perm and hMts, and, aa lie beUevtd, tfie hxlel* 
leetiial powers of a num mih whom, most probably, he ghooid aodft 
be engpaged in opei hostility. Vivian took bis seat at the break- 
fast table, and Beekendorff stood eonversuig with them with b^a*' 
badt to the fire-placey and occasionally, during the pauses of coa^ 
vernation, pulling the strings of his violin with his fingers. It did 
not esca])e Vivian^s observation that the Minister was particularly 
courteous and even attentive to the Prince; and that he endci- 
voured by his quick and more communicative answers, and oc- 
casionally by a stray observation, to encourage the good humour 
whicli was visible on the cheerful countenance of hia guest. 

“ Have you been long up, Mr. Beekendorff?” asked the Prince; 
for his host had resumed his dressing-gown and slippera 

‘‘I generally see the sun rise.” 

And yet you retire late !--out riding last xught, I understand ?” 

I never go to bed,” 

‘‘ Indeed ! ” said the Prince. “ Well, for my part, without my 
egular rest, 1 am nothing. Ila^'e you breakfasted, Mr. Beek- 
endorff?” 

“ Clara will bring my breakfast immediately.” 

The dame accordingly soon appeared, bearing a tray with a basin 
of boiling water, and one large thick biscuit. This Mr. Beek- 
endorff having well soaked in Uie hot fluid, eagerly devoured : and 
then taking up his violin, amused himself until his guests had 
finished tlicir breakfast. 

When Vivian had ended his meal, he left the Prince and Beek- 
endorff alone, determined that his presence should not be the oc- 
casion of the Minister any longer retarding the commencement of 
business. Tlio Prince, who by a private glunce had been pre- 
pared for liis departure, immediately took the opportunity of ask- 
ing Mr. Beekendorff, in a decisive tone, whether he might flatter 
himself that he could command his present attention to a subject 
of great imj)ortance. Mr. Beckendovft’ said that he wa.s always at 
Mr. von Philipsoii’s service; and drawing a chair opposite him, 
the Prince and Mr. Beckciidorfl* now sat on cacli side of the fire- 
place. 

" Hem ! ” said the Prince, clearing his throat ; and he looked at 
Mr. Beekendorff, who sat with his heels close together, his toes out 
square, his hands resting on his knees, which, as well as his elbows, 
were turned out, his shoulders bent, his head reclined, and his eyes 
glancing. 

Hem ! ” said the Prince of Little Lilliput. “ In compliance, 
Mr. Beekendorff, with your wish, developed in the communication 

received by me on the inat., I o-ssented in my answer to the 

arrangement then proposed ; the object of which was, to use your 
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own words^ to facilitate tbe occurrence of an oral interchange of 
the sentiments of various parties interested in certain proceedings, 
bj which interchange it was anticipated that the mutual interests 
might be respectively considered and finally arranged. Prior, Mr. 
Beckendorff, to either of us going into any detail upon those points 
of probable discussion, which will, in all likelihood, form the fun- 
damental features of this interview, 1 wish to recall your attention 
to the paper which 1 had the honour of presenting to his Royal 

Highness, and which is alluded to in your communication of the 

inst. The principal heads of that document 1 have brought with 
me, abridged in this paper.’’ 

Here the Prince handed to Mr. Beckendorff a MS. pamphlet, 
consisting of several sheets closely written. The Minister bowed 
very graciously as he took it from his Highness’ hand ; and then, 
without even looking at it, laid it on the table. 

“ You, sir, I perceive,” continued the Prince, “ are acquainted 
with its contents ; and it will therefore be unnecessary for me at 
present to expatiate upon their individual expediency, or to argue 
for their particular adoption. And, sir, when wc observe the pro- 
gress of the human mind, when we take into consideration the 
quick march of intellect, and the wide expansion of enlightened 
views and liberal principles — ^wben w^e take a bird’s-eye view of the 
history of man from the earliest ages to the present moment, I feel 
that it would be folly in me to conceive for an instant, that the mea- 
sures developed and recommended in that paper will not finally 
receive the approbation of his Royal Highness. As to the exact 
origin of slavery, Mr. Beckendorff, I confess that I am not, at this 
moment, prepared distinctly to speak. That the Divine Author of 
our religiqp was its decided enemy, I am informed, is dear. That 
the slavery of ancient times was the origin of the feudal service of 
a more modern period, is a point on which men of learning have 
not precisely made up their minds. With regard to the exact state 
of the ancient German people, Tacitus affords us a great deal of 
most interesting inforrnutioij. Whether or not, certain passages 
which I have brought with me marked in the Germania are in- 
contestable evidences that our ancestors enjoyed or understood the 
practice of a wise and well-regulated representative system, is a 
point on wdiich I shall be liajipy to receive the opinion of so dis- 
tinguished a statesman as Mr. Beckendorff. In stei»piiig forward, 
as 1 have felt it my duty to do, as the advocate of poj)ular rights 
and national privileges, 1 am desirous to prove that 1 have not be- 
come the votary of innovation and the professor of revolutionary 
doctrines. The passages of the Roman author in question, and 
an ancient charter of the Emperor Charlemagne, are, I consider, 
docisive and sufficient precedents for the measures which 1 have 
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thought proper to sanction by my approval, and to support by my 
inhuence. A Minister, Mr. Beckendorff, must take care that in 
the great race of politics the minds of his countrymen do not leave 
his own behind them. We must never forget the powers and 'ea<* 
pabilities of man. On this very spot, perhaps, some centuries a|^6 
savages clothed in skins were committing cannibalism in a forest 
We must not forget, I repeat, that it is the business of those to 
whom Providence has allotted the responsible possession of power 
and influence — that it is their duty — our duty, Mr. Beckendorff— 
to become guardians of our weaker fellow-creatufcs — tliat all power 
is a trust — that we are accountable for its exercise — ^that, from the 
people, and for the people, all springs, and all must exist ; and that, 
unless we conduct ourselves with the requisite wisdom, prudence, 
and propriety, the whole system of society will be disorganised ; 
and this country, in particular, will fall a victim to that system of 
corruption and miagovernment, which has already occasioned tlie de- 
struction of the great kingdoms mentioned in the Bible ; and many 
other States besides — Greece, Rome, Carthage, &c." 

Thus ended the peroration of an harangue, consisting of an 
incoherent arrangement of imperfect iy-remembered facts, and 
misunderstood principles; all gleaned by his Highness from the 
enlightening articles of the Reisenburg journ«als. Like Brutus, 
the Prince of Little Lilliput paused for a reply. 

“ Mr. von Pliilipson,’^ said his companion, when his Highness 
had finished, ‘‘you apeak like a man of sensc.'^ Having given 
this answer, Mr. Beckendorff rose from his seat, and walked 
straight out of the room. 

The Prince, at first, took the answer for a compliment ; but Mr. 
Beckendorff not returning, he began to have a faint idea that he 
was neglected. In this uncertainty, he rang the bell for his friend 
Clara. 

“ Mrs. Clara ! where is your master ? ” 

“ Just gone out, sir.” 

“ How do you mean ? ” 

“ He has gone out with his gun, sir.” 

“ You are quite sure he has gone out ? 

“ Quite sure, sir. I took him his coat and boots myself.'^ 

“ I am to understand, then, that your master has gone out ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, Mr. Beckendorff has gone out. He will be home for 
his noon-meal.” 

“ That is enough ! — Grey ! ” called out the indignant Prince, 
darting into the garden. 

“ Well, m'y dear Prince,” said Vivian, “what can possibly be 
the matter?” 

“The matter! insanity can be the only excuse; insanity can 
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idone account for his preposterous eonduet. We hare seen enough 
of him. The repetition of absurdity is only wearisome* Frsy 
ipe in getting our horses immediately/’ 

^'{jertainljr^ if you wish it ; but remember you brought me here 
as josar friend and eounsellor. As 1 bare accepted Hie trust, 1 
cannot be^ bcbg sensible of the responsibility. Before, therefore, 
you finally resolve upon departure pray let me be fully acquainted 
with the circumstances which bas impelled you to this sudden 
resolution/’ 

** Willingly, my good friend, could 1 only command my temper ; 
and yet to fall into a passion with a madman is almost a mark of 
madness : but his maiimer and his conduct are so provoking and so 
puzzling, that I cannot altogether repress my irritability. And that 
ridieuious incognito ! why 1 sometimes begin to think that I really 
am Mr. von Philipsou 1 An incc^nito forsooth ! for what ? to de- 
ceive whom ? Ills household apparently only consists of two per- 
sons, one of whom has visited me in my own castle ; and the other 
is a cross old hag, who would not be able to comprel^iKl my rank 
if she were aware of it. But to the point ! When you left the 
room, 1 was determined to be trifled with no longer, and 1 asked 
him in a firm voice, and very marked manner, whether I might 
command his immediate attention to very important business, lie 
professed to be at my service. 1 opened the affair by taking n 
cuiwory, yet definite, review of the principles in which my poli- 
tical conduct had originated, and on which it was founded. I 
flattered myself that 1 had produced an impression. Sometimes 
wc are in a better cue for^ these expositions than at otliers, and 
to-day 4 was really unusually felicitous. My memory never de- 
serted. 1 was, at the same time, luminous and profound; and 
while 1 was guided by the philosophicid spirit of the present day, 1 
showed, by my various reading, that I respected the exj)eriencc of 
antiquity. In short, I was ssitisfipd with myself ; and with the ex- 
ception of one single point about the origin of slavery, which un- 
fortunately got entangled with the feudal system, I could not have 
got on better had Sievera himself been at my side. Nor did I 
spare Mr. Beckendorff ; but on the contrary, I said a few things 
which, hml he been in his senses, must, 1 imagine, have gone 
home. Do you know I finished by drawing his own character, 
and showing the inevitable effects of his ruinous policy: and what 
do you think he did?’' 

** Left you in a passion ? ” 

Not at all. He seemed very much struck by what I had said, 
and apparently understood it. I have heard that iu some species 
of insanity the patient is perfectly able to comprehend everything 
addressed to him, though at that point his sanity ceases, and he is 
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'imable to answeri or to act. Tbk must be Becls;endorff*s case ; for 
no sooner had I finished, than he rose up immediately, and sayings 
that 1 spoke like a man of sense, abruptly quitted the room.* l%e 
housekeeper says he will not be at home ag^ain till that intenad 
ceremony takes plaoe, cahed the noon-meal. !Now do hot you a4- 
vise me to be off as soon as possible?'^ 

It will require some deliberation. Pray did you not speak to 
him last night? ” 

Ah! 1 forgot that I had not been able to speak to you since 
then. Well! last night, what do you think he did? When you 
were gone, he had the insolence to congratulate me on the oppor- 
tunity then afforded of playing double dummy; and when I de- 
clined his proposition, but said that if he wished to have an hour’s 
conversation I was at his service, he very coolly told me that he 
never talked, and bade me good night! Did you ever know such a 
madman ? He never goes to bed. 1 only had a sofa. Ho w- the 
deuce did you sleep ? " 

Well, and safely, considering tliat I was in a summer-house 
without lock or bolt.'' 

“ Well ! I need not ask you now as to your opinion of our imme- 
diately getting off. We shall have, however, some trouble about 
our horses, for he will not allow a quadruped near the house, ex- 
cept some monster of an animal that he rides himself; and 
St. Hubert ! I cannot find out where our steeds arc. What shall 
wc do ? ’’ But Vivian did not answer. “ What are you thinking 
of ? '' continued his Highness. “ Why don’t you answer ? ’’ 

“ Your Highness must not go,” sdll Vivian, shaking his bead. 

‘‘ Not go ! why so ? ” 

“ Depend upon it, you are wrong about Beckendorff. That he 
8 a humourist, there h no doubt ; but it appears to me to be equally 
clear, that his queer habits and singular mode of life are not of 
late adoption. WJmt lie is now, he must have been these ten, per- 
haps these twenty years, perhaps more. Of this there are a thou- 
sand proofs about us. As to the overpowering cause which has 
made him the character he appears at present, it is needless for 
us to inquire. Probably some incident in his private life, in all 
likelihood connected with the mysterious picture. Let us be satis- 
fied with the effect. If the case be as 1 state it, in his private life 
and habits Beckendorff must have been equally iuconiprelieusible 
and equally siiigular at the very time that, in his public capacity, 
lie was producing such brilliant results, as at the present moment. 
Now then, can we believe him to be insane ? I anticipate your ob- 
jections. I know you will enlarge upon the evident absurdity «f 
li» inviting his political opponent to his house, for a grove con- 
suUatioii m the most important affairs, and then treating him w 
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be hae doneyoa; yrhm it must be clear to hirntbatpu cannot be 
ngain duped, and when he must feel that, were he to amuse you 
as many weeks as he has days, your plans and your position would 
not be injuriously affected. Be it so. — ^Probably a humourist like 
B^kendorff cannot, even in the most critical moment, altogether 
restrain the bent of his capricious inclinations. However, my 
dear Prince, I will lay no stress upon this point. My opinion, 
indeed my conviction, is, that Beckendorff acts from design. I 
have considered his conduct well ; and 1 have observed all that 
you have seen, and more than you have seen, and keenly. De- 
pend upon it, that since you assented to the interview, Beckendorff 
has been obliged to shift his intended position for negotiation. 
Sonic of the machinery has gone wrong. Fearful, if ho had post- 
poned your visit, you should imagine that he was only again amus- 
ing yon, and consequently would listen to no future overtures, he has 
allowed you to attend a conference for which he is not prepared. 
That he is making desperate exertions to bring the business to a 
point is my firm opinion ; and you would perhaps agree with me, 
were you as convinced as I am, that since we parted last night our 
host has been to Reisenburg and back again.’^ 

To Reisenburg, and back again ! 

** Ay ! I rose this morning at an early hour, and imagining that 
both you and Beckendorff liad not yet made your appearance, I 
escaped from tlie grounds, intending to explore part of the sur- 
rounding country. In my stroll I came to a narrow winding 
road, wiiich I am convinced lies in the direction towards Reisen- 
burg; there, for some reaslH or other, I loitered more than an 
hour, and very probably should have been too late for breakfast, 
had not I been recalled to myself by the approach of a horse- 
man, It was Beckendorff, covered with dust and mud. His horse 
had been evidently hard ridden. I did not think much of it at the 
time, because I supposed he might have been out for three or four 
hours, and hard-worked, but I nevertheless was struck by his ap- 
pearance ; and when you mentioned that he went out riding at a 
late hour last night, it immediately occurred to me, that had he 
come home at one or two o'clock, it was not very probable that he 
would have gone out again at four or five, I have no doubt that 
my conjecture is correct — Beckendorff has been to Reisenburg.” 

You have placed this business in a new and important light,” 
said the Prince, his expiring hopes reviving ; what, then, do you 
advise me to do ?” 

To he quiet. If your own view of the case be right, you can 
act as well to-morrow or the next day as this moment ; on the 
contrary, if mine be the correct one, a moment may enable 
Beckendorff himself to bring affairs to a crisis. In either case, I 
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recommend you to be sQent, and in no manner to aOttdo 
any more to the object of your visit. If you speak, you only give 
opportunities to Beckendorff of ascertaining your opinions and 
your inclinations ; and your silence, after such frequent attempts m 
your side to promote discussion upon business, will soon be#s- 
covered by him to be systematic. This will not decrease his 
opinion of your sagacity and firmness. The first principle of 
negotiation is to make your adversary respect you/' 

After long consultation, the Prince determined to follow Vivian's 
advice ; and so firmly did he adhere to his purpose, that when he 
met Mr. Beckendorff at the noon meal, he asked him, with a very 
unembarrassed voice and manner, what sport he had had in the 
morning." 

The noon meal again consisted of a single dish, as exquisitely 
dressed, however, as the preceding one. It was a haunch of 
venison. 

“ This is my dinner, gentlemen," said Beckendorff ; let it be 
your luncheon ; I have ordered your dinner at sunset." 

After having eaten a slice of the haunch, Mr. Beckendorff rose 
from tabic, and said, ‘‘ We will have our wine in the drawing-room, 
Mr. von Philipson, and then you will not be disturbed by my 
birds." 

lie left the room. 

To the drawing-room, therefore, his two guests soon adjourned. 
They found him busily employed with his pencil. The Princo 
thought it must be a cliart or a fortification at least, and was 
rather surprised when Mr. Bcckeiid^Pf asked him the magnitude 
of Mirac in Bootes ; and the Prince, confessing his utter ignorance 
of the subject, the Minister threw aside his unfinished Planisphere, 
and drew his chair to them at the table. It was with satisfaction 
that his Highness perceived a bottle of his favourite Tokay ; and 
with no little astonishment he observed that, to-day, there were 
three wine-glasses placed before them. They were of peculiar 
beauty, and almost worthy, for their elegant shapes and great 
antiquity, of being included in the collection of the Grand-Duke of 
Johaniiisberger. 

After exhausting tlieir. bottle, in which they were assisted to the 
extent of one glass by their host, who drank Mr. von Philipson's 
health with cordiality, they assented to Mr. BcckcndoriTs propo 
sition of visiting his fruitery. 

To the Prince's great relief, dinner-time soon amved; and 
having employed a couple of hours on that meal very satisfactorily, 
he and Vivian adjourned to the drawing-room, having previously 
pledged their honour to each other, that nothing should again 
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jodnce to piny darntny wiifefc. Their resolu^fions imd t^iir 
fromises irere nee^efis, Mr. Beckendorff, who was oppo- 

dte the fire when came into the room, neitlier by word noir 
motion acknowledge that he was aware of therr entrance. 
iWtAn found refag^c in a book; and the Prince, after bailing 
examined and Tc-examined the brilliant birds that bgiired on the 
Anwbg-roora paper, fell asleep upon the sofa. Mr. Beckendoxff 
took down the guitar, and aocompanied himself in a low voice for 
sometime; then he suddenly ceased, and stretching out his legs, 
and 8upi>oriing his thumbs in the armholes of hk ilhistcoat, he 
leant back in his chair, and Temained motionless, with his eyes 
fixed ui>on the picture. Vivian, in turn gazed upon this singular 
being, and the fair pictured form which he seemed to idolise. 
Was he, too, unhappy ? Had he too been bereft in the hour of his 
proud and perfect joy ? Had he too lost a virgin bride ? His 
agony overcame him, the book fell from his hand, and he sighed 
aloud ! Mr. Beckendorff started, and the Prince awoke. Vivian, 
confounded, and unable to overpower his ^motions, uttered some 
•hasty words, explanatory, apologetical, and contradictory, and 
retired. In his walk to the summer-house, a man passed liim 
in spite of a great cloak, Vivian recognised him as their messengci 
and guide ; and liis ample mantle did not conceal his riding boots, 
and the spurs whicli glistened in the moonlight. 

It was ail hour past midnight when the door of the summer- 
house softly opened, and Mr. Beckendorff entered . He started when 
he found Vivian still undres^d, and pacing up and down the little 
chamber. The young mai^|ptde an effort, when he witnessed an 
intruder, to compose a countenance whose agitation could not be 
conccjiied. 

“ What, are you up again ?" said Mr. Beckendorff. “ Are you 
ill?” 

" Would I were as well in mind as in body ! I have not yet 
imen to rest. We cannot command our feelings at all moments, 
hir ; and at this, especially, I felt that I had a right to count upon 
Ixjiug alone.” 

“ I exceedingly regret that I have disturbed you,” said Mr. Beck- 
cndoifiT, in a kind voice, and in a manner which responded to the 
sympatliy of liis tone. ^ I thought that you had been long asleep. 
There is a star wliieli 1 cannot exactly make out. I fancy it must 
he a comet, and so I ran to the observatory; but let me not disturb 
you;” and Mr. Beckendorff was retiring. ♦ 

" You do not disturb me, sir. 1 cannot sleep: pray ascend.*^ 

" Never mind the star. But if you really have no inclination to 
oleeis us sit dawi^ and have a little conversation; ox perhaps 
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«vrc liad better tabe a stroll* It is a warm As he 

spoke, Mr. Beckendorff gentlj put his arm within Firian^sand led 
him down the st^. 

“ Are yotk an astrcmomer, sir asked BeckendoiC 
i can tell the great Bear from the little Dog; but I consfess 
that 1 look upon the stars rather in a poetical than a scientific 
spirit.” 

^ Hum! I confess I do not.” 

“There are moments,” continued Vivian, “when 1 cannot 
refrain from believing that these mysterious luminaries have more 
iiidueuee over our fortunes than modern tim^ are disposed to 
believe. 1 feel that I am getting less sceptical, perhaps 1 should 
say more credulous, every day; but sorrow makes us super- 
stitious.” 

I discard all such fantasies,” said Mr. Beckeudorff ; “they only 
tend to enervate our mental energies, and paralyse all liumaii ex- 
ertion. It is the belief in these, and a thousand otlier deceits 1 
could mention, which teach man that he is not the master of his 
own mind, but the ordained victim, or the chance sport of circum- 
stances, that makes millioiis ])ass through life unimpressive as 
shadows ; and has gained for this existence tl^ stigma of a vanity 
which it does not deserve.” 

“ I wish that I could think as you do,” said Vivian ; “ but the 
experience of ray life forbids me. Within only these last two years, 
my career bvs, in so many instances, indicated that 1 am not the 
master of ray own conduct; that, no longer able to resist tlic con- 
viction which is hourly impressed I recognise in every con- 

tingency the pro-ordination of ray fate.” 

“A delusion of the brain!” said Beckendorff, very quickly, 
“ Fate, Destiny, Chance, particular and special Frovideuce — ^idle 
words ! Dismiss them all, sir ! A man’s fate is his own temper ; 
and according to that will be his opinion as to the particular man- 
ner in which the course of events is regulated. A consistent man 
believes in Destiny — a capricious man in Chance.” 

“ But, sir, what is a man’s temper ? It may be changed every 
hour. I started in life with very different feelings from those 
which I profess at this moment. With great deference to you, I 
imagine that you mistake the effect for the cause ; for surely tem- 
per is not' the origin, but the result of those circumstances of whidi 
we are all the creatures.” 

“ Bir, 1 deny it. Man is not the creature of circumstances. 
Cirenrastances are the creatures of men. We are free agents, and 
man is more powerful than matter. X recognise no intervening 
inffuenee between that of the established course of nature, and my 
own mind. Truth may be distorted — may be stxfied—be euppeewad. 
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The invention of conning deceits may, and in most instanceB does, 
prevent man from exercising his own powers. They have made 
him responsible to a realm of shadows, and a suitor in a court of 
shades. He is ever dreading authonty which does not exist, and 
fearing the occurrence of penalties which there are none to enforce. 
But the mind that dares to extricate itself from these vulgar pre- 
judices, that proves its loyalty to its Creator by devoting all its 
adoration to his glory — such a spirit as this becomes a master-mind, 
and that master-mind will invariably find that circumstances arc 
its slaves.” 

‘‘ Mr. fieckendorff, yours is a very bold pliilosophy, of which I, 
myself, was once a votary. How successful in my service, you may 
judge by finding me a wanderer.^' 

« Sir! your present age is the age of error; your whole system 
is founded on a fallacy: you believe that a man’s temper can 
change. I deny it. If you have ever seriously entertained the 
views which I profess ; if, as you lead me to suppose, you have 
dared to act upon them, and failed ; sooner or later, whatever may 
be your present conviction, and your present feelings, you will 
recur to your original wishes, and your original pursuits. With a 
mind experienced and matured, you may in all probability be suc- 
cessful; and then 1 suppose, stretching your legs in your easy 
chair, you will at the same moment be convinced of your own 
genius, and recognise your own Destiny 1 ” 

« With regard to myself, Mr. Beckendorff, I am convinced of 
the erroneousness of your views. It is my opinion, that no one 
who has dared to think, cau^k upon this world in any other than 
a mournful spirit. Young H I am, nearly two years have elapsed 
since, disgusted with the world of politics, I retired to a foreign 
solitude. At length, with passions subdued, and, as I flatter my- 
self, with a mind matured, convinced of tlic vanity of all human 
affairs, I felt emboldened once more partially to mingle with my 
species. Bitter ns my lot Inxd been, 1 had discovered the origin 
of my misery in my own unbridled passions; and, tranquil and 
subdued, I now trusted to pass through life as certain of no fresh 
sorrows, as I was of no fresh joys. And yet, sir, I am at this 

moment sinking under the infliction of unparalleled misery 

misery which I feel I have a right to believe was undeserved. But 
why expatiate to a stranger on sorrow which must be secret ? I 
deliver myself up to my remorseless Fate.” 

‘‘ What is Grief?” said Mr. Beckendorff ; — if it be excited by 
the fear of some contingency, instead of grieving, a man should 
exert his energies, and prevent its occurrence. If, on the con- 
trary, it be caused by au event, that which has been occasioned by 
anything human, by the co-operation of human circumstances, can 
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be, and invariably is, removed by the same means* Grief is the 
agony of an instant ; the indulgence of Grief, tlie blunder of a 
life. Mix in the world, and in a month’s time you will speak to 
me very diiferently. A young man, you meet with disap-* 
pointment, — in spite of all your exalted notions of your own 
powers, you immediately sink under it. If your belief of your 
powers were sincere, you should have proved it by the manner in 
which you have struggled against adversity, not merely by the 
mode in which you laboured for advancement. The latter is 
but a very inferior merit. If in fact you wish to succeed, success, 
I repeat, is at your command. You talk to me of your experience ; 
and do you think that my sentiments are the crude opinions of an 
unpractised man? Sir! I am not fond of conversing with any 
person ; and, therefore, far from being inclined to maintain an 
argument in a spirit of insincerity, merely for the sake of a victory 
of words. Mark what I say : it is truth. Ko Minister ever yet 
fell, but from his own inefficiency. If his downfall be occasioned, 
as it generally is, by the intrigues of one of his own creatures, his 
downfall is merited for having been the dupe of a tool, which in 
all probability he should never have employed. If he fall through 
the open attacks of his political opponents, his downfall is equally 
deserved, for having occasioned by his impolicy the formation of a 
party; for having allowed it to be formed; or for not having 
crushed it when formed. No conjuncture can possibly occur, 
however fearful, however tremendous it may appear, from which 
a man, by his own energy, may not extricate liimselt^ — as a ma- 
riner by the rattling of Ids cannon dissipate the impending 
water-spout!” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

It was on the third day of the visit to Mr. Beckcndorff, just as 
that gentleman was composing his mind after his noon meal with 
his favourite Cremona, and in a moment of rapture raising his in- 
strument high in air, that the door was suddenly daslied open, 
and Essper George rushed into the room. The intruder, the mo- 
ment that his eye caught Vivian, flew to his master, and seizing 
him by the arm, commenced and continued a loud shout of exulta- 
tion, accompanying his scream the whole time by a kind of quick 
dance ; which, though not quite as clamorous as the Pyrrhic, never- 
theless completely drowned the scientifle harmony of Mr. Becken- 
dorff. 

Bo astounded were the three gentlemen by this unexpected en- 
trance» that some moments elapsed ere either of them found 
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wovdii flt liiR command. At ieng^tli the sumtar «f tha bease 
spake. 

Mr. von Phib'paoQ) I be^ the fiaveor of betog^ xnfemied vhcr 
tins person is ?” 

The Prince did not axiewer^ but looked at ViTmTi in great dis* 
tro.^ ; and just as our hero was about to gire Mr. Beckendoi'ff 
tlie requisite informatioD, Essper George, taking up the parable 
himself, seized the opportunity of explaining the mystery. 

^ Who am I ? — who are you ? I am an honest man, and no 
traitor; and if all were the same, why then there would be no 
rogues in Reisenburg. Who am I ? — a man. There’s an arm ! 
there’s a leg ! Can you see tlirough a wood By twilight ? if so,, 
yours is a better eye than mine. Can you eat an unskinned 
hai*e,. or dine on the haunch of a bounding stag ? if so, your teeth 
:u*e sharper than mine. Can you hear a robber’s footstep when 
he’s kneeling before murder? or can you listen to the snow fall- 
ing on Midsummer’s day? if so, your ears are finer than mine. 
fJan you run with a chamois ? — can you wrestle with a bear ? — 
can you swim with an otter 3 if so. I’m your match. How many 
cities have you seen? — ^how many knaves haare you gulled? — 
Which is dearest, bread or justice? — Why do men pay more for 
the protection of life, than liise itself? — Ls cheatery a stayde at 
Constantinople ns it is at Vienna? — and what’s the difference 
between a Baltic merchant and a Greek pirate ? — tell me all this, 
and 1 will tell you who went in mourning in the moon at the death 
of tlie last comet. Who am 1, indeed ! ” 

The embarrassment of the Prince and Vivian, while Essper 
(loorge addressed to Mr. Beckendorff these choice queries, was 
indescribable. Once Vivian tried to clieck him, but in vain. He 
did not repeat bis attempt, for he was sufficiently employed in 
restraining his own agitation, and keeping his own countenance ; 
for in sjiite of the mortification and anger that Essper’s appear- 
ance had excited in liim, still an unfortunate, but innate taste for 
the ludicrous, did not allow him to be perfectly insensible to the 
Immour of the scene. Mr, Beckendorff listened very quietly till 
Essper had finished — he then rose. 

“ Mr. von Pliilij)son,” said he, " as a personal favour to yourself, 
and to my own great inconvenience, I consented that in tliis inter- 
view you should be attended by a friend. I did not reckon upon 
your servant, and it is impoaeible that I can tolerate his presence 
for a moment. You know how I live, and that my sole attendant 
is a female. I allow no male servants within this house. Even 
when his Royal Highness honours me with liis presence, he is un- 
attended. 1 desire that 1 am immediately released from the pre- 
sence of this buffoon.” 
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Sol life- BedKendoitff left tiie room, 

" Who are yoa V* said Esspar following^ him, witli hk bock 
his ^ad on hm chest, Asd lus eyes g^lanciiig. The imitaiioii wae 
perfect. 

^^Esspar/’ said Vivian, ‘^your eondnet ia inexcusable, the mis^ 
chief that you have dene irreparable, and your punishment shall 
be severe.,” 

Severe ! Why, what day did my master sell his gratitude for a 
silver grosclieii ! Is this the return for finding yon out, and saving 
you from a thousand times more desperate gang than that Bmron 
at Ema ! Severe indeed will be your lot when you oi*e in a dun- 
geon in Keisenburg Castle, with black bread for roast veniaon, and 
sour water for Rhenish I ” 

Why, what are you talking about ?” 

Talking about ! About treason, and arch traitors, and an old 
scoundrel who lives in a lone lane, and dares not look you stnugbt 
in tlie face. Why, his very blink is enough to hang him without, 
trial ! ” 

Essper, cease immediately this rhodomontade, and then in dia« 
tiuct terms inform his Highness and myself of the causes of thi»' 
unparalleled intrusion.” • 

The impressiveness of Vivian^s manner produced a proper 
effect ; and except that he simke somewhat affectedly slow, and 
ridiculously precise, Essper George delivered himself with greats 
clearness. 

“ You see, sir, you never let me know that you were going to* 
leave, and so when 1 found that you did not come back, I made bold 
to speak to Mr. Arnelm when he came home from hunting ; but I 
could not get enough breath out of him to stop a lady-bird on a 
rose-leaf. I did not much like it, your honour, for I was among 
strangers, and so were you, you know. Well, then, I went to 
Master Rodolpli; lie was very kind to me, and seeing me in low 
spirits, and thinking me, I suppose, in love, or in debt, or that I had 
done some piece of mischief, or hivd something or other preying on 
my mind ; he conies to me, and says, ‘ Essper/ said he — you re- 
member Master Rodolph’s voice, sir ?” 

‘‘To the point. Never let me hear Mister Rodolph's name 
again.” 

“Yes, sir! Well, well! he said to mo, ‘Come and dine with 
me in my room / says I, ‘ I will.' A good offer should never be re- 
fused, unless we have a better one at the same time. Whereupon, 
after dinner, Master Rodolpli said to me — ‘ We will have a bottle 
of Burgundy for a treat.' You see, sir, we were rather sick of the 
Rhenish. Well, sir, we were free with the wine; and Master 
Rodolpli, who is never easy except when he knows eveiything, 
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must be tiying, you eee» to get out of me what it iv^ that made me 
so down iu the mouth. I, seeing ihis, thought I would put off the 
secret to another battle ; which being produced, I did not conceal 
from him any longer what was making me so low. Rodolph, said I, 
I do not like my young master going out in this odd way : he is of 
a temper to get into scrapes, and I should like very much to know 
what he and the Prince (saving your Highness’ presence) are after. 
They have been shut up in that Cabinet these two nights, and though 
I walked by the door pretty often, devil a bit of a word ever came 
through the key-hole ; and so you see, ^Rodolph,’ said I, ‘it requires 
a bottle or two of Burgundy to keep my spirits up.’ Well, your 
Highness, strange to say, no sooner had 1 spoken, than Master 
Rodolph put his head across the little table — ^we dined at the little 
table on the right hand of the room as you enter ” 

« Go on.” 

I am going on. Well ! he put liis head across the little table, 
and said to me in a low whisper, cocking his odd-looking eye at the 
same time, ‘ 1 tell you what, Essper, you are a deuced sharp fel- 
low ! ’ and so, giving a shake of his head, and another wink of his 
eye, he was quiet. I smelt a rat, but 1 did not begin to pump 
directly, but after fhe third bottle, ‘ Rodolph,’ said I, ‘ with regard 
to your last observation (for wc had not spoken lately, Burgundy 
being feo fat a wine for talking), we arc botli of us sharp fellows. I 
dare say now, you and I are thinking of the same thing.’ ‘No 
doubt of it,’ said Eodolj^h. And so, sir, he agreed to tell me what 
he was thinking of, on condition that I should be equally frank 
afterwards. Well, then, he told me that there were sad goings on 
at Turriparva.” 

“ The deuce ! ” said the Prince. 

“ Let him tell Iiis story,” said Vivian. 

“ Sad goings on at Turriparva! He wished that his Highness 
would hunt more, and attend less to politics ; and tlien he told me, 
quite confidentially, that his Highness the I’rince, and Heaven 
knows how many other Princes besides, had leagued together, and 
were going to dethrone the Grand-Duke, and that liis master was 
to bo made King, and |^, Master Rodolph, Prime Minister. Hear- 
ing all this, and duly Slowing for a tale over a bottle, 1 made no 
doubt, as I find to be the case, that you, good master, were about to 
be led into some mischief ; and as I know that conspiracies are 
always unsuccessful, I have done my best to save my master ; and 
1 beseech you, upon my knees, to get out of the scrape as soon as 
you possibly can.” Here Essper George threw liimseh* at Vivian’s 
feet, and entreated him to quit the house immediately. 

“ Was ever anything so absurd and so mischievous!” ejaculated 
the Prince s and then he conversed with Vivian for some time in a 
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wliisper. »fc length Vivian said, ^you havei eemndtiad 

one of the most perfect and most injurious blunders that you could 
possibly perpetrate. The mischief which may result from your 
imprudent conduct is incalculable. How long is it since you hove 
thought proper to regelate your conduct on the absurd falsehoods 
of a drunken stewaro? His Highness and myself wish to consult 
in private t hut on no account leave the house. Now mind me ; 
if you leave this house without my permission, you forfeit the little 
chance which remains of being retained in service/^ 

Where am I to go, sir?” 

‘‘ Stay in t^e passage.^' 

“ Suppose (here lie imitated Beckendorff) comes to me.*' 

Then open the door, and come into this room.'' 

Well," said the Prince, when thp door was at length shut; 

one thing is quite clear. lie does not know who Beckendorff is." 

" So far satisfactory ; but I feel the force of your Highness' 
observations. It is a most puzzling case. To send him back to 
Tiirriparva w'ould be madness : the whole affair would be imme- 
diately revealed over another bottle of Burgundy with Master 
Rodolph ; in fact, your Highness’ visit would be a secret to no one 
in the country : your host would be soon discovered, and the evil 
consequences are incalculable. 1 know no one to send hini to at 
Reisciiburg ; and if 1 did, it appears to me that the saA objec- 
tions equally apply to his proceeding to that city as to his returning 
to Turriparva. What is to be done ? Surely some demon must 
have inspired him. We cannot now request Beckendorff to allow 
him to stay here ; and if we did, I am convinced, from his tone and 
manner, that nothing could induce him to comply with our wish. 
The only course to be pursued is certainly an annoying one ; but 
so far as I can judge, it is the only mode by which very serious 
mischief can be prevented. Let me proceed forthwith to Reiseii- 
hurg with Essper . Placed im mediately under my eye, and solemnly 
adjured by me to silence, I think I can answer, particularly when 
I give him a gentle hint of the station of Beckendorff, for his pre- 
serving the confidence with which it will now be our policy par- 
tially to entrust him. It is, to say the least, awkward and dis- 
tressing to leave you alone, hut what is to be done ? It does not 
appear that I can now be of any material service to you. I have 
assisted you as much, and more, than we could reasonably have sup- 
posed it would have been in my power to have done, by throwing 
some light upon the character and situation of Beckendorff. With 
the clue to his conduct, which my chance meeting with him yester- 
day morning has afforded us, the only point for your Highness to 
determine is, as to the length of time you will resolve to wait for 
his communication. As to your final agreement together, with 
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jmt g«f4Sed \ierA and decMed frurposet^ the diffici^ 

of wtg 0 ^aaioa ndll W oa hie aide. ^Whatever, mj dear Prkice*’^ 
canthiiieil Vi?.Taii, irith m very aignificant voice ai^ very marked 
empha^ •* wha^ever^v a^ dear Prince^ may be your secret wishes, 
heaeaured than to attaia' them i& your present negotiatioRryoahave 
mdjtahe firm. Lei nothing divert you from your purpose^ and 
the termination of tWa interview mu^. be gratifying to you.” 

The Prince of Little Lilliput was very disinclined to part with 
his shrewd coiinselier,» who had already done him considerable ser- 
vice; and he strongly opposed Vivian’s proposition. His oppo- 
sition, however, like that of most other persons,. w^as u^companied 
by any suggestion of his owm. And as both agreed that something 
must be done, it of course ended in the Prince bd||g of opinion 
that Vivian’s advice must be followed. The Prince was really 
very mtich afie^ted by this sudden and unexpected parting with one 
for whom, though lie had known him so short a time, he began to 
entertain a sincere regard. I owe you my life,” said the Prince, 
^ and perhaps more than my life ; and here we are about suddenly 
to pm*t, never to meet again. I wish I could get you to make 
Turripan'a your home. You should have your own suite of rooms, 
your own horses, y-our own servants ; and never feel for an instant 
that you were not master of all around you. In truth,” continued 
the Fimje, with great earnestness, " I wish, my dear friend, you 
would really think seriously of this. You know you could visit 
Vienna, and even Italy, and yet return to xno. Max would be 
delighted to see you ; he loves you already ; and Sievers and his 
Itbranr would be at your command. Agree to my proposition, 
dear friend.” 

“ 1 can not express to your Highness how sensible I am of 3 '^our 
kindness. Your friendship I sincerely value, and shall never for- 
get; but I am too unhappy and unlucky a being to burden any 
one with my constant presence. Adieu ! or will you go witli me 
t-o Beckendorff?” 

« Oh, go with you by all means! Bat,” said the Prince, taking 
a rnby ring of great antiquity off Ids finger, « I should feel happy 
if you would weai* this fur my sake.” 

The Prince was so much affected at the thoiiglits of parting 
with Vivian, that lie could scarcely speak. Vivian accepted the 
ring with a cordiality which the kind-hearted donor deserved ; and 
yet our hero unfortunately had had rather too mncli experience of 
the world, not to be aware that, most probably, ?n leas than 
anoriier week his affectionate friend would not be able to recall 
his name undei* an hour’s recollection. Such are friends I The 
moment that we are not at their side, we ore neglected and the 
nMaent that we die, we are forgotten ! 
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Tliey found Mr. Beckendorff in his library. In apprising Mr. 
Beckendorff of his intention of immediately quilting: Iris 
Vivian did not omit to state the causes of his sudden dei)artifr'e. 
These not only accounted for the abruptness of his inoven^nt* but 
also gave Beckendorf an opportunity of preventing its necessity, 
by allowing Essper to remain. But the opportunity was- pot 
seized by Mr. Beckendorff. The truth was, that gentleman had a 
particular wish to see Vinan out of his house. In allowing tin* 
IMnoe of Little Lilliput to be attended during the interview by a 
friend^ Beckendorff had prepared himself for the reception of Home 
brawny Jagd Junker, or some thick-headed Ghaml>erlain, who ho 
reckoned MUd act rather as an incumbrance than an aid to Ins 
opponent. was witli great mortification, therefore, that he 
found him accompanied by a shrewd, experienced, wary, and edu- 
cated Englishman. A man like Beckendorff soon discovered timt 
Vivian Grey’s was no common mind. His conversation with him, 
of the last night, had given him some notion of his powers ; and 
the moment that Beckendorff saw Essper George«tnter tlie house, 
he determined that he should be the cause o( Vivian lea^dng it. 
There was also another and weighty reason for Mr. Beckendorff 
desiring that the Prince of Little Lilliput should at tliis moment 
be left to himself. 

Mr. Grey will ride on to Reisenburg immediately,’' said the 
Prince ; “ and, my dear friend, you may depend upon liaving your 
luggage by the day after to-morrow. I shall be at Turriparva 
early to-morrow, and it will be my first care.” 

This was said in a very loud voice, and^both gentlemen watclwd 
Mr. Beckendoiff’s countenance as the information was given ; but 
no emotion was visible. 

" Well, sir, good morning to you,” said Mr. Beckendorff ; “ I am 
very sorry you are going. Had I known it sooner, I would have 
given yon a letter. Mr. von Phili]»son,” said Beckendorff, “ do 
me the favour of looking over that paper.” So saying, Mr. 
Beckendorff put some official report into the Prince’s hand ; and 
while liis llighnes.s’ attention was attracted by this sudden request, 
Mr. Beckendorff’ laid his finger on Vivian’s arm, and said in a 
lower tone, 1 shall take care that you find a powerful friend at 
Reisenburg ! ” 
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BOOK VIL 

CHAPTER I. 

As Vivian left tbe room, Mr. Beckendorff was seized with an 
nnusnal desire to converse with the Prince of Little Lilliput, and 
his Highness vras consequently debarred the consolation of walking 
with his friend as far as the horses. At the little g^Mj^ivian and 
Essper encountered the only male attendant who waPallowed to 
approach the house of Mr. Beckendorff. As Viviau quietly 
walked his horse up the rough turf road, he could not refrain 
from recurring to his conversation of the previous night; and 
when he called to mind the adventures of the last six days, he had 
new cause to wOnder at, and perhaps to lament over, his singular 
fate. In that short time he had saved the life of a powerful 
Prince, and being immediately signalled out, without any exertion 
on his part, as the object of that Prince’s friendship. The moment 
he arrive at his castle, by a wonderful contingency^ he becomes 
the depositary of important state secrets, and assists in a consul- 
tation of the utmost importance with one of the most powerful 
Ministers in Europe. And now the object of so much friendship, 
confidence, and honour, he is suddenly on the road to the capital 
of the State of which his late host is the prime Minister, and his 
friend the chief subject, without even the convenience of a common 
letter of introduction ; and with little prospect of viewing with 
even the usual advantages of a common traveller, one of the most 
interesting of European Courts, 

When he had proceeded about half way up the turf lane, he 
found a private road to liis right ; w^hich, with that spiiit of ad- 
venture for which Englishmen are celebrated, he immediately 
resolved must not only lead to Reisenburg, but also carry him to 
that city much sooner than the regular high road. He had not 
advanced far up this road, before he came to the gate at which he 
had parted with Beckendorff on the morning that gentleman had 
roused him so unexpectedly from liis reverie in a green lane. He 
was surprised to find a horseman dismounting at the gate. Struck 
by this singular circumstance, the appearance of the stranger was 
not unnoticed. He was a tall and well-proportioned man, and as 
the traveller passed, he stared Vivian so fully in the face, that our 
hero did not fail to remark his very handsome countenance, the 
expression of which, however, was rather vacant and unpleasing. 
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He was dressed iu a riding*coat» exactly similar to the one always 
worn by BeckendorfiTs messenger ; and had Vivian not seen him 
so distinctly^ he would have mistaken him for that person. The 
stranger was rather indifferently mounted, and carried his doak 
and a small portmanteau at the back of his saddle. 

I suppose it is the butler," said Essper George, who now apoke 
for the first time since his dismksal from the room. Vivku did 
not answer him ; not because he entertained any angry feelhig on 
account of his exceedingly unpleasant visit By no means; — ^it 
was impossible for a man like Vivian Grey to cherish an irritated 
feeling for a second. But he did not exchange a syllable with 
Essper Ge{j||ge, merely because he was not iu the hnmout to speak. 
He could hot refrain from musing on the singular events of the 
last few days; and, above all, the eharapter of . Beckendorfi* parti* 
cularly engrossed his meditation. Their conversation of the pre* 
ceding night excited in his mind new feelings of wonder, mid re- 
vived emotions which he thought were dead, or everlastingly dor- 
mant. Apparently, the philosophy on which Beckendortf had 
regulated his career, and by which he had arrived at his pitch of 
greatness, was exactly the same with which he himself, Vivian 
Grey, had started iu life ; which he had found so fatal in its con- 
sequences ; which he believed to he so vain in its principles. How 
was this? What radical error had he committed? It required 
little consideration. Thirty, and more than thirty, years had 
passed over the head of Beckendorff, ere the world felt his power, 
or indeed was conscious of his e:ristcnce. A deep student, not only 
of m«'in in detail, hut of man in groups — not only of individuiils, 
but of nations, — Beckendorff had hived up his ample knowledge 
of all subjects which could interest his fellow-creatures ; and when 
that opportunity, which in this world occurs to all men, occurred 
to Beckendorff, he was prepared. With acquirements equal to 
his genius, Beckendorff depended only upon himself, and suc- 
ceeded. Vivian Grey, with a mind inferior to no man’s, dashed 
on the stage, in years a boy, though in feelings a man. Brilliant 
as might have been his genius, his acquirements necessarily were 
insufficient. He could not depend only upon himself ; a conse- 
quent necessity arose to have recourse to the assistance of others ; 
to inspire them with feelings which they could not share; and 
humour and manage the petty weaknesses which he himself could 
not experience. His colleagues were, at the same time, to work 
for the gratification of their own private interests, the most pal- 
pable of all abstract things ; and to carry into execution a great 
pui^ose, which their feeble minds, interested only by the first point, 
cared not to comprehend. Tlie unnatural combination failed; 
and its originator fell. To believe that he could recur again to 
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Hie travelhTB entered the idtj at sunset. Proceeding tlirougli 
an ancdent and miseemlj town, fhH of long, narrow^ and ill-paved 
sforeets, and blade unevenly huHt houses, they ascended the hill, on 
the top of which was situated the new and Besidence town of Bei- 
aenburg. The proud palace, the white squares, the architectural 
streets, the new chur^es, the elegant opera house, the splendid 
hotels, and the gay public gardens full of busts, vases, and statues, 
and sutTounded by an iron railing cost out of the cannon taken 
from both sides during the war, by the Beisenburg troops, and 
now formed into pikes and fasces, glittering with gilded heads— 
all these shining in the setting sun, produced an effect which, 
at any time, and in any place, would have been beautiful mid 
striking ; but on the present occasion were still more so, from the 
remarkable contrast they afforded to the ancient, gloomy, and 
filthy town tlirough which Vivian had just passed; and where, 
from the lowness of its situation, the sun had already set. There 
was as much difference between the old and new tovj&of Beisen- 
burg, as between the old barbai*ous Margrave, and the new and 
noble Orand-Duke, 

On the second day after liis arrival at Beisenburg, Vivian re- 
eeived the following letter from the Prince of Little Lillii>ut. — Ilis 
luggage did not accompany the epistle. 

,‘*My deab Fiuhnp, 

1% the time you have received this, 1 sliall have returned to 
Turrlpivrva. My visit to a certain gentleman was prolonged for 
one day. I never can convey to you by w'ords the sense 1 entertain 

the value of your friendship, and of your services; I trust that 
time will afford me opportunities of testifying ft by my actions. I re- 
turn home by the same road by which we came ; you remembe!* 
how excellent Uie road was, as indeed are all the roads in Beisen- 
burg ; tliat must be confessed by ail. 1 fear tliat the most partial 
admirers of the old regime cannot say as much for the convenience 
of travelling iu the time of our fathers, dood roads are most 
excellent things, aud one of the first marks of civilisation and pros- 
perity. The Emperor Napoleon, w^ho, it must be confessed, had 
^ttfber all no common mind, was celebrated for bis roads. You ^ve 
desditless admired the Boute Napoleon on tlie Rhine, and if\^ou 
Iravd into Italy, 1 am Informed tliat yon will be equally, and even 
more strutdc by the passage over the Simplou, and the other ItaKaa 
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time: nobody tm deny Umt; I eoi^ess to you that tho tisfivn 
I consider tbe wdyect, it oj^ears to nie that the pirn- 

perity, and content of a State» are the best evidences of the ii&uicmi 
and beiieheent rule of a gevemsnent. Many things are very ex* 
cellent in theory, which ace quite the revecae in practice» aiidei«n 
ludicrous. — Aud while we should do our most to promote the cause 
Sind uphold the interests of rational Hberty, still, at the same time, 
we should ever he on our guard against tiie crude ideas and revo* 
lutionary systems of those who are quite inexperienced in tlmt 
sort of particular knowledge which is necessary for all statesmen. 
Nothing is so easy as to make things look fine on paper, — we slumld 
never forget that : there is a great difference between high sound- 
ing generalities, and laborious details. Is it reasonable to expect 
that men who have passed their lives dreaming in Colleges and old 
musty Studies, should be at all calculated to take the hciid of 
afiairs, or know what measures those at the head of affairs ought 
to adopt ? — I think not. A certain personage, wlio by-the-bye is 
one of the most clear-headed and most perfect men of business 
tliat 1 ever had tlie pleasure of being acquainted with ; a real 
practical man, in short; he tells me that Professor Ekyrocket, 
whom you m most likely see at Beisenburg, wrote an ar- 
ticle in the Military Quarterly Review which is published inhere, 
on the probable expenses of a wtir between Austria and Prussia, 
and forgot the commissariat altogether. Did you -over know any 
thing so ridiculous ? Wbat business have sucli fellows to meddle 
with affairs of state ? They should certainly be put down ; tiiait 1 
think none can deny. A liberal spirit in government is certainly 
a most excellent tiling ; but wc must always renieiobei* that liberty 
may degenerate into licentiousness. Liberty is certainly a^|jipx- 
cellent thing, — that all admit ; but, as a certain person very well 
observed, so is physic, and yet it is not to be given at all times, but 
only when the frame is in a state to require it. People may be as 
unprepared for a wise and discreet use of liberty, as .a vulgar per- 
^soii may be for tlie management of a great estate, unexpectedly 
inlnnltedr: there is a great deal in tins, aud in iny opinion there 
are cases in w hich to force liberty down a people’s throat, is pre- 
senting them, not with a blessing, but a curse. 1 shall send your 
luggsge on immediately; it is vory probable that 1 may be in town 
at the mid of the week, for a short time. 1 wisli much to eee, tmd 
to consult you, aud therefore hope that you will not leave Beiseu- 
burg before you see 

^ Your faithful and obliged fnend, 

« Iiixa;i4& 
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Two days after the receipt of this letter, )Sssper George ran into 
ibe room with a much less solemn physiognomy than he had thought 
proper to assume since his master’s arrival at Brisenbuig. 

Lord, sir ! whom do you think 1 have just met 
" Whom ? " asked Vivian with eagerness, for, as is always the 
case when such questions are asked us, he was thinking of every 
person in the world except the right one. It might be 

To think that I should see him ! continued Essper. 

*‘It is a man then,” thought Vivian; — ‘^who is it at once, 
Essper ? ” 

** 1 thought you would not guess, sii*! it will quite cure you to 
hear it — Master Rodolpli ! ” 

‘‘ Master Rodolpli ! ” 

" Ay ! and there’s great news in the wind.” 

Which of course you have confidentially extracted from him. 
Pray let us have it.” 

The Prince of Little Lilliput is coming to Eeisenburg,” said 
Essper. 

Well! I had some idea of that before,” said Vivian. 

Oh! then you know it all, sir, I suppose,” said Essper, with a 
look of great disappointment. 

I know notliiug more than I have mentioned,” said liis 
master. 

What! do you not know, sir, that the Prince has come over ; 
that he is going to live at Court ; and be, heaven knows what ! 
that he is to carry a staff every day before the Grand-Duke at 
dinner ; docs not iny master know that ? ” 

I know nothing of all this; and so tell me in plain German 
what the case is.” 

Well, then,” continued Essper; suppose you do not know 
that his Highness the Prince is to be his Excellency the Grand 
Marshal — ^that unfortunate but principal Officer of state having 
received his dismissal yesterday : they are coming up immediately. 
Not a moment is to be lost, which seems to me very odd. Master 
Rodolph is arranging everything ; and he has this morning pur- 
chased from his master's predecessor, his palace, furniture, wines, 
and pictures ; in short, his whole establishment : the late Grand 
Marshal consoling himself for his loss of office, and revenging 
himself on his successor, by selling him his property at a hundred 
per cent, profit. However, Master Rodolph seems quite contented 
with his bargain; and your luggage is come, sir. His Highness, 
the Prince, will be in town at the end of the week ; and all the 
men are to be put in new livery, Mr. Arnelm is to be his High- 
ness* chamberlain ; and Von Neuwied master of the horse. So you 
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Bee, sir, ym yr&t^ right ; and that old puss in booiB vaB no irdiior, 
after all. Upon my soul, I did not much belieire you, sir, until I 
heard all (his good news.*’ 


CHAPTER IL 

About a week after his arrival at Reiscnburg, as Vivian was at 
breakfast, the door opened, and Mr. Sievera entered. 

« I did not think that our next meeting would be in this city/' 
said Mr. Sievers, smiling. 

His Highness, of course, informed me of your arrival," said 
Vivian, as he greeted him very cordially. 

** You, I understand, are the diplomatist whom ‘I am to thank 
for finding myself again at Reisciiburg. Let me, at the same 
time, express my gratitude for your kind offices to me, and con- 
gratulate you on the brilliancy of your talents for negotiation. 
Little did I think when I was giving you, the other day, an account 
of Mr. Beckendorff, that the information would have been of such 
service to you." 

« I am afraid you have nothing to thank me for ; though, cer- 
tainly, had the office of arranging the terms between the par- 
ties devolved on me, my first* thoughts would have been for a gen- 
tleman for whom I have so much regard and respect as Mr. 
Sievers.” 

« Sir ! I feel honoured : you already speak like a finished courtier. 
Pray, what is to be your office ? ” 

“ I fear Mr. Beckendorff will not resign in my favour ; and my 
ambition is so exalted, that 1 cannot condescend to take anything 
under the Premiership.” 

‘‘ You are not to be tempted by a Grand Marslialship ! ” said 
Air. Sievers. You hardly expected, when you were at Turri- 
parva, to witness such a rapid termination of the patriotism of 
our good friend. I think you said you have seen him since 
your arrival : the interview must have been piquant ! ” 

Not at all. 1 immediately congratulated him on the judicious 
arrangements which had been concluded ; and, to relieve his awk- 
wardness, took some credit to myself for having partially assisted 
in bringing about the result. The subject was not again men- 
tioned, and I dare say never will be.” 

“ It is a curious business,” said Sievers. The Prince is a man 
who, rather than have given me up to the Grand- Duke — me, with 
whom he was not connected, and who, of my own accord, sought 
his hospitality — sooner, I repeat, than have delivered me up, he 
would have had his castle razed to the ground, and fifty swords 
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tlutougk his h«!art ; and yot, without the slightest compunetion, lias 
this same man deserted, with the greatest coolness, the part^ of 
which, ten days ago, he was the zealous leader. How can you ac- 
crount for this, except it be, as 1 have long suspected, that in poli- 
tics there positively is no feeling of honour? Every one is con- 
scious that not only himself, but his colleagues and his rivals, are 
working for their own private ])urpose ; and that however a 
i tarty may ai>parently he assisting in bringing about a result of 
common benefit, that nevertheless, and in fact, each is conscious 
that lie is the tool of another. With such an understand iug, trea- 
Mui is an expected afiuir ; and the only point to consider is, wdio 
shall he* so iiiifortunute as to he tlie deserted, instead of the de- 
serter. It is only fair to his Highness to state, that Heckendorft’ 
gave liim incontestable evidence that he had had a private inter- 
view with every one of the mediatised Princes. They were the 
dupes of the wily Minister. In these negotiations he became 
acquainted with their plans and characters, and could estimate 
the ])robaljility of their success. The golden bribe, wliicli was in 
turn dandled before the eyes of all, had been always reserved for 
the most powerful — our friend. His secession, and the consequent 
desertion of Iiis relatives, destroy the party for ever; while, at the 
same time, that jiarty have not even the consolation of a good con- 
science to uphold them in their adversity; but feel that in case of 
tlieir (ilamour, or of any attempt to stir up the people by their 
hollow patriotism, it is in the power of tlie Minister to expose and 
crush llieni for ever.^' 

“ All tills,” said Vivian, makes me the more rejoice that our 
friend has got out of their clutches ; he will make an excellent 
Grand Marshal; and you must not forgi't, my dear sir, that he did 
n<»t forget you. To tell you the truth, although 1 did not flatter 
myself that 1 .should benefit during my stay at Reisenburg by 
liis influence, I am not the least surprised at the termination of 
om* \isit t<i Mr. Beckendorif. I Imve seen too many of tJiese 
a.Tairs, not to have been quite aware, the whole time, tliat it would 
reijiiive very little trouble, and very few sacrifices on the part of 
Mr. Beckendorfl*, to quash the whole cabal. By-the-bye, our visit 
to liim was highly amusing ; he is a .singular man.” 

‘•lie has had nevertheless,” said Siever.s, “a very diflicuU part 
to phiy. Had it not been for you, the Prince would have perhaps 
imagined that he was only trifling witli him again, and tenninated 
the interview abruptly and iu di.sgust. Having brought the Grand- 
Dulio to terms, and having arranged the interview, Beckendorfl’ of 
oourse imagined that all was flnished. The very day that you m- 
rived at his house, he had received despatches from his Royal 
11 ighueks, recalling his promise, aud revoking Beckendorff’s autho- 
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rity to use his uultmitcd discretion in this business. TUe di^culty 
tbeii was to avoid discussion with the Prince, with whom he was 
not prepiwed to ue-jotiate ; and, at the same time, without letting 
his Highness out of hissi^ht, to induce the Graiid-Duhe to resume 
his old view of the case. The first iii^ht that you were there, 
Beckeiidorfi rode up to lleiscubur^ — saw the Grand-Duke — was 
refused, throug-h the intrigues of Madame Caroliuii, the requested 
authority — and resigned his power. When he was a mile on hU 
return, he was summoned back to the piilacc; and his Itoyal 
Highness asked, as a favour from his tutor, four-and-twciity hours' 
consideration. Tliis, Beckendoril* granted, on the condition that, 
in case tlie Grand-1.) Like assented to tlie terms proposed, his Royal 
Highness should himself be the bearer of the proposition ; iuid 
tliat there should be no more written promises to recall, and no 
more written authorities to jevoke. The terms were hard, but 
Beckemlorll* was iuficxiblc. On the second night of your visit, a 
mossciiger arrived with a despatch, advising Beckendorti*of the in- 
tended arrival of his Royal Highness on the next morning. The 
ludicrous intrusion of your amusiiig servant prevented you from 
being ])resent at the great interview, in which I uuderstaud Beck- 
endorlf for the moment laid aside all his caprices. Our friend 
acted with great firmness and energy. He would not be satislied 
even with tiie personal pledge and written promise of the Graud- 
Duko, but denniuded that he should receive the seals of oilice 
witliin a week ; so tliat, had the Court not been sincere, his situa- 
tion Y.'itli his former party would not have been injured. It is as- 
toni.diiiig iiow very acute even a dull man is, when his own interests 
are at stake! Had liis iliglmess been the agent of another per- 
son, lie would probably have co.nmitUid many blunders — have 
made disadvantageous lernis, or perhaps have been ihorouglily 
duped, yell-in tercst is the linest eye-water.” 

**• And what says Madame Carolina to all this ? ” 

•• Oh ! according to custom, she has changed alr(?ady, and thinkf; 
the whole business admirably arranged. His Highness is her 
grand favourite, and my little pupil Ma.\, her pet. I think, how- 
ever, on the whole, the boy is fondest of the Grand-Duke, whom,, 
if you rememher, he was always informing you in confidence th.n. 
lie intended to assassinate. And as for your obedient servant,” 
said Hievers bowing, “here am 1 once more the Aristarclius of her 
coterie. Her Irieiids, Ly-tlie-bye, view the accession of the I'rince 
. with no pleased eyes; and, anticipating that his juncture with the 
Minister is only a prelude to their fiiuJ dispersion, they are com- 
pensating for the aiiproacliing termination of their career, by un- 
usual viidence and fresh fervour — ^stinging like mosquitos before u 
storm, conscious of their impending destruction from the clearance 
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of the atmosphere. As for myself, I have nothing more to do 
with them. Liberty and philosophy are very fine words ; but until 
I find men are prepared to cultivate tliera both iu a wiser spirit, I 
shall remain quiet. I have no idea of being banished and im- 
prisoned, because a parcel of knaves are making a vile use of the 
truths which I disseminate. In my opinion, philosophers have said 
enough ; now let men act. But all this time I have forgotten to 
ask you how you like RcLscnburg.” 

“1 can hardly say; with the exception of yesterday, when 
I rode Max round tlie ramparts, I have not been once out of 
the hotel. But to-day I feel so well, that if you are disposed 
for a lounge, I should like it above all things.” 

‘‘ I am quite at your service ; but 1 must not forget that I am 
the bearer of a missive to you from his Excellency the Grand 
Marshal. You are invited to join the Court-dinner to-day, and 
be presented ” 

“ Really, my dear sir, an invalid 

** Well ! if you do not like it, you must make your excuses to 
him ; but it really is the pleasantest way of commencing your 
acquaintance at Court, and only allowed to distingiies ; among 
which, as you are the friend of the new Grand Marshal, you are 
of (!ourse considered. No one is petted so much as a political 
apostates exe(‘pt, perhaps, a religious one ; so at present we are all 
in liigli feather. You liad better dine at the palace to-day. Every- 
thing quite easy ; and, by an agreeable relaxation of state, neither 
swords, bags, nor trains, are necessary. Have you seen the palace ? 
I suppose not ; we will look at it ; and tlicn call on the Prince.” 

TJie gentlemen accordingly left the hotel ; and j)rocceding down 
the principal street of the New Town, they came into a very large 
square, or Place d’Armes. A couple of regiments of infantry 
w^erc exercising in it. 

“ A sj)eciinen of our standing army,” said Sievers. “ In the war 
tiiiie^this little State brought thirty thousand higlily diseiplined 
and well ajjpoinled troops into the field. This cfiicieut con- 
tingent was, at tliesaine time, tlie origin of our national prosperity, 
and our national debt. For we have a. national debt, sir! 1 
assure you we are very proud of it, and consider it the most 
decided sign of being a great people. Our force in times of peace 
is, of course, very much reduced. Wc have, however, still eight 
thousand men, who are perfectly unnecessary. The most curious 
thing is, that, to keep up the patronage of the Court, and please 
the nobility, though we have cut down our army two-thirds, we 
have never reduced tlie number of our generals ; and so, at this 
moment among our eight thousand men, we count about forty 
general oflSicers, being one to every two hundred privates. We 
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have, however, which perhaps you would not suspect, one military 
genius among our multitude of heroes. The Count von Sohnspeer 
is worthy of being one of Napoleon’s marshals. Who he is, no 
one exactly knows ; some say an illegitimate son of Beckendorff* 
Certain it is, that he owes his nobility to his sword ; and as certain 
is it that he is to be counted among ^e very few who share the 
Minister’s confidence. Von Sohnspeer lias certainly performed a 
thousand brilliant exploits ; yet, in my opinion, the not least splen- 
did day of his life, was that of the battle of Leipsic. He was on 
the side of tlie French, and fought against the Allies with des- 
perate fury. When he saw that all was over, and the Allies 
triumphant, calling out ‘Germany for ever!' he dashed against 
his former friends, and captured from the flying Gauls a liiindred 
pieces of cannon, lie hastened to the tent of the Emperors with 
Ills blood-red sword in Jiis hand, and at the same time congratu- 
lated them on the triumph of their cause, and presented them 
with his hard-earned trophies. The inanoinvre was perfcRitly suc- 
cessful ; and the troops of Reisenburg, complimented as true 
Germans, were pitied for their former unhappy fate in being forced 
to fight against their fatherland, and were immediately enrolled in 
the allied army; as such, they received a due share of all the 
plunder. He is a grand genius, young Master von Sohnspeer?” 

“Decidedly! Worthy of being a companion of the fighting 
bastards of the middle ages. This is a fine square ! ” 

“ Very grand indeed ! Preeodciits for some of the architectural 
combinations could hardly be found at Athens or Rome ; never- 
theless the general eflV'ct is magnificent. Do you admire this plan 
of making every elevation of an order consonant with the purpose 
of the building? Sec, for instance, on the opposite sidg of the 
square is the pnlaoe. The Corinthian order, which is evident in 
all its details, suits well the character of the structure. It accords 
with royal pomp and elegance, with fetes and banquets, and 
interior magnificence. On the other hand, what a happy contrast 
is afforded to tliis gorgeous structure, by the severe simplicily of 
this Tuscan Palace of Justice. The School of Arts, in the farthest 
corner of the square, is properly entered through an Ionic portico, 
J-iCt us go into the palace. Here, not only does our monarch reside, 
hut (ail arrangement wliicli I much admire) liere are deposited in a 
gallery worthy of the treasures it contains, our very superb collec- 
tion of ])ictures. They are the private property of his Royal 
Highness ; hut, as is usually the case under despotic Princes, the 
people, equally his property, are flattered by the collection being 
styled the ‘ Public Gallery.' ” 

The liour of the Court-dinner at Reisenburg was two o'clock ; 
about which in England, a man first remembers the fatal 
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necessity of shaving ; iliough, by-the-bye, this allusion is not a 
very liappy one, for irt tliia country shaving is a ceremony at 
present somewhat obsolete. At two o'clock, however, our hero, 
«iceomp»nying the Orand Marsbdi and Mr. Sievers, reached tlie 
palhee, lit the saloon were assembled rarioiis guests, ehlefl;/ 
attached to the Court. Jimmediately after the arrival of our 
party, the Orand-Duke and Madame Carolina, followed by their 
chamberlains and Lidies in waiting, entered. The little Prince* 
Maximilian strutted in between his Royal Highness and his fair 
Consort, liaving hold of a hand of each. The urchin was verj 
much changed in appearance since Vivian first saw him ; he was 
dressed in the complete uniform of a captain of tlie Royal Cruards, 
having been presented with a commission on the day of his arrival 
at Court. A brilliant star glittered on his scarlet coat, and paled 
the splendour of his golden epaulettes. The duties, however, of 
the princely captain were at present confined to the pleasing 
excrtioif of carrying tlie bon-bon box of Madame Carolina, the 
contents of which were chiefly reserved for his own gratification. 
Ill the Grand-Duke, Vivian was not suriwised to recognise the 
horseman whom he had met in the private r( ad on the morning 
of his departure from Mr. Beckendorff s ; his conversation with 
iSievers had prepared Jiiin for this. Madame Carolina was in 
appearance l^iiisian of the highest order — that is to say, an 
<iX([uisite figure and an inde.scribable tofirnure, an invisible foot, a 
countenance full of esprit and intelligence, without a single regular 
feature, and lai go and very bright black eyes. Madame’s hair was 
of the same colour, and arranged in the most efl'ective manner. 
Her cashmere would have graced the Feast of Roses, and so 
engrossed your attention, iliat it was long before you obse rved the 
rest of her costume, in Mdiich, however, traces of a creative genius 
were immediately visible; in short, Madame Carolina, was not 
tasiiionuble, but lasliioii herself. In a subsequent chapter, .at a 
ball which we have in projiaration, we will make up for this brief 
notice oY her costume, by publishing her Court-dress. For the 
sake of our fair readers, however, we will not pass over tb(‘ orna- 
ment in her air. The comb which supported her e'almraba enris 
was invisible, except at each end, whence it throw out a bui:c 
Tsyche’s wing of golden web, the eyes of which were formed oi 
rubies encircled with turquoises. 

The Royal party made a progress round the circle. Madame 
Carolina first presented her delicate and faintly-rouged cheek to 
the hump-backed Crown-Prince, who scarcely rais(‘cl his eyes from 
the ground as he performed tlie accustomed courtesy. One or 
two Royal relatives, who were on a visit, at the palace, were 
honoured by the same compliment. The Grand-Duke bowed 
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graciow ;y and gracefully to every individual ; and his lady aeotHn- 
paiiied i lie bow by a speech, which was at the same time personal and 
piquant , The first great duty of a monarch is to know how to^ how 
skilful] y ; nothing is more difiieult, asd nothing more 
A Royals bow mf^ often quell a rebellion, mid sometimes crush' a 
conspiracy. It should at the same time be both genernt imd 
individual; equally addressed to the eompanj assembled, and to 
every single person in the assembly. Our own Sovereign bows 
to peifection. Ilis bow is eloquent, and will always render an 
oration on his part unneces-sary; whicli is a great point, for 
harangues are not regal. Nothing is more undignified than to 
make a speech. It is from the first an acknowledgment that 3^0 u 
arc under the necessity of explaining, or conciliating, or con- 
vincing, or confuting ; in short, that you are not omnipotent, but 
opposed. 

The bow of the Grand-Duke of Reisenburg was a first-rate bow, 
and always produced a great sensation with the people, ])articu]arl3' 
if it were followed up by a proclamation for a public fete, or fire- 
works; then his Royal Highness* popularity was at its height. 
Tiul; M.idaine C.irolina, after having by a few magic sentences per- 
suaded the whole room that she took a peculiar interest in the hap- 
piness of every individual present, has reached Vivian, who stood 
next to liis friend the Grand Marshal. He wa.s presented by that 
great officer, and rccciv(?d most graciously. For a moment the 
room thought that his Royal Highness was about to speak ; hut he 
oidy sini’cd. Madatne Carolina, Jiowevcr, said a great deal ; and 
stood not less than .si;{ty seconds conipliraenting the Jhiglisli nation, 
and particularly the speciuieii of that celebrated people wlio now 
laid the Jionour of being presented to her. No one sj»oke more in 
a given time than Madame Carolina; and as, while the eloquent 
words fell from her deep red lips, her bright eyes were invariably 
fixed on tliose of tlio person slic addressed, what slie did say, as 
invariably, was very eft*ective. Vivian had only time to give a nod of 
recognition to his friend Max, for the company, arm-in-ann, now 
formed inlo a procession to the dining-saloon. Vivian was j^arted 
fi’om tlie Grand Marshal, who, as the highest officer of slate pre- 
sent, followed immediately after the Graml-Dukc. Our heroes 
companion was Mi*. Sievers. Allliougli it was not a state dinner, 
the ]>.irtv, from being swelled by the suites of the royiil vi'^itors, 
was numerons; and the Court occupied the centre of the table, 
Vivian was too dwtanl to listen to the conversation of Madame, who, 
however, lie well perceived fvom the animation of her countenance, 
w-as delighted and delighting. The Grand-Duke spoke little ; but 
listened, like a lover of three <Liys, to tlie accents of his accom- 
plished consort. The arrangement of a German dinnor promotes 
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conyersation. The numerous dishes arc at once placed upon the 
table ; and when the curious eye has well examined their contents, 
the whole dinner, untouched, disappears. Although this circum- 
stance is rather alarming to a novice, his terror soon gives place 
to self-congratulation, when he finds the banquet re-appear, each 
dish completely carved and cut up. 

“ Not being Sunday,” said Mr. Sievers, there is no opera to- 
night. Wc are to meet again, I believe, at the palace, in a few 
hours, at Madame Carolina's soiree. In the meantime, you had 
better accompany his hlxeellency to the public gardens ; that is the 
fashionable drive. I shall go home and smoke a pipe.” 

The circle of tlie public gardens of Reisenburg exhibited 
exactly, although upon a .smaller scale, the same fashions and the 
same frivolities, the same characters and the same affectations, as 
the Hyde l^ark of London, or the Champs Elysecs of Paris, the 
Prater of Vienna, the Corso of Rome or Milan, or the Cascine of 
Florence. There was the female leader of ton, hated by her own 
sex, Sind adored by the other, and ruling both — ^ruling both by the 
same principle of action, and by the influence of tlic same quality 
which cresites the arbitress of fashion in all countries — by courage 
to break through the conventional customs of an artificial clsiss, 
and by talents lo ridicule all those who dare follow her innovating 
example — attracting universal notice by lier own singularity, and 
at the same time conciliating (he support of those from whom she 
dares to differ, by employing her influence in preventing othcr.s 
from violating tlicir lavv.s. The arbitress of fashion is one who is 
allowed to be singular, in order that she may suppress singularity; 
she is exempted from all laws ; but, by receiving the dictatorship), 
sIjc ensures the despotism. Then there was that mysterious being 
whoso inlluoncc is perhaps even more surprising than the dominiou 
of the female despot of maimers, for she wields a power wliicli can 
be analysed and comprelicnded — I moan the male authority in 
coats, cravats, and chargers; who, without fortune and without 
rank, and sometimes merely through the bold obtrusion of a fan- 
tastic taste, becomes the glass of fashion, in which even royal dukes 
and the most aristocratic nobles hasten to adjust themselves ; and 
the mould by which the ingenious youth of a whole nation is en- 
thusiastically formed. There is a Brummell in every country. 

Vivian, who, after a round or two with the Grand Marshal, had 
mounted Max, was presented by the young Count von Bernstorff, 
the son of the Grand Chamberlain, to whose care he had been 
specially commended by the Prince,* lo the lovely Countess von 

S . The examination of this high authority was rigid, and her 

report satisfactory. When Vivian quitted the side of her britzska, 
half a dozen dandies immediately rode up to learn the result ; and. 
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on being informed, they simultaneously cantered up to young Yon 
Bemstorff, and requested to have the honour of being introduced 
to his highly-interesting friend. All these exquisites wore white 
hats lined with crimson, in consequence of the head of the alU 
influential Emiliua von Aslingen having, on the preceding day, 
been kept sacred from the profaning air, by that most tasteful 
covering. The young lords were loud in their commendations of 
this latest evidence of Von Aslingen's happy genius, and rallied, 
with a most unmerciful spirit, the unfortunate Von Bernstorlf for 
not having yet mounted the all-perfect chapeau. Like all Von 
Aslingen’s introductions, it was as remarkable for good taste as for 
striking singularity : they had no doubt it would have a great run ; 
exactly the styje of thing for a hot autumn, and it suited so ad- 
mirably with the claret-coloured riding coat, which Madame con- 
sidered Von Aslingen’s chcf-d’ceuvre. Inimitable Von Aslingen ! 
As they were in these raptures, to Vivian’s great delight, and to 
their great dismay, the object of their admiration appeared. Our 
hero was, of course, anxious to see so interesting a character ; but 
he could scarcely believe that he, in fact, beheld the ingenious intro- 
ducer of white and crimson hats, and the still happier inventor of 
those chef-d’oeuvres, clarct-colourcd riding coats, when his atten- 
tion was directed to a horseman who wore a peculiarly high, heavy 
black hat, and a frogged and furred frock, buttoned up (although 
it was a most sultry day) to his very nose. How singular is the 
slavery of fashion 1 Notwithstanding their mortification, the un- 
expected costume of Von Aslingen appeared only to increase the 
young lords’ admiration of his character and accomplishments ; and 
instead of feeling that he was an insolent pretender, whose fame 
origihated in his insulting their tastes, and existed only by tlieir 
sufi^erance, all cantered away with the determination of wearing on 
the next day, even if it were to cost them each a calenture, furs 
enough to keep a maii Varm during a winter party at St. Peters- 
burg not that winter parties ever take place there ; on tlie con- 

trary, before the winter sets in, the Court moves on to Moscow; 
wdiich, from its situation and its climate, will always, in fact, con- 
tinue the real cimital of Russia. 

The royal carriage, drawn by six horses, and backed by three 
men servants, who would not have disgraced the fairy equipage of 
Cinderella, has now left the gardens. 


CHAPTER in. 

Madame Carolina held her soiree in her own private apart- 
ments ; the Grand-Duke himself appearing in the capacity of a 
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irigitor« Tlic eampanj was wmermm and briBiant. IHs Soyri 
ll^;]mes8, sarrounded by a select cirde, d^sdfied (me earner ^ 
the saloon ; Madame Cardiaa at the other end of the room, in 
the midst ef poets, philosophers, and poKtidanB, in tom de- 
cided upon the most interesting and important topics of poet^, 
philosophy^ and politics. Boston, and Zwieken, and Whist in- 
terested some, and Puzzles, and other ingenious games others. A 
few were above conversing, or gambling, or guessing ; superior 
inteUigenoes who would neither be interested nor amused; — 
axnoug these, Emilius von Aslingen was most prominent ; he leant 
against a door, in full i|Bi£6rm, with his vacant eyes fixed on no 
ol^ct. The others were only awkward copies of an easy original; 
and among these, stiff or stretching, lounging on chaise-longue^ 
or posted against the wall, Vivian’s quick eye recognised more 
than one of the oiihappy votaries of white hats lined with 
crimson. 

When Vivian made his bow to the Grand-Duke, he was sur- 
prised by his Royal Uiglmess comiug forward a few steps from the 
surrounding circle and extending to him his hand, llis Royal 
Highness continued conversing with him for upwards of a quarter 
of an hour ; expressed the great pleasure he felt at seeing at liis 
Court a gentleman of whose abilities he had the lughest opinion ; 
and after a variety of agreeable compliments — compliments are 
doubly agreeable from crowned heads — the Grand-Duke retired to 
a game of Bostou with his royal visitors. Vivian’s reception made 
a sensation through tlic room. Various rumours were immediately 
afloat. 

Who can he be ?" 

Don’t you know ? Oh! most curious story — ^killed a boar as 
big as a bonassuKS, which was ravaging half Rcisenburg, and saved 
the lives of his Excellency the Grand Marshal and liis wlmle 
smte." 

What is that about the Grand Marshal and a boar as big as a 
bonassuB ? Quite wrong — ^natural son of Beckenclorfr — know it 
for a fact — don't you see ije is being introduced to Von Solinspeer ! 
— brothers, you know — managed the whole business about the 
leagued Princes — ^not a son of Beckendorff, oluly a j)articular 

friend — ^the son of the late General , I forget his name 

exactly — ^killed at Leipsic you know — that famous General, what 
was his name ? — that very famous General — don’t you remember ? 
Keveir mind — w^ell! he is liis son — father particular friend of 
Beckendorff-^ College friend — brought up the orphan — very 
handsome of liim ! — they say he does handsome things some- 
times.” 

All J well— I’ve heard so loo — and so this young man is to be 
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tlfe new Under Secretary! very much approrcd by the CoontesB 
Ton S 

No, it can’t be f yofur story ii quite wremg. He is an Eng- 
lisbinaii " 

** An Englisliinaii ! no ! ” 

•* Yes he is. I had jt from Madame— high rank incog— going 
to Vienna— secret mission.” 

*• Something to do with Greece? of course — ^independence re- 
cognised?” 

Oh ! certainly — ^pny a tribute to the Porte, and governed by a 
Ilospodar. Admirable arrangement ! — ^liave to support their own 
government and a foreign one besides ! ” 

It was with pleasure that Vivian at length observed Mr. 
Sievers enter the room, and extricating himself from the en- 
lightened and enthusiastic crowd who were disserting round the 
tribunal of Matbirac, he hastened to his amusing friend. 

‘‘ Ah ! my dear sir, how glad I am to see you ! I have, since 
wc met last, been introduced to your fashionable ruler, and some 
of her most fashionable skives. I have been honoured by a long 
conversation with his Royal Highness, and have listened to some 
of the most eloquent of the Carolina coterie. What a Babel! 
4bere all are, at tlic same time, talkers and listeners. To what a 
pitch of perfection may the ‘ science ’ of conversation be carried! 
My mind teems with original ideas to which I can annex no de- 
finite meaning. # What a variety of contradictory theories, which 
arc all apparently sound ! I begin to suspect tliirt there i.s a great 
difference between reasoning and reason !” 

Your .snspieion is well founded, my dear sir,” .said Mr. Sievers, 
‘‘ and 1 know no circumstance which would sooner ])n)ve it than 
lislening for a few minutes to this little man in a smiff-colourcd 
coat near me. But I will save you from so terrible a demon- 
stration. He has been endeavouring to catch iny eye these last 
ten minutes, and I have as studiously avoided seeing him. Let 
us move.” 

“ Willingly : who may this fear-inspiring monster be ? ” 

“A pliilosopher,” said Mr. Sievers, ^'as mo.st of us call our- 
selves liere ; that is to say, his profession is to observe the course 
of Nature ; and if by chance he can discover any slight deviation 
of the good dame from the path which our ignorance lias marked 
out as her only track, he claps hi.s liands, cries evprjKa ! and is 
dubbed ‘illustrious’ on the spot. Such is the world’s rewardfor a 
great discovery, which generally, in a twelvemonth’s time, is found 
out to be a blunder of the philosopher, and not an eccentricity 
of Nature. I am not underrating those gi'cat men wlio, by deep 
study, or rather by some mysterious inspiration, have produced 
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combinations, and effected results wliicb have materially assisted 
the progress of civilisation and the security of our happiness. 
No, no ! to them due adoration. Would that the reverence of 
posterity could be some consolation to these great spirits for 
neglect and persecution when they lived ! I have invariably ob- 
served of great natural philosophers, that if they lived in former 
ages they were persecuted as magicians, and in periods which 
profess to be more enlightened they have always been ridiculed as 
quacks. The succeeding century the real quack arises. He 
adopts and developes the suppressed, and despised, and forgotten 
discovery of his unfortunate predecessor ; and Fame trumpets this 
resurrection-man of science with as loud a blast of rapture as if, 
instead of being merely the accidental animator of the corpse, he 
were the cunning artist himself, who had devised and executed 
the miraculous machinery which the other had only wound 
up.” 

“But in this country,” said Vivian, “surely you have no reason 
to complain of the want of moral philosophers, or of the respect 
paid to them. The country of Kant of ” 

“Yes, yes! we have plenty of metaphysicians, if you mean 
them. Watch that lively-looking gentleman, who is stuffing kalte 
fichalc so voraciously in the comer. The leader of the Idealists — ; 
ii pupil of the celeWted Fichte ! To gain an idea of his cha- 
racter, know that he out-herods his master ; and Fichte is to Kant, 
what Kant is to the unenl%htened vulgar. Yo^can now form a 
slight conception of the spiritual nature of our friend who is 
stuffing kalte schale. The first principle of his school is to reject all 
expressions which incline in the slightest degree to substantiality. 
Existence is, in his opinion, a word too absolute. Being, prin- 
ciple, essence, arc terms scarcely sufficiently ethereal, even to 
indicate the subtile shadowings of his opinions. Some say that 
he dreads the contact of all real things, and that he makes it the 
study of his life to avoid them. Matter is his groat enemy. When 
you converse with him, you lose all consciousness of this world. 
My dear sir,” continued Mr. Sievers, “observe how exquisitely 
Nature revenges herself upon these capricious and ffintastic chil- 
dren. Bedieve me, Nature is the most lirilliant of wits; and that 
no repartees that were ever inspired by hate, or wine, or beauty, 
ever equalled the calm effects of her indomitable power upon those 
who are rejecting her authority. You understand me ? Methinks 
that the best answer to the idealism of M. Fichte is to see his 
pupil devouring kalte schale!” 

“ And this is really one of your gi'eat lights ? ” 

^‘Verily! Ilis works are the most famous, and the most un- 
readable, in all Germany. Surely you have heard of his ‘ Trea- 
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tise on Man?’ A treatise on a subject in which every one is iu« 
terested, written in a style which no one can understand.” 

“ You think, then,” said Vivian, “ that posterity may rank tlie 
German metaphysicians with the latter Platonists?’’ 

I liardly know — ^they are a body of men not less acute, but I 
doubt whether they will be as celebrated. In this age of print, 
notoriety is more attainable than in the age of manuscript ; but 
lasting fame certainly is not. That tall thin man in black, that 
just bowed to me, is the editor of one of our great Reisenburg 
reviews. The journal he edits is one of the most successful pe- 
riodical publications ever set afloat. Among its contributors may 
assuredly be classed many men of eminent talents; yet to their 
abilities, the surprising success and influence of this work is 
scarcely to be ascribed : it is the result rather of the consistent 
spirit which lias always inspired its masterly critiiiues. One prin- 
ciple has ever regulated its management ; it is a simple rule, but 
an elfoctivc one — every author is reviewed by his personal enemy. 
You may imagine the point of the cidtique ; but you would hardly 
credit, if I were to inform* you, the circulation of the review. You 
will tell me that you are not surprised, and talk of the natural 
iqipetite of our species for malice and slander. Be not too quick. 
'J'he rival of this review, both in influence and in sale, is conducted 
on as simple a principle, but not a similar one. In this journal 
every author is reviewed by his pers^l friend — of course, per- 
fect panegyric. Kacli number is flattering as a lover’s tale, — 
every article an eloge. What say you to this? These arc the 
influential literary and political journals of Reisenburg. There 
was yet another; it was euXed by an eloquent scholar; all 
its contributors were, at the same time, brilliant and profound. 
It numbered among its writers some of the most celebrated names 
in Germany ; its critiques aud articles WTre as impartial as they 
were able — as sincere as they were soiiiul ; it never paid the ex- 
j)cnsc of the first number. As pliilanthropists aud admirers of 
our species, iiiy dear sir, these are gratifying results ; they satis- 
ffictorily demonstrate, that mankind have no innate desire for 
scandal, calumny, and backbiting; it only proves that they have 
an innate desire to be gulled and deceived.” 

“ Aud who is that?” said Vivian. 

“ That is Von Chronicle, our great historical novelist. When 
I first came to Rei.senburg, now eight years ago, the popular 
writer of fiction was a man, the most jirobablc of whose nu- 
merous romances was one in which tlie hero sold his shadow to 
a demon, over the dice-box; then married an unknown woman 
ip a church-yard; afterwards wedded a river nymph; and 
having committed bigamy, finally stabbed hiaiself, to enable 
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big first wife to many his own fatlier. He and his works are 
quite obsolete ; and the star of his genius* with those of moi^y 
others* has jmled before the superior hrillhuicj of that literary 
comet* Mr, Von Chronicle. According to Von Chronicle, we 
luve all, for a long time, been under a mistake. We have ever 
considered tliat the first point to be studied in novel writing is 
character: miserable error! It is costume. Variety of incident, 
novelty, and nice discrimination of character; interest of story, 
and all those points which we have hithei’to looked upon as neces- 
sary qualities of a fine novel, — vanish before the superior attrac- 
tions of variety of dresses, exquisite descriptions of the cloak of 
a signor, or the trunk-hose of a serviug-man. 

“ Amube yourself while you are at Ileiseiiburg, by turning over 
some volumes which everyone is reading; Von Chronicle’s last 
great historical novel. The subject is a magnificent one — Rieiizi 
— ^yet it is strange that the hero only appears in the first and the 
last scenes. You look astonished. Ah ! I sec you are not a great 
historical novelist. You forget the effect which is produced by 
the contrast of the costume of Master hiicholaa, the notary in the 
quarter of the Jews, and that of llicn74l the tribune, in his robe of 
purple, at his coronation in the Capitol. Conceive tlie eHect, the 
contract. With that coronation, Von Chrouicle’s novel termi- 
nates ; for, as he well observes, after that, what is tlierc in the 
career of llionzi which w^d afford matter for the novelist? No- 
thing ! All that afterwarew occurs is a mere contest of passions, 
and a development of character; but where is a procession, a 
triumph, or a marriage ? 

“ One of Von Chronicle’s great characters in this novel is a 
Cardinal. It was only last nigiit that I was fortunate enough to 
have the beauties of the work pointed out to me by tiic author 
himself. He entreated, and gained my permission, to read to me 
what he himself considered ‘ the great scene I settled myself in 
my eliair, toOk out my handkerchief, mid prepared riiy mind for 
the w^orat. While I was anticipating tlie tci rors of a heroine, he 
introduced me to his Cardinal, Thirty piiges were devoted to the 
description of the prelate’s costume. iUthough clothed in purple, 
still, by a skilful adjustment of the drapery, Von Chronicle ma- 
naged to bring in six other petticoats. I tlioiiglit this beginning 
woidd never finish, but to my surprise, when lie had gut to the 
seventh petticoat, he shut his book, and leaning over the table, 
asked me what I thought of his ‘great scene?’ ‘My friend,* 
said I, ‘you are not only the greatest historical novelist that ever 
lived, but that ever will live.’” 

“ I shall certainly get llienzi,” said Vivian ; “ it seems to me to 
be an original work.” 



vivtAir 6B£r. 9M 

Cbroniele tells me that he looks upon zt as his master- 
piece, and that it may be considered as the highest point of per- 
fection to which his system of novel-writing can be carried. Not 
a single name is given* in the work, down even to the rabble, for 
w'hich he has not contemporary authority; but what he is particu- 
larly proud of are h» oaths. Nothing, he tells me, has cost him 
more trouble than the management of the swearing; and the 
Homans, you know, are a most profane nation. Tlie great diffi- 
culty to be avoided was using the ejaculations of two diffei'ent 
ages. The ‘ 'sblood * of the sixteenth century must not be con- 
founded with the ‘zounds* of the seventeenth. Enough of Von 
Clironick! The most amusing thing,** continued Mr. Sievers, 
“is to contrast this mode of witiiig works of fiction, with the 
prevalent and fashionable method of writing works of history. 
Contrast the ‘Ilienzi* of Von Chronicle, with the ‘Haroun A1 
Raschid* of Madame Carolina. Here we write novels like 
liistory, and history like novels : all our facts are fancy, and all 
our imagination reality.” So saying, Mr. Sievers i*osc, and wish- 
ing Vivian good night, quitted the room. He was cue of those 
prudent geniuses who always leave off with a point. 

Mr. Sievers had not left Vivian more than a minute, when the 
little Prince Maximilian came up, and bowed to liim in a very 
condescending manner. Our licro, who liad not yet had an oppor- 
tunity of speaking with him, thanked him cordially for his hand- 
some present, and asked hipi how lieiliked the Court. 

“ Oh, delightful ! I pass all my time with the Grand-Duke and 
Madame : ” and here the young apostate settled his military stock, 
and arranged the girdle of his sword. “ Madame Carolina,** con- 
tinued he, “ has commanded me to inform you that she desires the 
pleasure of your attendance.** 

The summons was immediately obeyed, and Vivian had the 
honour of a long conversation with the interesting Consort of the 
Grand-Duke. He was, for a considerable time, complimented by 
her enthusiastic panegyric of England ; her original ideas of the 
character and genius of Lord Byron, her veneration for Sir 
Humphry Davy, and her admiration of Sir Walter Scott. Not 
remiss was Vivian in paying, in his happiest manner, due com- 
pliments to the fair and royal authoress of the Court of Charle- 
magne. While she spoke his native tongue, he admired her 
accurate English ; and while she professed to have derived her 
imperfect knowledge of his perfect language from a study of 
its best authors, she avowed her belief of the impossibility of ever 
speaking it correctly, witliout the assistance of a native. Con- 
versation became more interesting. 

When Vivian left the palace he was not unmindful of an cn- 
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gagrement to return there the next day, to gbe a first lesson m 
English pronunciation to l^ame Carolina. 


CHAPTER IV. 

VmAN duly kept his appointment with Madame Carolina. The 
chamberlain ushered him into a library, where Madape Carolina 
was seated at a large table covered with books and manuscripts. 
Her costume and her countenance were equally engaging. Fasci- 
nation was alike in her smile, and her sash — her bow, and her 
buckle. What a delightful pupil to perfect in English pronun- 
ciation ! Madame pointed, with a pride pleasing to Vivian's feel- 
ings as an Englishman, to her shelves, graced with the most eminent 
of English writers. Madame Carolina was not like one of those 
admirers of English literature whom you often meet on the Con- 
tinent : people wlio tliink that Beattie's Minstrel is our most modern 
and fashionable poem ; that the Night Thoughts is the master- 
piece of our literature ; and that Richardson is our only novelist. 
Oh, no ! — Madame Carolina would not have disgraced May Fair. 
She knew Childo Harold by rote, and had even peeped into Don 
Juan. Her admiration of the Edinburgh and Quarterly Reviews 
was great and similar. To a Continental liberal, indeed, even the 
Toryism of the Quarterly is philosophy; and not an Under-Secre- 
tary ever yet massacred a radical innovator, without giving loose 
to some sentiments and sentence.s, which are considered rank trea- 
son in the meridian of Vienna. 

After some conversation, in which Madamo evinced eagerness to 
gain details about the persons and manners of our most eminent 
literary characters, she naturally began to speak of the literary 
productions of other countries; and in short, ere an hour was 
passed, Vivian Grey, instead of giving a lesson in English pro- 
nunciation to the Consort of the Grand-Duke of Rcisenbiirg, found 
himself listening, in an easy chair, and with folded arms, to a long 
treatise by that lady de VEsprit de Conccrsalion, It was a most 
brilliant dissertation. Her kindness in reading it to him was most 
particular; nevertheless, for unexpected blessings we arc not 
always sufficiently grateful. 

Auuther hour was consumed by the treatise. How she refined ! 
what unexpected distinctions! what exquisite discrimination of 
national character! what skilful eulogium of her own! Nothing 
could be more splendid than her elaborate character of a repartee; 
it would have sufficed for an epic poem. At length Madame Caro- 
lina ceased de VEsprit de Conversation^ and Vivian was success- 
ful in concealing his weariness, and in testifying his admiration. 

The evil is over," thought he; “I may as well gain credit for my 
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good taste.** The lesson in English pronuheiation» howcrer, was 
not yet terminated. Madame was charmed with our heroes un- 
common discrimination and extraordinary talents. He was the 
most skilful and the most agreeable critic with whom she had ever 
been acquamted. How invaluable must the opinion of such a 
person be to her, on her great work! No one had yet seen a line 
of it ; but there are moments when we are irresistibly impelled to 
seek a confidante — ^that confidante was before her. The morocco 
case was unlocked, and the manuscript of Haroun A1 Raschid re* 
vealed to the enraptured eye of Vivian Grey. 

“ 1 flatter myself,” said Madame Carolina, that this work will 
create a great sensation; not only in Germany. It abounds, 1 
think, with interesting story, engaging incidents, and animated and 
effective descriptions. 1 have not, of course, been able to ol)tain 
any new matter respecting His Sublimity, the Caliph. Between 
ourselves, I do not think this very im])ortant. So far as I have ob- 
served, wc have matter enough in this world on every possible sub- 
ject already. It is manner in which the literature of all nations 
is deficient. It appears to me, that the great point for persons of 
genius now to direct their attention to, is the expansion of matter. 
This, 1 conceive to be the great secret ; and this must be effected 
by the art of picturcsejue writing. For instance, my dear Mr. 
Grey, I will open the Arabian Nights* Entertainments, merely for 
an exemplification, at the one hundred and eighty-fifth night — 
good ! Let us attend to the following passage : — 

“ ‘ lu the reign of the Caliph Haroun A1 Raschid, there was at 
Bagdad a druggist, called Alboussan Ebn Thahcr, a very rich, hand- 
some man. lie had more wit and politeness than people of his 
profession ordinarily have. His integrity, sincerity, afid jovial hu- 
mour, made him beloved and sought after by all sorts of people. 
The Caliph, who knew liis merit, had entire confidence in him. 
He had so great an esteem for him, that he entrusted him with the 
care to provide his favourite ladies with all the things they stood 
in need of. lie chose for them their clothes, furniture, and jewels, 
with admirable taste. His good qualities, and the favour of the 
Calix)h, made the sons of Emirs, and other Officers of the first 
rank, be always about him. llis house was the rendezvous of all 
the nobility of the Court.* 

What capabilities lurk in this dry passage ! ** exclaimed Madame 
Carolina ; “ 1 touch it with my pen, and transform it into a chapter* 
It shall be one of those that I will read to you. The description 
of Alboussan alone demands ten pages. There is no doubt that 
bis countenance was oriental. The talc says that he was handsome ; 
I taint him with his eastern eye, Ms thin yehed brow, his fra- 
^ grant beard, his gracefqj mustachio. The tme says he was rich : 



YIVIAK GBSY. 


1 liaye authorities for the eosttuse of men of his dignft j in eoo- 
temporary writers. In my hkiory, he appears in an upper gating 
of green veket, and loose trowsers of pink satin ; a jewelled dag- 
ger lies in his golden girdle ; bis slippers are of the richest ooi- 
faroidery ; and he never omits the bath of roses daily. On this 
system, which in my opinion elicits truth— for by it you are enaWed 
to form a conception of the manners of the age— on this system 1 
proceed tlirougliout the paragraph. Conceive my account of his 
house being the ‘rendezvous of all tlie nobility of the Court.* 
What a brilliant scene I what variety of dress and character ! what 
splendour ! what luxury ! what magnificence ! Imagine the detail 
of the banquet ; which, hy-the-bye, gives me an opportunity of in^ 
sorting, after the manner of your own Gibbon, ‘ a dissertation on 
sherbet/ Wliat think you of the art of picturesque writing r " 

“ Admirable I ” stiid Vivian ; “Von Chronicle himself^ ” 

“ How can you mention the name of that odious man ! ” almost 
shrieked Madame Carolina, forgetting the dignity of her semi- 
regal character, in the jealous feehugs of the author. “ How can 
you mention him ! A scribbler without a sjmrk, not only of genius, 
but even of common invention. A miserable fellow, who seems to 
do nothing but clothe and amplify, in liis own fantastic style, the 
details of a ])arcel of old chronicles ! ** 

Madame's indignation reminded Vivian of a very true, but rather 
vulgar proverb of his own country; and he extricated himself from 
liis very awkward situation, with a dexterity worthy of his former 
ytairs. 

“ Von Chronicle himself,” said Vivian, “ Von Chronicle himself, 
as I was going to observe, will be the most mortified of all on the 
appearance ^f your work. He cannot be so blinded by self- 
conceit, as to fail to observe that your liistory is a thousand times 
more interesting tlian his fiction. Ah ! Madame, if you can thus 
sjjread enchantment over Uie hitherto weary page of history, what 
must be your work of imagination ! ” 


CHAPTER V. 

Vivian met Emilius von Aslingen in his ride througii the gar- 
tlens. As that distinguished personage at present patronised the 
English nation, and astounded the Reiscuburg natives by driving 
an Eugltsli mail, riding English horses, and ruling English grooms, 
lie deigned to be exceedingly courteous to our hero, whom he had 
publicly declared at the soiree of the preceding night to be “ very 
good style,” Such ^ character from such a imin, raised Vivian 
even more in the eMination of the Reiiqjnburg wwld, tliun hia 
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flattering reception bjr tlie Grand-Duke, and kia cardial greetio^ 
bj Madame Carolina. 

“ Shall you be at the Grand Marshiil's to-night?" asked Vivian. 

" Ah ! that is the new man — the man who was mediatised, is 
not it?" 

The Prince of Little Lilliput/^ 

Yes!" drawled out Mr. von Aslingen. “I shall go if I have 
courage enough ; but tliey say his servants wear skins, and lie lias 
got a tail.” 

The ball-room was splendidly illuminated. The whole of the 
Royal Family was present, and did honour to their new olticer of 
state. His Royal lliglmess ail smiles, and his Consort all diii- 
monds. Stars and uiiifm*ms, ribbons and orders, abounded. The 
diplomatic body wore the dresses of their respective Courts. Emi- 
lios von il^lingcn having given out in the morning, that he should 
appear as a captain in the Royal Guards, the young lords and fops 
of fashion were consequently ultra military. They were not a little 
annoyed when, late in the evening, their model lounged in, wearing 
the rich scarlet uniform of a Knight of Malta ; of wliich newly- 
revived order Von Aslingcu, who had served half a campaign 
against the Turks, was a member. 

Tlic Royal Family bad arrh ed only a few minutes : dancing bad 
not yet commenced. Vivian was at the top of the room, honoured 
by the notice of Madame Carolina, who complained of his yester- 
day's absence from tlic palace. Suddenly the universal hum and 
buzz, wliicdi are always sounding in a crowded room, were stilled ; 
and all ])resent, arrested in their conversation and pursuits, stood 
with their heads tiirned towards the great door. TJiither also Vi- 
vian looked, and, woudcrstruck, beheld — Mr. Beckendorft*. His 
singular appearance, for with tlie exception of his cavalry hoots, 
he ])reseuted the same figure as when he first came forward to re- 
ceive the Prince of Little Tdlliijut and Vivian on the lawn, imme- 
diately attracted iiiiivcr.sal attention; but in this crowded room, 
there were a few who, either from actual experience, or accurate 
information, were not ignorant that this personage was the Prime 
Minister. The report spread like wildfire. Even the etiquette 
of a Gennan ball-room, honoured as it was by the presenee of 
tlie Court, was no restraint to the curiosity and wonder of all pre- 
sent. Yes ! even Emiliu.s von Aslingen raised his glass to his eye. 
But great as was Vivian’s astonishment, it was not only occasioned 
by this unexpected appearance of his former host. Mr. Beckeu- 
dorff w^as not alone : a woman was leaning on hi.s left arm. A 
quick glance in a moment convinced Vivian, that she was not the 
original of the mysterious picture. Tltf^ompaiiion of Beeken- 
dorff was very young. Her full voluptiJRs growth gave yon, for 
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a moment^ the imprestdon that she was somewhat low in stature ; 
but it was only for a moment, for the lady was by no means short. 
Her beauty it is impossible to describe. It was of a kind that 
baf&es all phrases, nor have 1 a single simile at command, to make 
it more clear, or more confused. Her luxurious form, her blonde 
complexion, her silken hair, would have all become the languishing 
Sultana ; but then her eyes, — ^they banished all idea of the Serag- 
lio, and were the most decidedly European, though the most bril- 
liant, that ever glanced ; eagles might have proved their young at 
them. To a countenance which otherwise would have been calm, 
and perhaps pensive, they gave an expression of extreme vivacity 
and unusual animation, and perhaps of restlessness and arrogance 
— ^it might have been courage. The lady was dressed in the cos- 
tume of a Chanoinesse of a Convent des dames nobles ; an institu- 
tion to which Protestant and Catliolic ladies are alike admitted. 
The orange-coloured cordon of her canonry was slung gracefully 
over her plain black silk-dress, and a diamond cross hung below 
her waist. 

Mr. Bcckendorft* and bis fair companion were instantly welcomed 
by the Grand Marshal ; and Arnelm, and half-a-dozen Chamber- 
lains, all in new uniforms, and extremely agitated, did their utmost, 
by their exertions in clearing the way, to prevent the Prime 
Minister of Reisenburg from paying his respects to his Sovereign. 
At length, however, Mr. Beckendorff reached the top of the room, 
and presented the young lady to his Royal Highness, and also to 
Madame Carolina. Vivian had retired on their a})proach, and now 
found himself among a set of young officers — idolaters of Von As- 
lingen, and of wdiite hats lined with crimson. “ Who can she 
be?” was tlie universal question. Though all by the query ac- 
knowledged their ignorance, yet it is singular that, at tlio same 
time, every one was prepared vrith a response to it. Such are the 
sources of accurate information ! 

‘‘ And that is Beckendorff, is it ? ” exclaimed the young Count 
of Eberstein; “and his daughter, of course! Well; there is 
nothing like being a plebeian end a Prime Minister ! I suppose 
Beckendorff will bring an anonymous friend to Court next.” 

“ She cannot be his daughter,” said Bernstorff. “ To be a Clia- 
noiucssc of that order, remember she must be noble.'*' 

“ Then she must be his niece,” answered the young Count of 
Eberstein. “ I think I do remember some confused story about a 
sister of Beckendorff, who ran away with some Wirtemberg Baron 
What was that story, Gcrnsbach?” 

** No, it was not his sister,” said the Baron of Geriisbacli ; it 
was hU aunt, 1 think.” a 

^ Beckendorff 's aunt,^'hat an idea! as if he ever had an aunt 1 
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Men of his calibre make themselves out of mud* They have 
no relations. Well, never mind ; there was some story, I am sure, 
about some woman or other. Depend upon it, that this girl is the 
child of that woman ; whether she be aunt, niece, or daughter. I 
shall go and tell eveiy one that I know the whole business ; this 
girl is the daughter of some woman or other.” — So sayings away 
w'alked the young Count of Eberstcin, to disseminate in all direc- 
tions the important conclusion to which his logical head . had 
allowed him to arrive. 

‘‘Von Weinbren,” said the Baron of Gernsbach, “ how can you 
account for this mysterious appearance of the Premier ? ” 

“ Oh ! when men are on the decline, they do desperate things. I 
suppose it is to please the renegade.” 

“ Hush ! there's the Englishman behind you.” 

“ On dit, another child of Beckendorff.” 

“ Oh no! — secret mission,” 

“ Ah ! indeed.” 

“ Here comes Von Asliiigcn! Well, great Emilius! how solve 
you this mystery?” 

“ What mj^stery ? Is there one ?” 

“ I allude to this wonderful appearance of BeckendorfF.” 

“ Beckendorff! what a name! who is he ?” 

“ Nonsense ! the Premier.” 

“ Well!” 

“ You have seen him of course ; he is here. Have you just come 
in ?” 

BockendorfT here!” said Von Aslingon, in a tone of affected 
horror; “ I did not know that the fellow was to be visited. It is 
all over with Reisenhurg. I shall go to Vienna to-morrow.” 

But hark! the .sprightly music calls to the dance; and first the 
stately Polonaise, an easy gradation between walking and dancing. 
To the surprise of the whole room, and tlie indignation of many of 
the high nobles, the Crown Prince of Reisenburg led off the 
Polonaise with the unknown fair one. Such an attention to 
Beckendorff was a distressing proof of present power and favour. 
The I'oloiiaisc is a dignified promenade, with which German halls 
invariably commence. The cavaliers, with an air of studied 
grace, offer their right hands to their fair partners ; and the whole 
party, in a long file, accurately follow the leading couple through 
all their scientific evolutions, as they wind through every part of 
the room. AValtzcs in sets speedily followed the Polonaise ; and the 
unknown, wlio was now an object of universal attention, danced 
witli Count von Sohnspeer, another of Beckendorff's numerous 
progeny, if the reader remember. How ^urvily are poor single 
gentlemen, who live alone, treated by the candid tongues of their 
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fdkiw-creaturoft ! The oommander-m-chicf of the Reisenlnirg: 
troops was certainly a partner of a reiy different complexion from 
the young lady's previous one. The Crown Prince Ium! under- 
taken his duty with reluctance, and had performed it without 
grace; not a single word had he exchanged with his partner 
daring the promenade, and his genuine listlessness was even more 
offensive than affected apathy. Von Sohnspeer, on the cjontrary, 
danced in the true Vienna style, and whirled like a dervish. All 
our good English prejudices against the soft, the swimming, the 
sentimental, melting, undulating, dangerous waltz, would quickly 
disappear, if we only executed the dreaded manoeuvres in the true 
Austrian style. One might as soon expect our daughters to get 
sentimental in a swing. 

Vivian did not choose to presume upon his late acquaintance 
witli Mr. Beckendorlf, as it bad not been sought by that geiitleraaii, 
and lie consequently did not pay liis respects to the Minister. Mr. 
Beckendorlf continued at the top of the room, standing between 
the state chairs of his Royal Highness and Madame Carohtia, and 
occasionally addressing an observation to his Sovereign, and 
answering one of the lady’s. Had Mr. Beckendoi*ff been in tlie 
habit of attending balls nightly, he could not have exhibited 
more perfect nonchalance. There he sstood, with his arms 
crossed behind him, his chin resting on his breast, and his raisovl 
cye.H glancing ! 

‘^My dear Prince,” said Vivian to the Grand Marshal, ‘‘you 
are just the person I wanted to speak to. How came you 
to invite Bcckendorff— and how came he to accept tlie invi- 
tation?” 

“ My dear frioiul,” said his Highness, shniggiug his shoulders, 
•‘wonders will never cease. I never invited him ; 1 should just as 
soon have thought of inviting old tloliannisbcrgcr.” 

“ Were not you aware, then, of his intention ? ” 

“ >Jot ill tlie li*a.st! you should rather say aitention; for, I assure 
you, I consider it a rno.st particular one. It is quite astonishing, 
my dear friend, how I mistook that man's character. He really 
is one of the most gentlemanlike, polite, and excellent ])orsoiis I 
know; no more mad than you are! And as for lii.s power being 
on the decline, we know the nonseuse of that!” 

“ Belter than most persons, 1 suspect. Sievers, of course, is not 
here?” 

No ! you have heard about him, I suppose ? ” 

“ Heard ! — heard what?” 

“Not heard! w'cll, he told me yesterday, and said he was going 
to call upon you directly to let you know.” 

•• Know what 
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** He is a rery sensibie man, Sierers ; and I am very glad at hat 
that he is likely to soceeed in the world. All men hare their 
little imprudences, and ho was a little too hot once. What of 
that ? He has oome to his senses — so hare I ; and I hope you will 
nerer lose yours!" 

^Eut pray, my dear Prince, tell me what has happened to 
Sievers." 

•• He is goingf to Vienna immediately, and will be very useful 
there I have no doubt. He has got a very good place, and 
I am sure he will do his dnty. Tliey cannot have an abler 
man.” 

“Vienna! that is the last city in the world in which I should 
expect to find Mr. Sievers. What place can he have ? — and what 
services can he perform there ? ” 

“Many! he is to be Editor of the Austrian Observer, and 
Censor of the Austrian Press. I tlwuglit he would do well at 
last. All men have their imprudent day. I had. 1 cannot stop 
now — I must go and apeak to the Countess von S 

As Vivian was doubting whether he should most grie^^e or 
laugh, at this singular termination of Mr. Sievers^ career, his arm 
was suddenly touched, and on tuniing round, he found it was by 
Mr. Beckendorif. 

“ There is another very strong argument, sir,” said the Minister, 
without any of the usual phrases of recognition ; “there is another 
very strong argument against your doctrine of Destiny.” And 
then Mr. Beckcndorlf, taking Vivian by the arm, began walking 
up and down part of the saloon with Iiim ; and in a few minutes, 
quite forgetting the sceme of the discu.ssion, he was involved in 
nietiiphysics. This incident created another groat sensation, and 
whispers of “secret inis-^ion — Seci'etary of State — decidedly a 
sou, ” &c. &c. &c., wore in an instant afloat in all parts of the 
I'oom. 

The approach of his Royal Highness extricated Vivian from mi 
argumcnl, which was as profound as it ivfis inteiTniiiablc ; and as 
Mr. Beckendorfi’ retired with the Grand-Duke into a recess in the 
ball-room, Vivian was requested by Von Neuwied to attend his 
Excellency the Grand Marshal. 

“My dear friend,” said the Prince, “I saw you talking with a 
eeTtaiii person. 1 did not .say anything to you wdicn I passed you 
before ; but to tell you the truth now, 1 was a little annoyed tliat 
he had not spoken to yon. 1 knew you were as proud as Lucifer, 
and w(.uild not salute him yourself ; and between ourselves I had 
no great wish you should ; for, not to conceal it, he did not even 
mention your name. But the reason of this is now quite evi- 
dent, and you must confess he is remarkably courteous. You 
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know, if you remember, we thought that incognito was a little 
affected — rather annoying, if you recollect. I remember in the 
^een lane, you gave him a gentle cut about it. It was very 
spirited, and I dare say, did good. Well 1 — what I was going to 
say about that, is this ; 1 dare say now, after all,” continued his 
Excellency, with a very knowing look, “ a certain person had very 
good reasons for that; not that he ever told them to me, nor that 
1 have the slightest idea of them ; but when a person is really so 
exceedingly polite and attentive, I always think he would never do 
anything disagreeable without a cause, — and it was exceedingly 
disagreeable, if you remember, my dear friend. I never knew to 
whom he was speaking. Von Philipson indeed! Well! we did 
not think, the day we were floundering down that turf road, that 
it would end in this. Rather a more brilliant scene than the 
Giants* Hall at Turriparva, I think, eh ? But all men have their 
imprudent days ; the best way is to forget them. There ivas poor 
Sievers ; who ever did more imprudent things than he ? and now 
it is very likely he will do very well in the world, eh ? What 
1 want of you, my dear friend, is this. There is that girl who 
came with Beckendorff; who the deuce she is, I don’t know:— let 
us hope the best ! We must pay her every attention. I dare say 
she is his daughter. You have not forgotten the portrait. Well! 
we all were gay once. All men have their imprudent day ; — why, 
.should not Beckendorff? — speaks rather in his favour, 1 think. 
Well, this girl; — his RoyaMlighness* very kindly made the Crown 
Prince walk the lN)lonaise with her — very kind of him, and very 
proper. What attention can be too great for the daughter or 
friend of such A man ! — a man who, in two words, may be said to 
have made Reisenburg. For what was Rcisenburg before Becken- 
dorft’? Ah! what? Perliaps we were liappier then, after all; 
and then there w\as no Royal Highness to bow to ; no person to 
be condesceiidiijg, except ourselves. But never mind! we will 
forget. After all, this life has its charms. What a brilliant 
scene ! — but this girl — every attention should be paid her. The 
Crown I’rince was so kind as to walk the Polonaise with Iier ; — 
and Von Sohuspeer — ^Iic is a brute, to be sure ; but then he is a 
l*^ield Marshal. JSow, I think, considering wdiat has taken place 
between Beckendorff and yoiirsell', and the very distinguished 
manner in which he recognised you; 1 think, that after all this, 
and considering everything, the etiquette is for you, particularly as 
you are a foreigner, and my personal friend — indeed my most 
particular friend, for in fact I owe everytliing to you — my life, and 
more than my life; I think, I repeat, considering all this, that 
the least you can do is to ask her to dance with you ; and I, as 
the host, will introduce you. I am sorry, my dear friend,” con- 
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tinued his Excellency, with a look of great regret, *^to intro- 
duce you to ; but we will not speak about it. We have no 

right to complain of Mr. Beckendorff. No person could possibly 
behave to us in a manner more gentlemanlike."' 

After an introductory speech, in his Excellency’s happiest 
manner, and in which an eulogium of Vivian, and a compliment 
to the fair unki^^wn, got almost as completely entangled as the 
origin of slavery, and the history of the feudal system, in his more 
celebrated harangue, Vivian found himself waltzing with the 
anonymous beauty. The Grand Marshal, during the process of 
introduction, had given the young lady every opportunity of de- 
claring her name ; but every opportunity was thrown away. ‘‘ She 
must be incog.,” wliispered his Excellency : Miss von Philipson, 
I suppose ? ■’ 

Vivian was not a little desirous of discovering the nature of the 
relationship, or connection, between Beckendorff and his partner. 
The ra})id waltz allowed no pause for conversation ; but after the 
dance, Vivian seated himself at her side, with the determination 
of not very quickly deserting it. The lady did not even allow him 
the satisfaction of commencing the conversation ; for no sooner 
was she seated, than she begged to know who the person was with 
whom she had previously waltzed. The history of Count von 
Sohnspecr exceedingly amused her ; and no sooner had Vivian 
finished his anecdote, than the lady said, Ah! I sec you arc an 
amusing person. Now tell me the history of everybody in the 
room.” 

IlealJy,” said Vivian, “ 1 fear I sliall forfeit my reputation of 
being amusing very speedily ; for I am almost as great a stranger 
at this Court as you appear to be yourself. Count von Solmspcer 
is too celebrated a personage at Reiseiiburg, to liavc allowed even 
me to be long ignoi-ant of his history ; and, as for the rest, so far 
as I can judge, they are most of them as obscure as myself, and 
not nearly as interesting as you arc ! ” 

“ Arc you an Englishman ? ” asked the lady. 

I am.” 

‘‘ I supposed so, both from your travelling and your appearance : 

I think the English countenance very peculiar.” 

Indeed! wc do not flatter ourselves so at home.” 

“Yes! it is peculiar,” said the lady, in a tone which seemed to 
imply that contradiction was unusual ; “ and 1 think tliat you are 
all handsome ! I admire the English, which in this part of the 
world is singular; in the South, you know, wc are generally 
framiseJ* 

“ I am aware of that,” said Vivian. “ There, for iustance,” 
pointing to a very pompous-looking personage, who at that mo- 

24 
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ment strutted by ; “ there, for instance, is the most person 

in all Rcisenbur^ ! that is our Grand Chamberlain. lie considers 
himself a felicitous copy of Louis the Fourteenth ! He allows no- 
thing in Lis opinions and phrases but what is orthodox. As it 
generally happens in such cases, his orthodoxy is ra&er obso- 
lete.’’ 

Who is that knight of Malta asked the lad]^ 

‘‘ The most powerful individual in the room,” answered Vivian. 

" Who can he be ?” asked the lady, with eagerness. 

Behold him, and tremble!” rejoined Vivian ; "for with him 
it rests to decide whether you are civilised, or a savage ; whether 
you arc to be abhorred, or admired ; idolised, or despised. Nay, 
do not be alarmed ! there are a few heretics, even in Rcisenburg, 
who, like myself, value from conviction, and not from fashion; 
and who will be ever ready, in spite of a Von Aslingen anathema, 
to evince our admiration where it is due.’’ 

The lady pleaded fatigue, as an excuse for not again dancing ; 
and Vivian did not quit her side. Her lively remdliks, piquant 
observations, and very singular questions, highly amused him ; and 
he was equally flattered by the evident gratification w’bich bis 
conversation nflbrded her. It was chiefly of the principal mem- 
bers of the Court that she spoke ; she was delighted with Vivian’s 
glowing character of Madame Carolina, whom she said she had 
this evening seen for the first time. Who this unknown could be, 
w'as a question which often occurred to him; and the singularity 
of a man like Bcckendorff, suddenly breaking through his habits, 
and outraging the whole system of his existence, to please a 
daughter, or niece, or female cousin, did not fail to strike him. 

“ I have the honour of being acquainted with Mr. Becken- 
dorif,” said Vivian. This was the first time that the Minister’s 
name had been mentioned. 

“ J perceived you talking w^ith him,” was the answer. 

“ You arc staying, I suppose, at Mr. Beckendorfl”s 

“ Not at present.” 

“ You luive, of course, been at his retreat — delightful j>lace!” 

« Ye.^!” 

“ Are you au ornithologist ?” a.sked Vivian, smiling. 

Not at all scientific ; but T, of course, CiUi now tell a lory 
from a Java sparrow, and a bullfinch from a canary. The first 
day I was there, I never shall forget the surprise I experienced, 
when, after the noon meal being fini.-hed, tlie aviary door was 
opened. After ibat, I always let the creatures out myself; and 
one day I opened all the cages at once. If you could but have 
witnessed the scene! 1 am sure ycni would have been quite de- 
lighted with it. As for poor Mr. BeckeudorfT, 1 thought even he 
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would bare gone out of liis mind ; and when I brotrglit in tlie 
white peacock, he actually left the room in despair. Pray how do 
you like Madame Clara, and Owlface too? Which do you think 
the most beautiful ? I am no great fovourite with the old lady. 
Indeed, it was very kind of Mr. Beckendorff to bear ^ilh every- 
thing as he did: 1 am sure lie is not much used to lady 
visitors.’' 

“ I trust that your visit to him will not be very sligrt ? " 

‘^My stay at Rciscnbiirg will not be very long,” said the young 
lady, with rather a grav’e countcnauec. “ Have you been here 
liny time?” 

“ About a fortnight ; it was a mere cliancc my coming at alu 
I was going on straight to Vienna.” 

To Vienna, indeed ! Well, I am glad you did not miss Reisen- 
burg ; you must not quit it now. You know that this is not the 
VicMiiia season ?” 

‘‘1 am aware of it; but I am such a restless person, that 
I never regulate my movements by those of other people.” 

“ But surely you find .Reisenburg very agreeable ?” 

Very much so ; but I am a confirmed wanderer.” 

“ AVhy are you ?” asked the lady, with great na’ivetd. 

Vivian looked grave ; and the lady, as if she were sensible of 
having unintentionally occasioned him a painful recollection, again 
cxpre»s(*d her wish that he should not immediately quit the Court, 
and trusted tliat circumstances would not prevent him acceding to 
her desire. 

“ It docs not ci^en depend upon ch'curastances,” said Vivian ; 
the wliira of the moment is ray only principle of action, and 
therefore I may be off to-night, or be here a month hence.” 

“ Oh! pray stay then,” saul his companion, c:rgorly ; “ I expect 
YOU to stiiy now. If 3 'ou could ouly hare .an ide.a wliat a relief 
^•on versing v.ith you is, after liaving been dragged by the Crown 
Prince, imd w'liirled by that Von Sohnspeor! ITeigho! I could 
almost sigh at the very remembrance of that doleful Polonaise.” 

The lady ended, with a faint laugh, a sentence which appig^eiitly 
had been eoiiimeiiced in no light vein. She did not cease speak- 
ng, but continued to request Vivian to reniiiin at Reiaenburg at 
east as long as herself. Her frequent requests were perfectly 
iinnccesdary, for the j)roniise had been pledged at the first hint of 
her wish; but this was not the only time during tlie evening that 
Vivian had remarked that his interesting companion occasionally 
talked witliont apjyareiitly bi ing sensible that slie was conversing. 

The young Count of Eberstcin, wlio, to use his own phrase 
was ‘ sadly involved,’ and consequently very desirous of being ap- 
pointed a forest Councillor, thought that he should secure his 
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appointment by condescending to notice the person whom he 
delicately styled *thc Minister’s female relative/ To his great 
mortification and surprise, the honour was declined; and *the 
female relative/ being unwilling to dance again, but perhaps 
feeling it necessary to break off her conversation with her late 
partner, it having already lasted an unusual time, highly gratified 
his Excellency the Grand Marshal by declaring that she would 
dance with P^nce Maximilian. “ This, to say the least, was very 
attentive of Miss von Philipsop." 

Little Max, who had just tact enough to discover, that to be the 
Jlpirtner of the fiiir incognita was the place of honour of the even- 
ing, now considered himself by much the most important i^er- 
sonage in the room. In fact, he was only second to Emiiius von 
Aslingen. The evident contest which was ever taking place 
between his natural feelings as a boy, and his acquired habits as a 
courtier, made him a very amusing companion. He talked of the 
Gardens, and the Opera, in a style not unworthy of the young 
Count of Eberstciu. He thought that Madame Carolina was as 
charming as usual to-night ; but, on the contrary, that the Coun- 
tess von S was looking rather ill — ^aiid this put him in mind 

of her ladyship’s now equipage ; and then, h propos to equipages, 
what did his companion think of the new fashion of the Hungarian 
harness? His lively and kind companion encouraged the boy’s 
tattle; and, emboldened by her good-nature, he soon forgot his 
artificial speeches, and was quickly rattling on about Turriparva, 
and his horses, and his dogs, and his park, and his guns, and his 
grooms. Soon after the waltz, the lady, taking the arm of the 
young Prince, walked up to Mr. Beckendorff. lie received her 
with great attention, and led her to Madame Carolina, who rose, 
seated Mr. Beckendorff ’s ‘ female relative’ by her side, and evi- 
dently said Bomctliing extremely agreeable. 


CHAPTER VI 

Vivian had promised Madumc Carolina a second English lesson 
on the day after the Grand Marshal’s fete. The progress ■which 
the lady had made, and the talent which the gentleman had evinced 
during the first, had rendered Madame the most enthusiastic of 
pupils, and Vivian, in her estimation, the ablest of instructors. 
Madame Carolina’s passion was patronage. To discover concealed 
merit, to encourage neglected genius, to reveal the mysteries of 
the world to a novice in mankind, or, in short, to make herself 
very agreeable to any one whom she fancied to be very interesting, 
the great business and the great delight of her existence. 
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No sooner liad her eyes lighted on Vivian Grey, than she deter- 
mined to patronise. His country, his appearance, the romantic 
mam er in which he had become connected with the Court, 
all pleased her lively imagination. She was intuitively ac- 
quainted with his whole history, and in an instant he was the 
hero of a romance, of which the presence of the principal cba» 
racter compensated, we may suppose, for the somewhat indefinite 
details. His taste and literary acquirements completed the spell 
by which Madame Carolina was willingly enchanted. A low Dutch 
professor, whose luminous genius rendered unnecessary the cere- 
mony of shaving; and a dumb dwarf, in whose interesting ap- 
pearance was forgotten its perfect idiocy ; a prosy improvisatore, 
and a South American savage, — ^werc all superseded on the appear- 
ance of Virian Gr^. 

As Madame Carolina was, in fact, a charming woman, our hero 
had no objection to humour her harmless foibles; and not con- 
tented with making notes in an interleaved copy of her Charle- 
magne, he even promised to read Ilaroun A1 llasehid in manu- 
script. Tlie consequence of his courtesy, and the reward of his 
taste, was unbounded favour. Apartments in the palace were 
offered him, and declined ; and when Madame Carolina had be- 
come acquainted w'itli sufficient of his real history, to know that, 
on his part, neither wish nor necessity existed to return imme- 
diately to his own country, she tempted him to renniin at Reisen- 
burg by an offer of a })lace at Court ; and doubtless, had he been 
Tvilling, Vivian might in time have become a Lord Chamberlain, 
or perhaps even a Field Marshal. 

On entering the room, the morning in question, he found 
Madame Carolina writing. At the cud of the apartment, a lady 
ceased, on his appearance, humming an air to which she was 
dancing, and at the same time imitating castanets. Madame re- 
ceived Vivian with expressions of delight, saying also, in a pecu- 
liar and confidential manner, that she was just sealing' up a packet 
for him, the preface of llaroim; and then she presented him to 
‘ the Baroness! ’ The lady who was lately dancing, came forward. 
It wna In's unknown partner of the preceding night. * The Ba- 
roness’ extended her hand to Vivian, and unaffectedly expressed 
her great pleasure at seeing him again. Vivian trusted that she 
was not fatigued by the fete, and asked after Mr. Bcckendorff. 
Madame Carolina was busily engaged at tlic moment in duly 
securing the precious preface. The Baroness said that Mr. Beck- 
endorff had returned home, but that Madame Carolina had kindly 
insisted upon her staying at the palace. She was not the least 
wearied. Last night had been one of the most agreeable she had 
ever spent — at least she supposed she ought to say so : for if she 
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had experienced a tedious or mournfui feeling for a momen^t it 
vas hardly for wluit was then passing, so much as fur ** 

^ Pray, Mr. Grey,” said Madame Carolina, interrupting them, 
^ have you heard about our new ballet ? ” 

«NoI” 

I do not tliinh you hare ever been to our Opera. To-morrow 
is Opera night, and you must not be again away. Wc pride our 
selves here very much upon our Opera.” 

" We estimate it even in England,” said Vivian, “ as possessing 
perhaps the most perfect orchestra now organised.” 

The orchestra is perfect, llis Royal Highness is such an ex- 
cellent musician, and he has spared no trouble nor expense in 
forming it : he has alw’ays superintended it himself. But I con- 
fess, 1 admire our ballet department still mote. I expect you to 
be delighted wiili it. You will jierhaps be gratified to knoAV, that 
the subject of our new splendid ballet, whicli is to be produced 
to-morrow, is from a great work of your illustrious poet — my Lord 
Byron.” 

** From which r ” 

“ The Corsair. Ah ! what a sublime work ! — what passion ! — 
what energy! — what knowledge of feminine feeling! — wdiat con- 
trast of cliaTfaclcr! — wliat sculi meats !- 7 -w’liat situations! I wish 
this were Opera night — Guliiare! my fiivouritc character — beau- 
tiful ! How do you think they will dress licr?” 

Arc you an admirer of our Byron?” asked Vivian, of the 
Baroness. 

‘‘ I think ho is a very handsome man. I once saw’ him at the 
carnival at Venice.” 

“But his works — ^liis grand works! ma cherc petite,” said 
Madame Carolina, in her sweetest lone ; “ you have read his 
works ? ” 

" Not a line,” answ’crcd the Baronc.ss, with great naivctc ; “ I 
never saw them.” 

“ Pauvre enfant! ” said Madame Carolina; “ I will employ you 
then while you arc here.” 

“ I never read,” said the Baroness ; “ I cannot hear it. I like 
poetry and romances, but I like somebody to read to me.” 

“Very just!” said Madame Carolina; “ wc can judge with 
greater accuracy of the merit of a composition, when it reaches 
our mind merely through the medium of the human voice. The 
soul is an essence, — ^invisible and indivisible. In this respect, the 
voice of man resembles the principle of bis existence ; since few 
will deny, tliough there are some materialists who will deny 
everything, that the human voice is both impalpable, and audible 
only in one place at the same time. Hence, I ask, is it illogical 
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to infer its indivisibility ? The soul and the Yoicc, then, are similar 
in two great attributes ; there is a secret harraonj" in their spiritual 
construction. In the early ages of mankind a beautiful tradition 
was afloat, that the soul and the voice were one and the same. 
Wc may perhaps recognise in this fanciful belief, the effect, of the 
lascinating and im aginative philosophy of the East ; that mysterious 
portion of the globe,” continued Madame Carolina, “ from which 
wc should frankly confess that we derive everything; for the South 
is but the pupil of tlie East, through the mediation of Egypt. Of 
this opinion,” said Madame with fervour, " I have no doubt : of 
this oi)inioii,” continued tlie lady with enthusiasm, ‘‘ I have boldly 
avowed myself a votary in a dissertation appended to the second 
volume of Ilarouu : for this opinion I would die at the stake! Oh, 
lovely East! why wAs I nv^t oriental! Land where the voice of the 
nightingale is never mute ! Land of the cedar and the citron, the 
turtle and the iriyrtlc — of ever-bloorning flowers, and cvcr-sliiuing 
skies! Illustrious East! Cradle of Philosophy! My dearest Baroness, 
why do not you feel as I do ! From the East wc obtain every thing !” 

“ Indeed ! ” said the Baroness, with great sirn^flicity ; “ 1 thought 
wc only got cashmere shawls.” 

This puzzling answer was only noticed by Vivian; for the 
truth is, Madame Carolina was one of those individuals who 
never attend to any person’s .answers. Always thinking of her- 
self, she only asked questions that she herself miglit supply the re- 
sponses. And now having made, as she flattered lierself, a splendid 
<lis]»lay to her favourite critic, she began to consider what had 
given rise to her oration. Lord Byron and the ballet again oc- 
curred to liCM*; and as the Baroness, at least, was not unwilling to 
listen, and as she herself Iiad no manuscript of her own which she 
particularly wished to he perused, she proposed that Vivian should 
rxid to them part of the Corsair, and in the original tongue. 
iMadame (.'arolina opened the volume at the first prison scene be- 
tween Culiiarc and Conrad. It was lier favourite. Vivian re&d 
vith care and feeling. Madame was in raptures, and the Baroness, 
although she did not understand a single syllable, seemed almost 
equally delighted. At length Vivian came to this passage — 

“ My love stern Seyd’a ! Oh — no — no — not my love ! — 

Yet much this heart, that strives no more, once strove 
To meet his passion — but it would not bo. 

1 felt — I feel — love dwells with — with the free — 

I am a slave, a favour’d slave at best, 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest! 

Oft must my soul the question undergo, 

Of— ‘Dost thou lover* aud burn to nuswer ‘NoP 
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Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain. 

And strug^jle not to feel averse in vain ; 

But harder still the heart's recoil to bear 
And hide from one — perhaps another there;— 

He takes the hand I give not nor withhold — 

Its pulse nor check’d — ^nor quicken’d — calmly cold: 

And when resign’d, it drops a lifeless weight 
From one I never lov’d enough to hate. 

Nf) warmth these lips return by his imprest, 

And chiird remembrance shudders o’er the rest. 

Yes — had I ever prov’d that passion's zeal, 

The change to hatred were at least to feel ; 

But still — he goes unmourii’d — returns unsought — 

And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

Or when reflection comes, and come it must — 

I fear that hcnccfortli 'twill but bring disgust : 

1 am his slave — but, in despite of pride, 

'Twcrc worse than bondage to become his bride.” 

Superb ! ” said Madame, in a vcdcc of enthusiasm ; how true ! 
what passion ! wliat energy ! what sentiments ! what knowledge 
of feminine feeling ! Head it again, 1 pray : it is my favourite 
passage.” 

‘‘What is this passage about?” asked the Baroness, with some 
anxiety ; “ tell me ? ” 

“ I have a French translation, ma mignomie,” said Madame; “you 
shall have it afterwards.” 

“ No ! I d(‘te.st reading,” said the young lady, with an imperious 
air ; “ translate it to me at once.” 

“You are rather a self-willed beauty!” thought Vivian; “but 
your eyes are so brilliant that nothing must be refused you 1 ” and 
so ho tnin slated it. 

pn its conclusion, Madame was again in raptures. The Ba- 
roness was not less affected, but she said nothing. She appeared 
agitated ; she changed colour — ^raised her beautiful eyes with an 
expression of sorrow — looked at Vivian earnestly, and then walked 
to the other end of the room. In a few moments she returned to 
her seat. 

“ 1 wish you would tell me the story,” she said, with great ear- 
nestness. 

“ I have a French translation, ma belle ! ” said Madame Carolina ; 
“ at present I wish to trouble Mr. Grey with a few questions.” 
Madame Carolina led Vivian into a recess. 

“ I am sorry we are troubled with this sweet little savage; but I 
think she has taleut, though evidently quite uneducated. We 
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must do what we can for her. Her iterance of all breeding is 
amusing, but then 1 think she has a natural elegance. We shall 
soon polish her. llis Koyal Highness is so anxious that every 
attention should be paid to her. Beckendorif, you know, is a man 
of the greatest genius. (Madame Carolina had lowered her tone 
about the Minister since the Prince of Little Lilliput’s apostasy.) 
The country is greatly indebted to him. This, between ourselves, 
is his daughter. At least 1 have no doubt of it. Beckendorff was 
once married — to a lady of great rank — died early — beautiful 
woman — very interesting ! His Royal Highness had a great re- 
gard for her.. The Premier, in his bereavement, turned humourist, 
and has brought up this lovely girl in the oddest possible manner — 
nobody knows where. Now that he finds it necessary to bring her 
forward, he, of course, is quite at a loss. llis Royal Highness has 
a]>plicd to me. There was a little coldness before between the 
Minister and myself. It is now quite removed. I must do what 
I can for her. I think she must marry Von Sohnsjjoer, who is no 
more Beckendorff's son than you are : or young hiberstein — or 
young Benistorff* — or young Gcrnsbach. We must do something 
for her. 1 offered her last night to Emilius von Aslingen ; but he 
said, that unfortunately he was just importing a savage or two 
of his own from the Brazils, and consequently was not in want of 
her.” 

A chamherLiiii now entered, to announce the speedy arrival of 
his Royal Highness. The B^itoness, without ceremony, expressed 
her groat regret that he was coming, as now she should not hear 
the wished-for story. Madame Carolina reproved her, and the 
reproof was endured rathci- than submitted to. 

llis Royal Highness entered, and was accompanied by the Crown 
Prince. He greeted the young lady witli great kindness; and 
even the Crown Prince, inspired by his father’s unusual wai*mth, 
made a shuffling kind of bow, and a stuttering kind of speech. 
Vivian was about to retire oii tlic entrance of the Grand-Duke, 
but Madame Carolina prevented him, and his Royal Highness 
turning round, very graciously seconded her desire, and added that 
Mr. Grey was the very gentleman with whom he was desirous of 
meeting. 

“ I am anxious,” said he to Vivian, in rather a lew tone, " to 
make Reisenburg agreeable to Mr. Beckendorff’s fair friend. As 
you are one of the few who are honoured by his intimacy, and are 
familiar with some of our state secrets,” added the Grand-Duke 
w'ith a smile, “ I am sure it w'ill give you pleasure to assist me in 
the execution of my wishes.” 

His Royal Highness proposed that the ladies should ride ; and 
he himself, with the Crown Prince and Mr. Grey, would attend 
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tliem. Madame^ Carolina expressed her willingness ; but the 
Baroness, like fdl forward girls unused to the Wi>rld, suddenly grew 
at the same time both timid and disobliging. She looked sullen 
and discontented, and coolly said that she id not feel in the humour 
to ride for at least these two hours. To Vivimi’s surprise, even 
the GraniLDuke humoured her fancy, and declared that he should 
then be happy to attend them after the Court dinner. Until that 
time Vinan was amused by Madame ; and the Qraiid-Duke exclu- 
sively devoted himself to the Baroness. Ilis Royal Highness was 
in his happiest mood ; and Ids winning maimers and elegant con- 
Tersation soon chased away the cloud which, for a moment, had 
settled on the young Judy’s fair brow. 


CHAPTER VII. 

The Grand-Duke of Reiseuburg was an enthusiastic lover of 
music, and bis people were consequently music mad. The whole 
city were fiddling day and night, or blowing triiinpets, oboes, and 
bassoons. Sunday, however, was the most harmonious day in the 
week. The Opera amused tlie Court and the ^vealthiest citizens; 
niul few private liouscs could not boast their family concert, or 
small party' of performers. In the tea-gardens, of which there 
were many in the suburbs of the city, bearing the euphonious, roman- 
tic, and fashionable titles of Tivoli, Arcadia, and Vaiixhall, a strong 
and amateur orchestra w'as never wanting. Strolling tli rough 
the city on a Sunday afternoon, many a pleasing picture of inno- 
cent domestic enjoyment might be observed. In the arbour of a 
garden a very stout man, witii a fair, broad, good-natured, solid 
German face, may be seen perspiring under the scientific exertion 
of the French horn ; himself wisely disembarrassed of the needless 
incumbrance of his pea-green coat and showy waistcoat, which hi> 
neatly folded by his side; while his large and sleepy blue eye. 
actually gleam with enthusiasm, llis daughter, a soft and delicate 
girl, touches the light guitar; catching the notes of the music 
from the opened opera, which is placed before the father on a massy 
music-stand? Her voice joins in melody with her mother; who, 
like all German mothers, seems only her daughter’s self, subdued 
by an additional tw'enty years. The bow of one violin is handled, 
with the air of a master, by an elder brother; while a younger one, 
an university student, grows sentimental over the flute. The same 
instrument is also played by a tall and tender-looking young man 
in black, who stands behind the parents, next to the daughter, and 
occasionally looks off his music-book to gaze on his young mis- 
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tress’ 0 os. lie is a clerk in a public office ; aiud 3n next Michae!- 
mfis d;i if be succeed, as he hopes, in gaiuitig* a small addition to 
his sa^,ry, he will be still more entitled to join in the Sunday 
family concert. Such is one of the numerous groups, the sight of 
which must, assuredly, give pleasure to every man a^Iio delights in 
seeing his fellow-creatures refreshed after their weekly labours, by 
such calm and rational enjoyment. We would gladly linger among 
such scenes ; and, moreover, the humours of a guingette are not 
unworthy of our attention : but we must introduce the reader to 
a more important party. 

The Court chapel and the Court dinner are over. We are in 
the Opera-house of Ileisenbiirg ; aud, of course, rise as the Boyal 
party enters. The house, which is of a moderate size — perhaps of 
the same dimensions as our small theatres — ^was fitted up with 
splendour ; wc hardly know whether we should say with gi-eat 
taste ; for although not merely the scenery, but indeed eveiypart 
of the house, was painted by eminent artists, the style of the or- 
naments was rather patriotic than tasteful. The house had been 
built immediately after the war, at a period when Reisenburg, 
flushed with tlie success of its thirty thousand men, imagined itself 
to be a great military nation. Trophies, standards, cannon, eagles, 
consequently appeared in every corner of the Opera-house; and 
quite superseded lyres, and timbrels, and tragic daggers, and comic 
masks. The royal box was constructed in tlic form of a tent, and 
held nearly fifty persons. It was exactly in tlie centre of the 
house, its floor over the back of the pit, and its roof reaching 
to the top of the second circle ; its crimson liiiiigings were re- 
strained by ropes of gold, and the whole ivas surmounted by a 
large and radiant crown. The house Was merely lighted by a 
chandelier from the centre. 

The Opetia for the evening -was Rossini's Otello. As soon as the 
Graud-Duke entered, the overture commenced f his Royal High- 
ness coming forward to the front of the box, and himself direct- 
ing the inusieiiins ; keeping time earnestly with his right hand, in 
which was a veiy long black opera-glass. This he occasionally 
used, but merely to look at the orchestra ; not, assuredly, to detect 
a negligent or inefficient performer ; for in the schooled orchestra 
of Reisenburg, it would have been impossible even for the cagle- 
cye of his Royal Highness, assisted as it was by bis long black 
opera-glass, or for his fine car, matured as it was by the most com- 
plete study, to discover there, either inattention or feebleness. The 
house was perfectly silent ; for when the Monarch directs the or- 
chestra, the world goes to the Opera to listen. Perfect silence at 
Reisenburg, then, w^as etiquette and the fashion. Between the acts 
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of the Opera, however, the Ballet was performed ; and then every- 
body might talk, and laugh, and remark, as much as they chose. 

Tlie*Griind-Duke prided himsdf as much upon the accuracy of 
his scenery and dresses and decorations, as upon the exquisite skill 
of his performers. In truth, an Opera at Reisenburg was a spec- 
tacle which could not fail to be interesting to a man of taste. 
When the curtain drew up, the first scene presented a view of old 
Brabantio’s house. It was accurately copied from one of the 
sumptuous structures of Scamozzi, or Sansovino, or Palladio, 
which adorn the Grand C^nal of Venice. In the distance rose 
the domes of St. Mark, and the lofty Campanile. Vivian could 
not fail to he delighted with this beautiful w'ork of art, for such 
indeed it should be styled. He was more surprised, however, but 
not less pleased, on the entrance of Othello himself. In England 
we are accustomed to deck this adventurous Moor in the costume 
of his native country — ^l)ut is this correct ? The Grand-Duke of 
Reisenburg thought not. Othello was an adventurer; at an 
early age he entered, as many foreigners did, into the service of 
Venice. In that service he rose to the highest dignities — became 
General of her armies, and of her fleets ; and finally the Viceroy 
of her favourite kingdom. Is it natural to suppose, that such a 
man sliould have retained, during his successful career, the man- 
ners and dress of his original country ? Ought we not rather to 
admit, that, had he done so, his career would, in fiict, not have been 
successful ? Ill all probability, he imitated to affectation the man- 
ners of the country which he had adopted. It is not probable that 
in such, or in any age, the tiirbancd Moor would have been treated 
with great deference by the common Christian soldier of Venice — 
or, indeed, that the scandal of a heathen leading the armies 
of one of the niost powerful of European States, would have been 
tolerated for an instant by indignant Christendom. ||. If Sh^lock 
even, the Jew mdfcliant, confined to his quarter, and herding with 
his own sect, were bearded on the Rialto, — in what si)irit would the 
Venetians have witnessed their doge and nobles, whom they ranked 
above kings, holding equal converse, and loading with tlic most 
splendid honours of the Republic, a follower of Mahound? Such 
were the sentiments of the Graud-Duke of Reisenburg on this 
subject, a subject interesting to Englishmen; and 1 confess I 
think that they are w^orthy of attention. In accordance with his 
opinions, the actor who performed Othello appeared in the full 
dress of a Venetian magnifico of the middle ages ; a fit companion 
forCornaro, or Grimani, or Barberigo, orFoscari. 

The first act of the Opera was finished. TJie Baroness ex- 
pressed to Vivian her great delight at its being over ; as she was 
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extremely desirous of learning the story of the ballet, which she 
had not yet been able to acquire. His translation of yesterday liad 
greatly interested her. Vivian shortly gave her the outline of the 
story of Conrad. She listened with much attention, but made no 
remark. 

The ballet at Reisenburg was not merely a vehicle for the dis- 
play of dancing. It professed by gesture and action, aided by 
music, to influence the minds of the spectators not le.^s than the 
regular drama. Of this exhibition dancing was a casual orna- 
ment, as it is of life. It took place therefore only on fitting occa- 
sions, and grew out, in a natural manner, from some event in* the 
history represented. For instance, suppose the story of Othello, 
the subject of tlie ballet. The dancing, in all probability, would 
be introduced at a grand entertainment given in celebration of 
the Moors arrival at Cyprus. All this would be in character. 
Our feelings would not be outraged by a husband chasseziiig for- 
ward to murder his wife — or by seeing the pillow pressed over the 
innocent Desdemona by the impulse of a pirouette. In most 
cases, therefore, the cliityf performers in this species of spectacle 
are not even dancers. Tliiii, however, may not always be the case. 
If Diana be the heroine, poetical probability will not be ofliuided 
by the goddess joining in the chaste dance with her huntress 
nymphs; and were the Baiudere of Goethe made the subject of a 
ballet, the Indian dancing girl would naturally be the heroine, 
both of the drama and the poem. There are few performances 
more affecting than the serious pantomime of a master. In some 
of the most interesting situations, it is in fact even more natural 
than the oral' di'anni — logically, it is more perfect; for the 
soliloquy is actually ihought before us, and the magic of the 
representation not destroyed by the sound of the hvaii voice, at a 
moment when we all know man never speaks. 

The curtain again rises. Sounds of revelry and triumph arc 
heard from the Pirate Isle. They celebrate recent success. 
Various groups, ac<'.urately attired in the costume of the Greek 
islands, are seated on the rocky foreground. On the left rises 
Medora’s tower, on a craggy steep ; and on the right gleams ihc 
blue iEgean. A prncesdon of women enters. It heralds the 
presence *)f Conrad and ISledora ; they honour the festivity of their 
rude subjects. The pirates and the women join in the national 
dunce ; and afterwards, eight w'arriors, completely armed, move in 
a warlike measure, keeping time to the music with their bucklers 
and clattering sabres. Suddenly the dance censes; a sail is in 
sight. The nearest pirates rush to the strand, and assist the dis- 
^cmbarkatioii of tbeir welcome comrades. The commander of the 
vessel conics forward with an agitated step, and gloomy counte- 
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nance. He kneels to Conrad, and delivers him a scroll, wliicli 
the chieftain reads with suppressed agitation. In a moment the 
faithful Juan is at his side — the contents of the scroll revealed — 
the dance broken up, and preparations made to sail in an hour’s 
time to the city of the Pacha. The stage is cleared, and Conrad 
and Medora are aloneu The mysterious leader is wrapt in the 
deepest abstraction. He stands with folded arms, and eyes hxed 
on the yellow sand. A gentle pressure on his arm calls liim back 
to reeoUection ; he starts, and turns to the intruder with a gloomy 
brow. He sees Medora — and his frown sinks into a sad smile. 

And must we part again! this hour — ^this very hour; it cannot 
be! ” She clings to him with agony, and kneels to him with adora- 
tion. No hope ! no hope ! a quick return promised with an air of 
foreboding fate. His stern arm encircles her waist. He cliases 
the heavy tear from her fair cheek, and w^hile he bids her he glad 
ill his absence with her handmaids, peals the sad thunder of the 
signal gun. She throws herself upon him. The frantic quick- 
ness of her motion strikingly contrasts with the former stupor of 
her appearance. She will not part. Her fiice is buried in his 
breast ; her long fair hair floats over Ijis shoulders. He is almost 
unnerved ; but at this moment the ship sails on ; the crew and tlieir 
afflicted wives enter ; the page brings to Lord Conrad his cloak, 
his carbine, and his bugle. He tears himself from her embrace, 
and without daring to look behind him, bounds over the rocks, 
and is in the ship. The vc.ssel moves — the wives of the pirates 
continue oii the beach, waving their scarfs to their desolate lius- 
bands. In the foreground Medora, motionless, stands rooted to 
the stnind; and might liavc inspired rhidias with a^ersonifleation 
of despair. 

In a hall of ||pparalleled splendour, .stern Seyd reclines on innu- 
merable pillows, placed on a carpet of golden cloth. Ills bearded 
chiefs are ranged around. The chambers are brilliantly illumi- 
nated, and an opening at the farther end of the apartments ex- 
hibits a portion of the shining city, and the glittering galleys. 
Gulnare, covered with a silver veil, which reaches even to her 
feet, is ushered into the presence of the Pacha. Even the 
haughty Seyd rises to honour his beautiful favourite. He draws 
the precious veil from her blu.shing features, and places her on his 
right hand. The dancing girls now appear; and then arc intro- 
duced the principal artists. Now takes place the .scientific part 
of the ballet; and here might BLiis, or Noblet, or Ronzi Ve.stris, 
or her graceful husband, or the classical Albert, or tlie lK>undi]ig 
Paul, vault without stint, and attitudinise without restraint ; and 
not in the least impair the eflcct of the tragic tale. TJie Dervise, 
of course, appears; the galleys, of corn* -.e, are fired; and Sevd. of 
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course, retreats. A change iu the scenery gives us the blazmg 
Ilarem, the rescue of its inmates, the deliverance of Gulnare, the 
captur( of Conrad. 

It i.N the prison scene. On a mat, covered with irons, lies the 
forlorn Conrad. The flitting flame of a solitary lamp hardly 
reveals the heavy bars of the huge grate that forms the entrance 
to its cell. For some minutes nothing stirs. The mind of the 
spectator is allowed to become fully aware of the Impeless misery 
of the hero. His career is ended — secure is his dungeon— trusty 
his guards — overpowering his chaius. To-morrow he wakes to be 
impaled. A gentle noise, so gentle that tbe spectator almost 
deems it unintentional, is now hei\yd. A white figure appears be- 
hind the dusky gate ; — is it a guard, or a torturer ? The gate softly 
opens, and a female comes forw'ard. Guluare was represented by a 
girl, with the body of a Peri, and the soul of a poetess. The Harem 
Queen advances with an agitated step; — she holds in her left 
hand a lamp, and in the girdle of her light dress is a dagger. 
She reaches with a soundless stepthe captive. He is asleep. — Ay ! 
he sleeps, while thousands are w^eeping his ravage or his ruin ; 
and she, in restlessness, is v^ndcring here ! A thousand tlioiights 
are seen coursing over her flushed brow ; she looks to the audience, 
and her dark eye asks why this Corsair is so dear to her. She 
turns again, and raises the lamp with her long white arm, tliat the 
light may fall on the captive’s countenance. She gazes, without 
moving, on tlic sleeper — touches the dagger with a slow and 
tremulous hand, and starts from the contact with terror. Sb\ 
again touches it ; — it is drawn from her vest — it falls to the ground. 
He w^akes—lie stares with wonder ; — he secs a female not less fair 
thiiii Aledora. Confused, she tells him her station ; she tells him 
that her pity is as certain as his doom, lie avov^^ liis readiness 
to die ; he appears undaunted, he thinks of Medora, h(i buries his 

face in his hands. She grows piile, as he avows he loves 

another. Slic cannot conceal her owm passion, lie, wondering, 
confesses that he supposed her love was his enemy’s — was Seyd’s. 
Giiliiarc shudders at the name ; she draws herself up to her full 
stature — site smiles in bitterness : — 

My love stern Sc3'd’s ! — Oh ! no, no, not iny love 

The acting was perfect. The house burst into unusual sliouts 
of admiration. Madame Carolina applauded with her little finger 
on her fan. The Grand-Duke himself gave the signal for ap- 
plause. Vivian never felt before, that words were useless. Ills 
liand was suddenly pressed. He turned round ; — it was the 
yBai'onoss. She was leaning back iu her chair; and though she 
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did Iier utmost to conceal her a^tated countenance, a tear coursed 
down her cheek, big as the miserable Medora’s ! 


CHAPTER Vm. 

On the evening of the Opera, arrived at Court part of the suite 
of the vouns Archduchess, the betrothed of the Crown Prince of 
Reisenbur(j. These consisted of an old grey-headed General, 
who had taught her Imperial Highness the manual exercise ; and 
her tutor and confessor, an ancient and toothless Bishop. Their 
youthful mistress was to follow them in a few days; and this 
aiTJViil of such a distinguished portion of her suite was the signal 
for the commencement of a long series of sumptuous festivities. 
After iutcrcliauging a number of compliments, and a few snuff- 
boxes, the new guests were invited by his Royal Highness to 
attend a Review, which was to talie place the next morning, of 
five thousand troops, and fifty Generals. 

The Rciscuburg army was the best appointed in Europe. 
Never were incu seen with breasts more plumply padded, musta- 
chios better trained, or such spotless gaiters. The Grand-Dukc 
himself was a military gcniu.s, and had invented a new cut for the 
collars of the Cavalry. His Royal Highness was particularly 
desirous of astoiii.shing the old grey-headed governor of his future 
daughter, by the skilful evolutions and imposing appearance of 
liis legions. The affair was to be of the most refined nature ; and 
the whole wa.s to be concluded by a mock battle, in which the 
.‘spectators were to be treated by a display of the most exquisite 
evolution.s, and complicated movements, which liuman beings ever 
yet invented to destroy others, or to escape destruction. Field 
Marshal Count von Sohnspeer, the Commander-iii-cluef of all 
the Forces of his Royal lligliness the Grand-Duke of Reiseiihurg, 
condescended, at the particular request of his Sovereign, to con- 
duct tlic whole affair hini.self. 

At first it w'as ratlier difficult to distinguish between the army 
and the stafl‘ ; for Dariu.^, in the straits of Issus, w^as not more 
sumptuously and numerously attended than Count von Solinsi)oer. 
Wherever he moved, he was followed by a train of waving plumes 
and radiant epaulettes, and foaming chargers, and shining steel. 
In fact, he looked like a large military comet. Had the fate of 
Rcisenburg dej)endcd on the result of the day, tlie Field Marshal, 
and his Generals, and Aides-de-camp, and Orderlys, could not have 
looked more agitated and more in earnest. Von Sohnspeer had 
not less than four horses in the field, on every one of wdiich he 
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seemed to appear in the space of five minutes. Noxr he iras 
ing along the line of the Lancers on a black charger, and now 
round the column of the Cuirassiers on a white one. He exhorted 
the Tirailleurs on a chestnut, and added fresh courage to the ardour 
of the Artillery on a bay. 

It was a splendid day. The bands of the respective rejrimcnts 
played triumphant tunes, as each marched on the held. Tiic 
dual arrival of the troops was picturesque. Distant music was 
heard, and a corps of Infantry soon made its appearance. A liglit 
bugle sounded, and a. body of Tirtii Hours issucil from the shade of 
a neighbouring wood. The hottle-clrums and clarions heralded 
the presence of a troop of Cavalry ; and an advanced guard of 
Liglit-horse, told that the Artillery wore about to follow. The arms 
and stands of the troo])s shone in the sun ; militjiry music sounded 
in all parts of the field; imeoa-^injr was the bellow of the martial 
drum, and the blast of the blood-stirring trumpet. Clouds of 
dust, ever and anon excited in the distance, denoted the arrival of 
a regiment of Cavalry. Even now, one approaches — it is the lied 
Lancers. ilow gracefully their Ooloiu‘1, the young Count of 
Eberstein, bounds on liis barb! Has Theseus turned Centaur? 
His spur and bridle seem rather tlie emldcms of sovereignty, than 
the instruments of government: he neither chastises nor directs. 
The rider moves witliout motion, uml the horse judges without 
guidance. It would seem that the man bad borrowed tluJ beast's 
body, and the beast the man's mind. His regiment has formed 
upon the field, tlioir stout lanees ererleil like* a young and loar- 
lo.<.s grove ; but alfliongli now in line, it is wdth diiHcuity that they 
can subject llio spirit of tlu ir warlike steeds. The trumpet has 
caiiglit the (!nr of (lie Iiorse.s; tliey stand wd(li open nostril‘s, already 
brcallniig war, ere they can set? an enemy; and now dasliing up 
one leg, and now’ tlie other, tliey seem to complain of Nature, 
that she has made iliein of anything earthly. 

Tlie troojjs Ila.^e all arrived; then? i.; an unusual biisllo in the 
held. V^oii fSolmsjieer is a5*;a in c-liaiiging his horse, giving direc- 
tions wdiile he i.s mounting, to at least a dozen Aides-de-cain]). 
Orderlys are scampering over every jiart of the field. Another flag’, 
quite HOW', and of large size, i.s unfurled by the Field Marshal’:; 
pavilion. A signal gun! the music iu tlie whole field is hushed: 
a short silence of agitating .uispeii.'.e — another gnu — ami another! 
All the bands of all tlie regiments bur.-.t forth at tlie same moaieiifc 
iiiiO tlie national air: the Conn da>di into the lield ! 

Madame Carolina, the Jj.ironess, the. Countess von S , and 

some other ladies, w’ore liabits of the nnirorm of the Royal Hmirds. 

* liotli jtbidame and the JJaroues.s w'ere perfect horsewomen ; ami 
the excited spiriU of Mr. ilcckeiidorlf s female relative, both 
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daring her ride, and her dashing run over the field, amidst the 
firing of cannon, and the crash of drums and trumpets, very 
strikingly contrasted with her agitation and depression of the pre- 
ceding night. 

Your Excellency loves the tented field, I think ! ** said Vivian, 
who was at her side. 

# I love war! it is a diversion fit for kings ! ” was the answer. 
“How fine the breast-plates and helmets of those Cuirassiers 
glisten in the sun!" continued the lady. “Do you see Von 
Sohnspcer ? I wonder if the Crown Prince be with him ! " 

“ I think he is." 

“ Indeed! Ah ! can he interest himself in anything ? He seemed 
Apathy itself at the Opera last night. I never saw him smile, 
or move, and have scarcely heard his voice ! but if he love war, 
if he be a soldier, if he be thinking of other things than a panto- 
mime and a ball, ^tis well ! — very well for his country ! Perhaps 
he is a hero?" 

At this moment, the Crown Prince, who was of Von Sohnspeer's 
staff, slowly rode up to the Royal party. 

“Rudolph!" said the Grand-Duke ; “do you head your regi- 
ment to-day ?" 

“ No," was the muttered answer. 

The Grand-Duke moved his horse to his son, and spoke to him 
in a low tone; evidently with earnestness. Apparently ho was 
expostulating with him : but the effect of the royal exhortation 
was only to render the Prince's brow more gloomy, and tlie ex- 
pression of his withered features more sullen and more sad. The 
Baroness watched the father and sou as they were conversing, with 
keen attention. When the Crown Prince, in violation of his 
father’s wishes, fell into the party, and allowed his regiment to be 
headed by the Lieutenant-colonel, the young lady raised her lus- 
trous eyes to licaven, with that same expression of sorrow or re- 
signation which had so mucli interested Vivian on tlie morning 
^at he had translated to her the moving passage in the Corsair. 

But the field is nearly cleared, and the mimic war has coni- 
menced. On the right appears a Lirgc body of Cavalry, consisting 
of Cuirassiers and Dragoons. A van-guard of Light Cavalry and 
Lancers, under the command of tlie Count of Eberstcin, is ordered 
out, from this body, to liarass the enemy — ^a strong body of Infantry 
supposed to be advancing. Several squadrons of Light Horse im- 
mediately spring forward; they fonn themselves into line, they 
wheel into column, and endeavour, by well directed manoeuvres, to 
out-fiank the strong wing of the advancing enemy. After suc- 
eeding in executing all that was committed to them, and after 
iiaviug skirmished in the van of their own army, so as to give time 
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for all necessary dispositions of the line of battle, the van-guard 
suddenly retreats between the brigades of the Cavalry of the line ; 
the prepared battery of cannon is unmasked ; and a tremendous 
concentric fire opened on the line of the advancing foe. Taking 
advantage of the confusion created by this unexpected salute of 
his artillery, Von Sohnspeer, who commands the Cavalry, gives 
the word to “ Charge ! 

The whole body of Cavalry immediately charge in masses — ^the 
exlended line of the enemy is as immediately broken. But the 
Infantry, wlio are commanded by one of the royal relatives and 
visitors, tlie Prince of Pike and Powdren, dexterously form into 
squares, and commence a masterly retreat in square battalions. 
At length, they take up a more favourable position than the former 
one. They are again galled by the Artillery, who have pro- 
portionately advanced, and again charged by tlie Cavalry in tlicir 
huge masses. And now the squares of Infantry partially give way. 
They admit the Cavalry, but the exulting Horse find to their dis- 
may, that the enemy arc not routed, but that there are yet inner 
squares formed at salient angles. The Cavalry for a moment re- 
tire, but it is only to give opportunity to their Artillery to rake the 
obstinate foes. The execution of the battery is fearful. Headed 
by their Commander, the whole body of Cuirassiers and Dragoons 
again charge with renewed energy and concentrated force. Tlie 
Infiintry are thrown into the gre.atest confusion, and commence a 
rout, increased and rendered iiTcmediable by the Lancers and Hus- 
sars, the former van-guard ; who now, seizing on the favourable 
moment, again rush forward, increasing the effect of the charge of 
tlie whole army, overtaking the fugitives with their lances, and 
securing tlie prisoners. 

TJie victorious Von Sohnspeer, followed by his staff, now galloped 
up to receive the congratuhitioiiri of his Sovereign. 

“Where are your prisoners, Field Marshal ?'* asked His Royal 
Highness, with a flattering smile. 0 

“ Whiit is the ransom of our unfortunate guest ? ” asked 
Madame Carolina. 

“ I hope we sliall have another affair,” said the Baroness, with a 
flushed face and glowing eyes. 

But the Commander-iu-cliief must not tarry to bandy compli- 
ments. He is again wanted in the field. The whole troops have 
‘‘orined in line. Some most .scientific evolutions are now executed. 
With them we will not weary the reader, nor dilate on tlie com- 
parative advantages of forming en creinaillitire and en echiquicr; 
nor upon the duties of Tirailleurs, nor upon concentric fires and 
^eccentric movements, nor ujioii deploying, nor upon enfilading, nor 
upon oblique fronts, nor upon ochelloiiH. The day finished by the 
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whole of the troops again fonningin line» and passing in order be 
fore the Commander-in-chief, to give him an opportunity of ob- 
serving their discipline and inspecting their equipments. 

The EevieiV being finished, Count von Sohnspeer and his staff 
joined the royal party ; and after walking their horses round the 
field, they proceeded to his pavilion, where refreshments were pre- 
pared for them. The Field Marshal, flattered by the interest 
which the young Baroness had taken in the business of the day, 
and the acquaintance which she evidently possessed of ilie more 
obvious details of military tactics, was inclined to be particularly 
courteous to her, but the object of his admiration did not encourage 
attentions by which half the ladies of the Court would have 
thought themselves as highly honoured as by those of the Graiul- 
Duke himself ; — so powerful a person was the Field Marshal, and 
so little inclined by temper to cultivate the graces of the fair sex ! 

“ In the tent keep by my side,"^ said the Baroness to Vivian. 
“ Although I am fond of heroes, Von Sohnspeer is not to my taste. 
I know not why 1 flatter you so by my notice, for I suppose, like all 
Englishmen, you are not a soldier ? I thought so. — Never mind ! 
you ride well enough for a Field Marshal. I really think I could 
give you a commission without much stickling of ray conscience. — 
No no! I should like you nearer me. I have a good mind to 
make you my Master of the Horse, — that is to say, when I am eii- 
tilled to have one.” 

As* Vivian acknowledged the young Baroness’ compliment by 
becoming emotion, and vowed that an office near her person would 
be tlic consummation of all his wishes, his eye caught the lady’s : 
she blushed deeply, looked down upon her horse’s neck, and then 
turned away her head. 

Von Solmspeer’s pavilion excellently became the successful 
leader of the army of Reisenburg. Trophies taken from all side.s 
decked its interior. The black eagle of Austria formed part of its 
roof, and the brazei^ eagle of Gaul supported part of the side. 
Tlie gn'y-lieaded General looked rather grim when he saw a flag 
belonging to a troop wbich perhaps he had himself once coin- 
inandod. He vented his indignation to the toothless Bishop, who 
crossed his breast with his fingers, covered with diamonds, and 
preached temperance and moderation in inarticulate sounds. 

During the collation, the conversation was principally military. 
Madame Carolina, who was entirely ignorant of the subject of dis- 
course, enchanted all the officers present by appearing to be the 
most interested person in tlie tent. Nothing could exceed the 
elegance of her oulogium of ^ petit guerre.’ The old grey General 
talked much about the ‘ good old times,’ by which he meant the 
thirty years of plunder, bloodshed, and destruction, which were 
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occasioned by the French Revolution. He gloated on the recol- 
lections of horror, which he feared would never occur again. 
The Archduke Charles and Pnnce Schwartzenburg were the gods 
of his idolatry; and Nadasti’s hussars and Wurmser’s dragoons 
the inferior divinities of his bloody heaven. One evolution of the 
morning, a discovery made by Von Sohnspeer himself, in the de- 
ploying of cavalry, created a great sensation ; and it was settled 
that it would have been of great use to Dessaix and Clairfayt in 
the Netherlands affair of some eight-aiul-twenty years ago ; and 
was not equalled even by Scidlitz* cavalry in the affair with the 
Russians at Zorndorff. In short, every ‘aflair' of any character 
during the late w’ar was fonglit over again in tlie lent of Field 
Marshal von Sohnspeer. At length from the Archduke Charles 
and Prince Schwartzonhiirg, the old grey-headed General got to 
Poly hills and Monsieur Folard ; and the Orand-Duke now thinking 
that tile ^affair’ was taking too .seri(»us a turn, broke up the party. 
Madame Carolina and most of the ladies used their carrijiges on 
their return. They were nearly lifteen miles from the cily ; but 
the Baroness, in spite of the most earnest solicitations, would re- 
mount her charger. 

They cantered home — the Baroness in unusual spirits — Vivian 
tliiiiking very much of Jiis fair companion. Her character puzzled 
liini. That she was not (lie lovely sini]>lcton that Madame Carolina 
believed lier to he, ho had little doubt. Some people have great 
knovvI<.‘dge of society, and very little of mankind. Madame Caro- 
lina. was one of tljese. She viewed her species through only one 
medium. That the Baroness was a woman of acute feeling, 
Vivian could not doubt. Her coiidnct at the Opera, which had 
escaped eviry one’s attention, made this evident. That she had 
seen more of the world than her previous conversation had given 
liiiii to believe, was equally clear hy her coiuhicfc and conversation 
tliis morning. He determined to become more acquainted with her 
character. Her evident )»arliality to his comi)any would not ren- 
tier the execution (»f his ])iirp()se very difficult. At any rale, if he 
diseoven^d nothing, it was something to do: it would at least 
amuse him. 

In the evening he joined a large parly at the palace. lie looked 
immediately for the Baroness. She was surrounded by the dandies. 
Their attentions she treated with contempt, and ridiculed their 
compliments without mercy. Without obtruding himself on her 
m>lice, Vivian joined her circle, and wilne.ssed her demolition of 
the young Count of Ehersteiii wdlh great amusement. Emilius 
von Aslingen was not there; for having made the interesting 
•savage the fashion, she was no longer worthy of his attention, and 
consequently deserted. The young lady soon observed Vivian; 
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and saying, without the least cmhaiTassment, that she was delighted 
to see him, she begged him to share her chaise-longue. Her 
envious levee witnessed the preference with dismay; and as the 
object of their attention did not now notice their remarks, even by 
her expressed contempt, one by one fell away. Vivian and the 
Baroness were left alone, and conversed much together. The lady 
displayed, on every subject, engaging ignorance; and requested 
information on obvious topics with artless naivete. Vivifin was 
convinced that her ignorance was not affected, and equally sure 
that it could not arise from imbecility of intellect ; for while she 
surprised him by her crude questions, and her want of acquaintance 
with all those topics which generally form the staple of conversa- 
tion, she equally amused him with her poignant wit, and the im- 
perious and, energetic manner in whicli she instantly expected satis- 
factory information on every possible subject. 


CHAPTER IX. 

On the day after the review, a j^incy-drcss hall was to be given 
at Court. It was to he an entcrlaiiiment of a peculiar iialurc. 
The lively genius of Madame Carolina, wearied of the common- 
place oficet generally produced hy this species of amiisemcnt — in 
which usually a stray Turk, and a wandering Pole, looked sedate 
and singular among crowds of Spanish girls, Swiss ])eiisanls, and 
gentlemen in uniforms — had invented something novel. Her idea 
was ingenious. To use her own suhiinjc phrase, she dcti rmined 
tlnit the party should represent “an ago!'^ Great difficulty was 
experienced in fixing upon the century which was to he honoured. 
At first a poetical idea w’as started of liaving something primeval — 
perhaps antediluvian — but Noaii, or even Father Ahraliam, were 
thouglit characters hardly sufiiciently romantic for a fancy-dress 
hall; and consequently the earliest postdiluvian ages were soon 
under consideration, ^^imrod, or Sardanai»alus, were distinguished 
personages, and might be ivell represented by the Master of the 
Slagliounds, or the Master of the Revels; hut then the want of an 
interesting lady-character v/us a great ohjection. ►Soiriiramis, 
tliougli not witliout style in her own way, was not sufHcieutly 
Parisian for Madame Carolina. New ages ^vere ]>ro])oscd, nnd 
new objections started; and so the ‘Committee of Selection,' 

which consisted of Madame herself, the Countess von »S , and a 

few other dames of fashion, gradually slided through the four great 
empires. Athens was not aristocratic enough, and then the women 
were nothing. In spite of her admiration of the character of • 
Aspasia, Madame Carolina somewhat doubted the possibility of per- 
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fiuading the ladies of the Court of Reisenburg to appear in the 
characters of iratpai. Rome presented great capabilities, and 
greater difficulties. Finding themselves, after many days’ sitting 
and study, still very far from coming to a decision, Madame called 
in the aid of the Grand-Duke, who proposed ‘sometliing national.' 
The proposition ^Yas plausible; but, according to Madame Carolina, 
Germany, until her own time, had been only a land of barbarism 
and barbarians; and therefore, in such a counlry, in a national 
point of view, what could there be interesting ? Tiie middle ages, 
as they arc usually styled, in spite of the Emperor Charlemagne — 
‘that oasis in the desert of barbarism’ — to use her own eloquent 
and original image — were lier particular aversion. Tlie age of 
chivalry is past!” was as constant an exclamation of Madame Ca- 
rolina, as it was of Mr. Burke. “ The age of chivqlry is past— 
and very fortunate that it is. What resources could they have had 
in the age of cliivalry? an age witliout cither moral or experi- 
mental ])liiloso])hy ; an ago in which they were equally ignorant of 
the docti'ine of association of id(*as, and of the doctrine of electn- 
city : and when they were as devoid of a knowledge of tlio incal- 
culable powers of the human mind, as of the incalculable ]>owersof 
steam ! *’ Iliul Madame Carolina been the consort of an Italian 
Graiul-Duke, selection would not be difTicult ; and, to inquire no 
far! her. the Court of the ^Icdici alone would afford them every- 
lliing they v, anted. But Germany never had any character, and 
never jjroduced nor had been tlic resort of illustrious men and 
interesting perfcions. Wlint >Yas to be done? Tlic .age of Frede- 
rick the (treat the only thing; and then that was so recent ; 
and would ofiend the Austrians; it conld not be thought of. 

Ai v/iieii tiie. ‘ (k)mniittce of Selection’ was almost in de- 
spair. sfune one ])ro])(»cd a period wlii<li not only would be 
German — not only -would compliment the House of Austria, — 
])ut, what was of still greater iuiportaiico, would allow of every 
contemporary character of interest of every nation — the ago of 
Charles the Fifili! The suggestion was received with entliusiasni, 
and aclojjtcd on the spot. ‘ The Committee (S Selection’ was im- 
inodiatcly dissolved, and its monihers as immediately formed them- 
selves into a ‘ (>)mmit.tee of Arrangement.’ Lists of all the per- 
sons of any fame, distinction, or notoriety, who had lived either 
in the Empire of Germany, the Kingdoms of Spain, Portugal 
France, or England, the Italian States, the Nethorlands, the Ame- 
ricans, and, in short, in every country in the known world, were 
immediately formed. Von Chronicle, rewarded for Ins last his- 
torical novel by a rihhon and the title of Baron, was :i])pointed 
Secretary to the ‘ Committee of Costume.’ All gue.sts who re- 
ceived a card of invitation, were desired, on or before a certain 
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day, to send in tbe title of their adopted character, aad a sketch of 
their intended dress, that their plans might receive the sanction of 
the ladies of the ‘ Committee of Arrangement,^ and their dresses 
the approbation of the secretary of Costume. By this method, the 
chance and inconvenience of two persons selecting and appearing 
in the same character were destroyed and prevented. After ex- 
citing the usual jealousies, intrigues, dissatisfaction, and ill-blood, 
by the influence and imperturbable temper of Madame Carolina, 
everything was arranged — ^Emilias von Aslingen being the only 
person wlio set both the Committees of Arrangement and Costume 
at defiance ; and treated the repeated applications of their re- 
spected secretary, with contemptuous silence. The indignant 
Baron von Chronicle entreated the strong interference of the 
‘ Committee of Arrangement but Emilias von Aslingen was too 
powerful an individual to be treated by others as he treated tlicm. 
ilad the fancy-dress ball of the Sovereign been attended by all his 
subjects, with the exception of this Captain in his Guards, the 
whole affair might have been a failure ; w^ould have been dark, iu 
spite of the glare of ten thousand lamps, and the glories of all the 
jewels of his State ; would have been dull, although each guest 
were wittier than Pasquin himself ; and very vulgar, although at- 
tended by lords of as many qnarlerings as the ancient shield of his 
own antediluvian Ijoiise ! All, therefore, that the ladies of the 
‘ Committee of Arrangement' could do, was to enclose to the re- 
bellious Von Aslingen a list of the expected eliaracters, and a re- 
solution passed in con.se([uence of his contumacy ; tliat no person, 
or persons, wa^, or were, to appear as either or any of these cha- 
racters, unless he, or they, could produce a ticket, or tickets, granted 
by a member of the ‘ Committee of Arrangement,' and counter- 
signed by the secretary of the ‘ Committee of Costume.' At the 
sam(^ time that these vigorous measures w’ere resolved on, no 
persons spoke of Emilias von Aslingen s rebellious conduct in 
terms of greater admiration than the ladies of the Committee 
themselves. If possible, he, in consequence, became even a more 
influential and popular personage than before; and his conduct 
procured him almost the adoration of persons who, liad they dared 
to imitate him, would have been instantly crushed; and would 
have been banished society piincipally by the exertions of the very 
iildivitlual whom tlic'y had tlie presumption to mimic. 

In the gardens of the palace was a spacious amphitheatre, cut 
out in green seats, for tlic spectators of the plays which, during the 
siunnier months, were sometimes performed there by the Court. 
There was a stage in the same taste, wuth rows of trees for side- 
scenes, and a great number of arbours and summer-rooms, sur- 
^Ottuded by lofty hedges of laurel, for the actors to retire and 
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dress in. Connected wUR this * rural Theatre/ for such was its 
title, were many labyrinths and groves, and arched walks, in the 
same style. More than twelve large* fountains were in the imme- 
diate vicinity of this thcafee. At tlie end of onJ^walk a sea-horse 
spouted its clement through its nostrils; and in another, Neptune 
turned an Ocean out of a vase. Seated on a rdek, Arcadia’s 
lialf-goat god, the deity of silly slieop and silly poets, sent forth 
trickling streams through his rustic pipes ; and in the centre of 
a green grove, an enamoured Halmacis, b;:tliing in a pellucid 
basin, seemed watcliing for her Hernfhphrodite. 

It was in this rural Theatre, and its fanciful confines, tliat 
Madame Carolina and her councillors resolved that their magic 
should, for a niglit, not only stoj) the course of time, hut recall 
past centuries. It w’as certainly rather late in the year for choos- 
ing such a spot for the scene of their enchantment; but tlie season, 
as we havi^ t»fteii had occasion to remark in the course of these 
volumes, w’as singularly fine; Jiiid indeed at this niomeut the 
nights were as warm, and as clear from mist and dew, as they 
are during an Italian midsummer. 

But it is eiglit o’clock — w^e arc already rather late. Is that a 
figure by Holbein, just started out of the canvas, that I am 
about to meet? Stand aside ! It is a ])age of the Kmperor Charles 
the Fifth! The Court is on its way to tlie theatre. The theatre 
and the gardens are brilliantly illuminated. The effect of the 
thousands of coloured hirnjis, in all ])arts of thevfoliage, is very 
beaiiliful. The inoim is nj), and a million stars! If it be not quite 
as light as day. it is ju^t light enough for jileasure. You could 
not ])erliaps endorse a bill of exchange, or engross a parchment, 
by this light ; but then it is just Ihe light to read a love-letter by, 
and do a thou-aml other things besides. 

All hail to the Kiii]>eror ! we would give his costume, were it not 
rather too much in tlio style of the Ytm Chronicles. Header! you 
have seen a portrait of Cliarles by Holbein : very well — what need 
is there of a descri])tioii ? No lack w’^as there in this gay scene of 
massy chains and curi»)us collars, nor of cloth of gold, nor of cloth 
of silver! No lack was there of trembling plumes, and costly 
Lose! No lack was there of 'Crimson velvet, and russet velvet, and 
tawny velvet, and purple velvet, and ])lunket velvet, and of sciirlet 
cloth, and green taffeta, and clotli of silk embroidered! No lack 
was tlnu’e of garments of estate, and of (jiniint chemews, nor of 
short crimson cloi^s, covered wdtli pearls and precious stones. 
No lack was there of party-coloured splendour, of purple velvet 
embroidered with white, and white satin dresses embroidered witli 
black. No lack was tliere of splendid koyfes of damask, or kerchiefs 
of fine Cyprus; nor of points of Venice silver of ducat fineness. 
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nor of garlands of friars^ knots, nor of coloured satins, nor of 
bleeding hearts embroidered on the bravery of dolorous lovers, 
nor of quaint sentences of wailing gallantry. But for the details, 
are they not to be found in those much-neglected and much-})lun- 
dered persons, the old chroniclers? and will they not sufficiently 
appear in the most inventive portion of the next great historical 
novel ? 

Tlie Gnnid-Duke looked the Emperor. Our friend the Grand 
Marshal was Francis tlie First ; and Arnelm, and Von Neuwied, 
figured as the Marshal of •Montmorency, and the Marslial Lau- 
trec. The old toothless Bishop did justice to Clement tlie Seventli ; 
and his companion, the ancient General, looked grim as Pornpeo 
Colonna. A prince of the House of Nassau, one of tije royal 
visitors, represented his adventurous ancestor tlie Prince of 
Orange. Von Sohnspeer was that haughty and accomplished 
rebel, the Constable of Bourbon. The young Baron Gernsbacli 
was worthy of the Seraglio, as he stalked along as Soljman 
the Magnificent, with all the family jewels belonging to his 
dowager molber, sliining in his superb turban. Our friend the 
Count of Ebersteiii personified cliivjilry, in the per.s(»n of Bayard. 
The younger BernstorfF, the intimate friend of Geim'-biich, at- 
tended his sumptuous sovereign as that Turkisli Paul .Jcuies, 
Barbarossa. An Italian Prince was Andrew Doi ia,. The Grand 
Chamberlain, our fraiicise ac(|uaiiitauce, anti who nliVeted a. love of 
literature, was tiio Protestant Elector of Saxony. IH* train con- 
sisted of the priiieijial litterateurs of Reisciihurg ; th.' Ihlitnr of 
the “ Attaek-all-lleviow,*’ who originally Iiad been a. Catholic, but 
who had been skilfully converted some years ago, when he 
tlionglit Catholicism was on the decline, was Marlin Lntlier, — 
an individual wliom, both in his ajmstasy and ficrceno -s, he inuclj 
and only resembled : on the contrary, the Editor of the Pmise- 
all-Review,” appeared as the mild and meek Alelanclhon. Mr. 
Sievers. not yet at Vienna, was Erasmus. Ariosto, Guicciaidini, 
Ronsard, liahelais, Macliiavel, Pietro Aretiiio, Gareilasso (](‘ la 
Vega, Saniiazaro, and l^aracelsus, afforded names to nuiny name- 
less critics. Two Generals, brothers, ap])eiired as {'ories and 
Pizarro. The noble J.)irector of the Gallery w^as Albei t ]>iirer; 
and his deputy, Hans Holbein. Tlie Court painter, a wretched 
mimic of the modern I^rencli school, did justice to the character 
of Corregio ; and an indilfercnt sculptor looked sublime as Michel 
Angelo. 

Von Chronicle had persuaded the Prince of Pike and Powdren, 
one of his wannest admirers, to appear as Henry the Eighth of 
England. His Highness was one of those true north German 
patriotB who think their own counti*y a very garden of Eden, and 
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vcnly believe that original sin is to be finally put an oiul to, in a lar^e 
sandy ])lain between Berlin and Hanover. Tlic Prince of I*ike 
and Powdren passed his whole life in patriotically sigdiin^ for the 
concentration of all Germany into one p:reat nation, and in secretly 
tru-lin^ that if ever the consummation took place, the N<n-rh 
would be rewarded for their condescendin,:^ union, by a nuniopoly 
of all the privileges of the empire. Such a character was of 
course extremely desirous of figuring to-night in a style pecu- 
liarly national. The persuasions of Voii Chronicle, however, pi-e- 
vailcd, and induced his Highness of Pike and Powdren to dismiss 
his idea of appearing as the ancient Arminius ; although it* was 
with great regret that the Prince gave up his plan of per. >011:;. I ”g 
his favourite liero, with liairdown to his middle and skins up to h:.^ 
chin. Nothing would content Von Chronicle, hut tliot his kind 
patron should represent a crowned head : anything else was be- 
neatli him. Tlie patriotism <»f the* I^rincc disappeared before the 
flatK ry of tlie novelist, like tin* Idooni of a jdnrn before the breath 
of a boy, when he polishes the powdered fruit ere he devours it. 
No sooner had Ills Highness agreed to be changed into bluff Harry, 
tlnu] tlie secret purpose of his adviser was immediately detected. 
No t^ourt confo.ssor, seduced by the vision of a red hat, ever be- 
trayed the secrets of his sovereign witlt greater fcrvoin% tlian did 
Von Ciir<>ni;-](* labour for the Curdinars costume, whiel) was the 
consequence* of the Prince of Pike and Powdren iindcrtahing the 
Engli' li monarch. To-night, proud as was the part of tiie Prince 
as regal Harry, liis strut was a sliainhle compared with line impe- 
rious ‘'talk of Von Chronicle a.s Hie arrogant and anibitiou.s Widsoy. 
The Cardinal in Pienzi was notliing to liini; for to-night Wolsey 
li.ml as many p'agcs as the other had iietticoats! 

ib?t, most ungallaiit of scribblers! Place anx dames! Surely 
Madaim* Carolina, as the beantitul and accompli.slied Margaret of 
NaNarre, in^giii well command, even without a mandate, your 
lioinage and your admiration ! The lovely Queen seemed the 
very (baldcss of smiles and repartee; young Max, as lier page, 
carried at her side a painted volume of her own poetry. The arm 
of the favourite sister of Franci.s, who it w ill he reinemlx'red ouco 
fascimited (‘V(*n the Emperor, w%'is linked in that of Casar's 
natural daughter — her beautiful namtsake, the bright-cyrd Mar- 
garet of Austria. Conversing with those royal dames, a.nd in- 
deed apparently in attendance iq^oii them, was a young gallant of 
couj'tly bearing, and attired in a fantastic dress. It is Clement 
Marot, the Poet of Princes, and the I'rince of Poets,’' as he was 
styled by his own admiring age : ho offers to the critical inspection 
of the nimble-wittcd Navarre a few lines in celebration of her 
beauty, and the night's festivity; one of those .short Marotique 
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poems once so celebrated —perhaps a page culled from those gay 
and airy psalms, which, with characteristic gallantry, he dedicated 

to the Dames of France ! ” Observe well the fashionable bard ! 
Marot was a true poet, and in his day not merely read by queens, 
and honoured by courtiers; observe him, well ; for the character 
is supported by our Vivian Grey. It was with great difficulty 
that Madame Carolina had found a character for her favourite, 
for the lists were all filled before his arrival at Reisenburg. She 
at first wished him to appear as some celebrated Englishman of 
the time, but no character of sufficient importance could be dis- 
covered. All our countrymen in contact or connection with the 
Emperor Charles were churchmen and civilians; and Sir Nicholas 
Carew and the other fops of the reign of Henry the Eighth, who, 
after the visit to Paris, were even more ridiculously francisc than 
the Grand Chaiiiherlain of Reisenburg himself, were not, after 
mature deliberation, considered entitled to the honour of being 
ranked in Madame Carolina’s age of Charles the Fifth. 

But who is this, surrounded by her ladies and her chamberlains and 
her secretaries ? Four pages in dresses of cloth of gold, and each 
the son of a prince of the French blood, support her train ; a 
crown encircles locks, grey, as much from thought as from lime ; 
hut wliicli re<|iiire no show of loyalty to prove that they belong to 
a mother of princes; — that ample forehead, aquiline nose, and the 
keen glance of her j)iercing eye, denote the Queen, as imicli as the 
regality (d‘ her gait and lier numerous and splendid train. The 
young (iueen of Navarre hastens to proffer her duty to the mother 
of Francis, the celebrated Louise of Savoy; and exquisitely did the 

young and lovely Countess of 8 personate the most celebrated 

of female diplomatists. 

We have forgotten one character; the rci)catcd commands of his 
father and the constant entreaties of Madame Carolina, had at 
huigth prevailed upon the Crown Prince to shuffle liiniself into a 
fancy dress. No sooner had he gratified them by his hard-wrung 
consent, than Banui von Chronicle called upon liim with drawings 
of the costume of the Prince of Asturias, afterwards Philip the 
►Second of 8j)ain, If we for a moment forgot so ini])ortant a. 
]KU*sonage as the future Grand-Duke, it must have been because 
lie supported his character so ably, that no one for an instant 
believed that it was an assumed one; — standing near the side 
scenes of the am})liiUieatre, with his gloomy brow, sad eye, pro- 
truding under lip, and arms hanging straight by his sides — ^lie 
looked a bigot without hope, and a tyrant witliout purpose. 

The first hour is over, and the guests are all assembled. As 
yet, they content themselves with promenading round the amphi- 
theatre; for before they can think of dance or stroll, each of 
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tlieni must be duly acquainted with the other’s dress. It was a 
most splendid scene. The Queen of Navarre has now been pre- 
sented to the Emperor ; and leaning on his arm, they head the 
promenade. The Emperor had given the hand of Margret of 
Austria to his legitimate sou ; but the Crown I’rince, though he 
continued in silence by the side of the young Baroness, soon 
resigned a hand which did not struggle to retain his. Clement 
Marot was about to fall back into a less conspicuous part of the 
procession ; but tlie Grand-Duke, witnessing the regret of his 
loved Consort, condescendingly said, We cannot afford to lose 
our poet;” and so Vivian found himself w'alking behind Madame 
Carolina, and on the left side of the young Baroness. Louise of 
8avoy followed witli Jicr son, the King of France ; most of the ladies 
of the Court, and a crowd of officers, among them Montinoroney and 
De Lautroe, after their Majesties. The King of England moves 
by ; his state unnoticed in tlie superior magnilicence of Wolsey. 
Fompeo Coloiiua apologises to Pope Clement for having hesieged 
his holiness in the Castle of 8t. Angelo. The hffector of 8axony 
and the I’rincc of Orange ftdlow. Solyman the Tvlagnifieeut is 
attended by his Admiral; and Bayard’s pure s[)irit almost quivers 
at tlie whispered treason of the Constable of Bourbon. Luther 
and Melancthon, Erasmus and Uabelais, Cortez and Pizarro, Cor- 
regio and Michel Angelo, and a long train of dames and dons of 
all nations, succeed ; — so long that the amphitheatre cannot hold 
them; — and the processicui, tliat all may walk over the stage, 
makes a short progress thnmgh an adjoining sunimer-rooin. 

Just as the hjtnperor and the fair Queen arc in the middle of 
lie stage, a wounded warrior with a lace pale as an eclipsed 
moon ; a helmet, on which is painted the sign of liis sacred order; 
a black mantle thrown over liis left slioiilder, but not concealing 
his armour; a sword in his right hand, ami an outstretched 
crucifix in his left ; — rushes on llie scene. Tlie procession sud- 
denly halts — all recognise Emilius von Aslingeii! and Madame 
Carolina blushes through lier rouge, when she pi.'rceivcs that 
so celebrated, “ so interesting a eharaeter” as Ignatius J^oyola, tlie 
Founder of the Jesuits, has not been included in the all-compre- 
hensive lists of her committee. 


ciiapti:r X. 

Henry of England led the Polonaise with Louise of Savoy ; 
Margaret of Austria would not join in it : waltzing quickly fol- 
lowed. The Emperor seldom left the side of the (iueeii of 
Navarre, amLoften conversed with her Ma jesty’s poet. The Prince 
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of AsturiflA hovered for a moment round his father's daughter, as 
if he were summoning resolution to ask her to waltz. Once in- 
deed, he opened his mouth— could it have been to speak ? But the 
young Margaret gave no encouragement to this unusual exertion ; 
and Philip of Asturias, looking, if possible, more sad and sombre 
than before, skulked away. The Crown Prince left the gardens, 
and now a smile lit up every face, except that of the young Baro- 
ness. The gracious Grand-Duke, unwilling to see a gloomy 
countenance anywliere to-night, turned to Vivian, who was speak- 
ing to Madame Carolina, and said, Gentle poet, would that tliou 
hadst some chana<m or courtly compliment, to chase the cloud which 
hovers on the brow of our much-loved daughter of Austria ! Your 
popularity, sir,'’ continued the Grand-Dukc, dropping his mock 
heroic vein, and speaking in a much lower tone ; “your popularity, 
sir, among the ladies of the Court, cannot be increased by any 
panegyric of mine ; nor am I insensible, believe me, to tbc assi- 
duity and skill with which you have complied with my wishes, in 
making our Court agreeable to the relative of a man, to whom we 
owe so much as Mr. Beckendorff. I am informed, Mr. GrejV' 
continued his Royal Higlmess, “that you have no intention of 
very sjiccdily returning to your country ; I wish that I could count 
you among my peculiar attendants. If you have an objection to 
live in the palace, without performing your quota of duty to the 
State, we shall have no difficulty in tinding you an office, and cloth- 
ing you in our official costume. Think of this ! '' 8o saying, with 
a gracious smile, his Royal Highness, leading Madame Carolina, 
commenced a walk round the gardens. 

The young Baroness did not follow them. Solyman the Mag- 
nificent, and Bayard the irreproachable, and Barbarossa the i)irate, 
and Bourbon the rebel, iiiiinediatoly surrounded her. fV*w per- 
sons were higher ton than the Turkish Emperor and his Admiral — 
few persons talked more agreeable nonsense than the Knight, sans 
])eiir et sails rcprochc — no person was more important than the 
warlike Constable; but their attention, their ainiiseraeiit, and their 
homage, were to-night thrown away on the object of their ob- 
servance. The Baroness listened to tliein without interest, and 
ans\ver(‘d them with brevity. She did not even condescend, as sh(‘ 
had done before, to enter into a war of words, to niortify tludr 
vanity or exercise their wit. She treated them neither willi con- 
tempt nor courtesy. If no smile welcomed their remarks, at least 
her silence was not scornful, and the most shallow-headed ]u*ater 
that fluttered around her, felt that he was received with dignity 
and not with disdain. Awed by her conduct, not one of them dared 
to bo flippant, and every one of them soon became dull. The 
ornaments of the Court of Reisenhurg, the arbitei*s of ton and 
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the lords of taste, stared with astonishment at each other, when 
they found, to their mutual surprise, that at cue moment, in such 
a select party, universal silence pervaded. In this state of affiiirs, 
every one felt that his dignity required his speedy disappearance 
from the lady's presence. The Orientals, taking advantage of 
Bourbon s returning once more to the charge, with an often unan- 
swered remark, coolly walked away ; the Chevalier made an adroit 
and honourable retreat, by joining a passing party; and the Con- 
stable was the only one, who, being left in solitude and silence, was 
finally obliged to make a formal bow, and retire discomfited, from 
tlie side of tlie only woman with whom he had ever condescended 
to fall ill Jove. Leaning against the trunk of a tree at some little 
distance, Vivian Grey watched the formation and dissolution of the 
young Baroness’ levee, with lively interest. His eyes met the 
lady’s, as she l aised tlioin from the ground, oif Von Sohnspeer quit- 
ting her. She immediately beckoned to Vivian, but without her 
usual smile. He was directly at her side, but slie did not speak. 
At ]a?>t lie said, This is a most briJiiaiit scene ! ” 

"You think so — do you?” answered the lady, in a tone and 
manner which almost made Vivian believe, for a moment, that his 
friend Mr. Beckoiulorfi* was at his side. 

“ Decidedly his daughter ! ” thought he. 

"You are not gay to-night?” said Vivian. 

“ Why should I be ? ” said the lady, in a manner which would 
have made Vivian imagine that his presence was as disagreeable 
to her as that of Count von Sohnspeer, had not the latly lierself 
invited liis comiiany. 

“ 1 sup])ose the scene is very brilliant,” continued the Baroness, 
after a few momeni.s' silence. " xVt least all here seem to think so, 
— except two persons.” 

“ And who are they?” asked Vivian. 

“ IMyself, and tlie Crown Prince. I am almost sorry that I 

did not dance with him. There seems a wonderful similarity in 
our dispositions.'' 

" You ar<* pleased to be severe to-niglit.” 

" And w^ho shall complain when the first person that I satirize 
is iny.'elf ?” 

" It is most considerate in you,” .said Vivian, to undertake 
such an idliee ; for it is one which you, yourself, are alone eajsable 
of fulfilling. The only per.sou that can ever satirize your .I'ixcel- 
lency is ytuirsdf ; and I think even then, that in spile of your 
candour, your self-examination must please us wdtli a self-paiie- 
gyric.” 

» “Nay, a truce to compliments: at least, let me hear better 
things from you. I cannot any longer endure the glare of the.se 
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lamps and dresses ; your arm ! Let us w«alk for a few minutes in 
the more retired and cooler parts of the gardens/' 

The Baroness and Vivian left the amphitheatre, by a different 
path to that by which the Qraiid-Duke and Madame Carolina had 
quitted it. They found the walks quite solitary ; for the royal 
party, which was very smull, contained the only persons who had 
yet left the stage. 

Vivian and his companion strolled about for some time, con- 
versing on subjects of casual interest. Tlio Baroness, though no 
longer absent, eitiier in lier manner or her conversation, seemed 
depressed ; and Vivian, while he flattered himself that lie was 
more entertaining than usual, felt, to his mortilieation, that the 
lady was not entertained. 

“ I am afraid you find it very dull here,” said he ; “ shall we 
return ? • 

“ Oh, no; do not let ns return ! We have so short a time to be 
together, that we must not allow even one hour to be dull.” 

As Vivian was about to reply, he heard the joyous voice of 
young Maximilian; it sounded very near; the royal liarty W'as 
approaching. The Baroness expressed her earnest desire to avoid 
it ; and as to advance or to retreat, in these labyrinthine walks, 
was almost equally liazardoiis, they retir(‘d into one of fliose green 
recesses which we have before mentioned; indeed, it was the vm-y 
evergreen grove in the centre of which the Nymidi of the Foun- 
tain watched for her loved Carian youth. A shower of moonlight 
fell on ihe marble statue, and showed tlie jNympli in an utiitiidc of 
consummate skill: her modesty struggling with her desire, and 
herself crouching in her hiiherto pure waters, while her anxious 
ear listens for the bounding step of the regardless liiintMiuni. 

“ The air is cooler here,” said the Baroness, “ or tin* sound of 
the falling water is peculiarly refrcsliiiig to my senses. They lan e 
passed; I rejoice tliat we did not return; Ido not tliinh rli.it I 
could have remained among those lamps another moment. How 
singular, actually to view with aversion a scene which ajquars to 
enchant alll” 

‘‘ A scene which I should liave thought would have been p.;r- 
ticularly clianuing to you,” said Vivian ; you are. dl.-ijiiiled lu- 
ll ight !” 

‘‘Am J?” said the Baroness. “I oiiglit not to bo; not to J>e 
more di.'^jiuifed than I ever am. To-night I expeeted pkM.uuv; 
nothing has liiijipeiied which I did not expect, and e'. (u-y tiling 
which I did. And yet lam sad! Ho you think that liajopiness 
can over be sad? I think it mu-t be so. But whetbor 1 aui M>r- 
rowful, or happy, I c.;n liardly tell ; for it is only wdthin these few ' 
days that 1 have known either grief or joy.” 
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It must be counted an eventful period in your existence, which 
reckons in its brief hours a first acquaintance with such passions 
said Vivian, with a searching eye and inquiring voice. 

‘‘Yes; ail eventful period— certainly an eventful period,’’ an- 
swered the Baroness ; with a thoughtful air and iu measured 
words. 

“I cannot bear to see a cloud upon that brow!” said Vivian. 
“Have you forgotten how much was to be done to-night? IJow 
eagerly you looked forward to its arrival? IJow bitterly we were 
to regret tlio torniiiialion of the mimic empire?” 

“I have forgotten nothing; would that I liad! I will not look 
grave. I will be gay : and yet when I remember how soon other 
mockery, besides tliis splendid jaigeaiit, must be terminated, why 
should I look gay? — why may 1 not weep?” 

if we are to moralise on worldly felicity, I fear, that 
instead of inspirit ing yon, wliicli is my wLh, I shall prove but a too 
oop.gciiial companion ; but such a theme is not for you.” 

“ And wliy should it he for one, wdio though he lecture me with 
siicli gravity and gracefulness, can scarcely be entitled to play the 
part of Mentor by the vveight of years?” said the Baroness, with 
a smile ; “ for one, wdio, 1 trust — who, I sliould think’, as little de- 
served, and was as little inured to sorrow as myself?” 

“ To find tluit you have cause to grieve,” said Vivian, “ and to 
learn from you, at the same time, your opinion of my own lot, 
prove wlnit 1 have too often liad the sad o])p()rtnnity of observing; 
that the face of man is scarcely more genuine and less deceitful, 
than tliese n\asqaerad<* dresses which we now wear.” 

But you are not iinliaiipy ?” asked the Baroness, with a quick 
voice. 

Not now,” said Vivian. 

Ilis companion seated herself on the marble balustrade which 
* ... * » 
surrounded the fountain ; she did not immediately si>eak again, 

and Vivijin was silent, for he was wadcliiiig her motionless counte- 
nance as lier large brilliant eyes gazed with earnestness on (he 
falling water s])jirkling in the moonlight. Surely it w^as nut tlie 
niy.-k-rlons portrait at Beckendorfi”s that he beheld! 

She turned. Siio exclaimed in an agitated voice, “O friend! 
too lately found ; why have we met to ])art ?” 

“To part, dearest!” said he, in a low and ra])id voice, and he 
gently took her hand; “to part! and wliy sliould wc part? — 
why ” 

“Ask not; your question is agony!” She tried to withdraw 
her hand, ho pressed it with renewed energy, it remained in Jiis — 
fihe turned away her head, and both were silent. 


20 
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“0! lady ” said Virian, as lie knelt at her side, ** why are we 
not happy?" 

His arm is round her waist — gently he bends his head— their 
speaking eyes meet, and their trembling lips cling into a kiss ! 

A seal of love and purity and faith ! — and the chaste moon need 
not have blushed as she lit up the countenances of the lovers. 

" 0 ! lady, why arc we not happy ?" 

"We are, we are: is not this happiness — ^is not this joy — is not 
this bliss ? Bliss,” she continued, in a low broken voice, " to which 
I have no right, no title. Oh! quit, quit my hand! Happiness is 
not for me ! ” She extricated herself from his arm, and sprang 
upon her feet. Alarm, rather than affection, was visible on her 
agitated features. It seemed to cost her a great effort to collect 
her scattered senses; the effort was made with pain, but with 
success. 

" Forgive me,” she said, in a hurried and indistinct tone ; " for- 
give me ! I would speak, but cannot, — not now at least ; we have 
been long away, too long; our absence will be remarked to-night; 
to-night wc must give up to the gratification of others, but T will 
speak. For yours, for my own sake, let us— let us go. You know 
that we are to be very gay to-night, and gay we will be. Who 
shall prevent us ? At least the present hour is our own ; and when 
the future ones must be so sod, why, why trifle with this?” 


CHAPTER XI. 

The reader is not to suppose tliat Vivian Grey thought of the 
young Baroness merely in the rapid scenes wliicli we have sketched. 
There were few moments in the day in wliich her image did not 
occupy his thoughts, and which, indeed, he did not spend in her 
presence. From the first, her character had interested liira. His 
accidental but extraordinary acquaintance with Bcckondorfl* made 
him view any individual connected with that singular niiin, with a 
far more curious feeling than could influence the young nobles of 
the Court, who were ignorant of the Minister’s personal character. 
There was an evident mystery about the character and situation of 
the Baroness, which well accorded with tlie eccentric and romantic 
career of tlie Prime Minister of Rciseiiburg. Of the precise nature 
of her connection with Bcckendorfl*, Vivian was wholly ignorant. 
The 'W’orld spoke of her as his daughter, and the afiirmaiion of 
Madame Carolina confirmed tlie world’s report. Her name w'as 
still unknown to him ; and although during the few moments that 
they had enjoyed an opportunity of conversing together alone. 
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Vivian had made every exertion, of which good breeding, impelled 
by curiosity, is capable, and had devised many little artifices, with 
which a schooled address is well acquainted, to obtain it, bis exer- 
tions had hitherto been perfectly unsuccessful. If there was a mys- 
tery, the young lady was perfectly competent to preserve it; and 
with all her naivete, her interesting ignorance of the world, and 
her evidently uncontrollable spirit, no hasty word ever fell from her 
cautious lips, which threw any light on the objects of his inquiry. 
Though impetuous, she was never indiscreet, and often displayed a 
caution which was little in accordance with her youth and temper. 
The last night had witnessed the only moment in which her passions 
seemed for a time to have struggled with, and to have overcome, her 
judgment, but it was only for a moment. That display of over- 
powering feeling had cost Vivian a sleepless night ; and he is at this 
instant pacing up and down the chamber of his hotel, thinking of 
that which he liad imagined could exercise his thoughts no 
more. 

She was beautiful — ^she loved him ; — she was unhappy ! To K 
loved by any woman is fluttering to the feelings of every man, ni 
matter how deeply he may have quaffed the bitter goblet of worldly 
knowledge. The praise of a fool is incense to the wisest of us; 
and though we believe ourselves broken-hearted, it still delights 
us to find that we are loved. The memory of Violet Fane was 
still as fresh, as sweet, to the mind of Vivian Grey, as wlien he 
pressed licr blushing cheek, for the first and only time. To love 
again — really to love as lie had done — he once thought was impos- 
sible; he thoii^i’ht so still. TJie character of tlic Baroness had 
interested him from the first. Her ignorance of mankind, and her 
perfect acquaintance with tlie most polislied forms of society ; her 
extreme beauty, her mysterious rank, her proud spirit and impe- 
tuous feelings ; her oceasional pensiveness, her extreme wayward- 
neswS, — had astonished, perplexed, and enchanted him. But he had 
.never felt in love. It never, for a moment, had entered into his 
mind, that his lonely bosom could again be. a fit rcsting-jdacc for 
one so lovely and so young. Scared at the misery which had always 
followed in his track, he would have shuddered ere he again asked 
a human being to share his sad and blighted fortunes. Tlie jiar- 
tiality of the Baroness for his society, without flattering his vanity, 
or giving rise to thoughts more serious than how he could most 
completely enchant for lier the passing hour, had certainly made 
the time passed in her presence the least gloomy which he had 
lately experienced. At the same moment that he left the saloon 
of the palace, he had supposed that his image quitted her remein- 
*brauce; and if slie had again welcomed him with chc?rfulness and 
cordiality, he had felt that his reception was owing to not being, 
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perhaps, quite as frivolous as the Count of Eberstcin, and rather 
more amusing than the Baron of Geriisbach. 

It was therefore with the greatest astonishment that, last night, 
he had found that he was loved — loved, too, by this beautiful and 
haughty girl, who had treated the advances of the most distin- 
guished nobles with ill-concealed scorn ; and who had so presumed 
upon her dubious relationship to the bourgeois Minister, that no- 
thing but her own surpassing loveliness, and her parent’s all-en- 
grossing influence, could have excused or authorised her conduct. 

Vivian had yielded to the magic of the moment, and had re- 
turned the feelings apparently no sooner expressed than w ithdrawn. 
Had i)c left the gardens of the palace the Baroness’ plighted 
lover, lie might pcrhajis have deplored his rash engagement ; and 
the sacred image of his fir.st, and liallowTd love, might have risen 
up in judgment against his violated affection — ^biit how had he and 
the interesting stranger parted ! He was rejected, even while his 
affection was returned ; and w'hile her flattering voice told him th.it 
he alone could make her happy, she had mournfully declared that 
happiness could not he hers. How was tliis? Could she be 
another’s? Her agitation at the Oiicra, often the object of bis 
thought, quichly occurred to him! It must he so. Ah 1 uiiotlior’s! 
and who tliis rival ? — this proud possessor of a heart which could not 
beat for him ? ?.fadame Carolina’s declaration that the Baron<*ss 
must be married ofi‘, was at this moment remembered: her marked 
observation, tliat Von ►S<>Iinsj)e(?r w^as no son of Beckendortf’s, not 
forgotten. Tlie Field Marshal too wais the valued friend of llic 
Minister; and it did not fail to occur to Vivian tliat it w^as not Von 
Sohiispccr’s fault, that his attendance on the Baroness w’as not as 
constant as his own. Indeed, the unusual gallantry of the Com- 
mander-in-ebiof had been the subject of many a joke among the 
young lords of the Court; and the reception of his addresses by 
their iinmercifiil object, not unobserved or nnspared. Bur. as for 
poor Von Sohnsj'.ocr, wluit could be expected, as Emilias von As- 
lingcn observed, “ from a man wdiose softest compliment was as 
long, loud, and obscure, as a birth-day salute ! ” 

sooner Wiis the affair clear to Vivian — no sooner was he con- 
vinced that a powerful obstacle existed to the love or union of 
himself and the Baroness, than lie began to ask, w'hat right the 
interests of lliird persons had to interfere between the mutual af- 
fection of any individuals. He thought of her in the moonlight 
garden, struggling with her pure and imtiiral passion. He thought 
of her exceeding beauty — ^lier exceeding love. lie beheld this rare 
and lovely creature in the embrace of Von Sohnspccr. He turned 
from the pi<Sure in disgust and indignation. She was his — ^^aturc' 
liad decreed it. She should be the bride of no otlwr man. Sooner 
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than yield her up, he would beard Bcckcndorff himself in his own 
rctrciit, and run every hazard, and meet every danger, which the ar- 
dent imagination of a lover could conceive. Was he madly to re- 
ject the happiness which Providence, or Destiny, or Chance had at 
lcnf;flh offered him? If the romance of boyhood could never bo 
realised, at least with this ewgiv/mg being* for his companion, 
he might pass through his remaining years in ciiliimess ^nd in 
peace. Ilis trials were perhaps over, Alas ! this is the last delu- 
sion of unhappy men ! 

Vivian called at the Palace, but the fatigues of the preceding 
night prevented cither of the ladies from being visible. In the 
evening, he joined a very small and select circle. Tiic ])arty, 
indeed, only consisted of the Graud-Dnke, Madame, tlieir vi- 
sitors, and the usual attciidaiils, himself, and Von Sohivspeer. 
The (iiiiet of llie little cliclc did not more strikingly contrast 
willi the noise, and glare, and splendour of the last night , than did 
Vivian's subdued reception by the Baroness, witli her agitated de- 
meanour in the garden. She was cordial, but etilm He found it 
([iiite impossible to gain even one inonienfs private conversation 
with her. Madame Carolina uninopolised his attention, as much 
to favour the views of the Field Marshal, as to discuss the compa- 
rative merits of I’ope, as a moralist and a poet ; and Vivian had 
the inortiiication of observing his odious rival, whom lie now 
thoroughly detested, discharge, without ceasing, his royal salutes 
in tlie iiiipatient <‘a.r of Beckeridorirs lovely daughter. 

Towards the conclusion of lli » evening, a Chainherlaiii entered 
the room, and wliis])ered his mission to tlie Baroness. She im- 
mediately rose, and quitted the ajiartment. As the party was 
breaking up, she again entered. Her eounteiiance was very agi- 
tated. Madame Caro ina was in the act of being overwhelmed 
■with the cornidiinciits of the Grand Marslial, and Vivian seized the 
opportunity of rcacliiiig the Baroness. After a few very hurried 
sentences she dropped lier glove. Vivian gave it her. So many 
persons were round them, that it was impossible to converse except 
on the most common t()i)ics. The glove was again dropped. 

‘‘I see,” said the Baroness, with a very meaning look, “that 
you are hut a recreant kniglit, or else you would not part with a 
lady’s glove so easily.” 

Vivian gave a rapid glance round the room. No one was ob- 
serving him, and tlie glove was immediately concealed. He liur- 
ried borne, rushed up the staircase of the hotel, ordered lights, 
locked the door, and with a sensation of indescribable anxiety, tore 
Jhe precious glove from his bosom ; seized, opened, and read the 
enclosed and following note. It was written in pencil, in a hur- 
ried hand, and some of the words were repeated. 
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^ 1 leare the Court to-nij^ht. He is here himself. No art cod 
postpone my departure. Much, much I wish to see you ; to say — 
to say — ^to you. He is to have an interriew with the Grand-Duke 
to-morrow morning. Dare you come to his place in his absence ? 
You know the private road. He goes by the high road, and calls 
in his way on a Forest Councillor : it is the white house by the 
barriei;; you know it! Watch him to-morrow morning; about 
nine or teu I should think — here, here; — and then for heaven’s 
sake let me see you. Dare everything ! Fail not I Mind, by 
the private road:— beware the other! You know the ground. 
God bless you I 

« SVBILLA.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

ViviAW read the note over a thousand times. He could not 
retire to rest. He called Essper George, and gave him all neces- 
sary directions for the morning. About three o’clock Vivian lay 
down on a sofa, and slept for a few hours. He started oflen in 
his short and feverish slumber. Ilis dreams were unceasing and 
inexplicable. At first Von Sohnspeer was their natural liero ; but 
soon the scene shifted. Vivian was at Phns, walking under the 
well-remembered lime-trees, and with the Baroness. Suddenly, 
although it was mid-day, the Sun became very large, blood-red, 
and fell out of tlie heavens — ^liis companion screamed — a man 
rushed forward with a drawn sword. It was the idiot Crown 
Prince of lloisenburg. Vivian tried to oppose him, but without 
success. The infuriated ruffian sheathed his weapon in the Iieart 
of the Baroness. Vivian shrieked, and fell upon her body — and 
to liis horror, found himself einhraciug the cold corpse of Violet 
Fane ! 

Vivian and Essper mounted their horses about seven o’clock. 
At eight they had reacbod a small inn near the Forest Coun- 
cillor’s house, where Vivian was to remain until Essper had 
watched the entrance of the Minister. It was a very few minutes 
past nine when Essper returned with the joyful iiiteiligeuce that 
Owlfaee and his master had been seen to enter the Court-yard. 
Vivian iininodiately mounted Max, and telling Essper to keep a 
sharp watch, he set spurs to his horse. 

Now’, Max, my good steed, each minute is golden — serve thy 
master well ! ” Ho patted the horse’s neck* the animal’s erected 
ears proved how well it understood its master’s wishes ; and taking 
Advantage of the loose bridle, which was confideiitly allowed it, 
the horse sprang rather than galloped to the Minister’s residence. 
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Nearly an hour, however, waa lost in gaining the private itoad, 
for Vivian, after the caution in the Baroness' letter, did not dare 
the high road. 

He is galloping up the winding rural lane, where he met Becken« 
dorff on the second morning of his visit. He has reached the 
little gate, and following the example of the Grand-Dnke, ties 
Max at the entrance. He dashes over the meadows, not following 
the path, but crossing straight through the long and dewy grass — 
he leap.s over the light iron railing ; fie is rushing up the walk ; he 
takes a rapid glance in passing, at the little, summer-house — the 
blue passion-dower is still blooming — the house is in sight; a 
white handkerchief is waving from the drawing-room window! 
He secs it ; fresli wings are added to his course ; he dashes through 
a bed of dowers, frightens the white peacock, darts through the 
library-window, is in tlie drawing-room ! 

The Baroness was there : pale and agitated she stood beneath 
the mysterious picture, with one arm leaning on the old carved 
mantelpiece. Overcome by her emotions, she did not move for- 
ward to meet him as he entered; but Vivian observed neither her 
constraint nor her agitation. 

»Syl)illa! dearest Sybilla! say you are mine!” 

He seized her hand. She struggled not to disengage her- 
self; her head sank ii])on lier arm, which rested upon his shoulder. 
Overjiowered, slie sobbed convulsively. He endeavoured to 
calm her, but lier agitation increased ; and minutes elapsed ere 
slni seemed to he even sensible of his pre.sonce. At length she 
bec'ainc more calin, and ajipareully malting a struggle to com- 
po.se herself, she raised her liead and said, This is very weak : 
Jet us wnlk ior a inonient about the room 1” 

At this moment Vivian was seized by the throat with a strong 
gi’a.s}). He turned round — it was Mr. Beekendorfl”, with a face 
deadly wiiite, his full eyes darting from their sockets like a hungry 
snake's, and the famous Italian dagger in liis right baud. 

V'illainl ” .said Ije, in the low voice of fatal passion. ‘‘ Villain ; 
is this your Destiny ?” 

Vivian's tir.st thoughts were for the Baroiic.ss; and turning his 
])cad from Beekendorff, he looked wdth the eye of anxious love to 
his couijiaiiion. But, instead of fainting, instead of being over- 
whelmed Jjy this terrible interruption, she seemed, on the contrary, 
to have suddenly regained her natural spirit and self-possession. 
The blood had returned to her hitherto pale check, and the fire to 
an eye before dull with wee]nng. Sslie extricated herself imme- 
diately from Vivian's encircling arm ; and, by so doing, enabled 
him to have struggled, had it been necessary, more equally with 
the powerful grasp of lii.s assailant. 
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« Stand off, sir.!” said the Baroness, with an air of inexpressible 
dignity, and a voice which even at this crisis seemed to anticipate 
that it would be obeyed. “ Stand off, sir ! stand off, 1 command 
you!” 

Bcckendorff, for one moment, was motionless : he then gave 
her a look of piercing* earnestness, threw Vivian, ratlicr than 
released him, from his hold, and flung the dagger, with a bit tii* 
smile, into the corner of the room. *•' Well, madam!” said ho, in 
a choking voice, “ you are obeyed ! ” 

“ Mr. Grey,” continued the Baroness, I regret that this out- 
rage should liave been experienced by you, because you liave dared 
to serve me. My presence should have preserved you from this 
contumely; but what are W’e to expect from those wlio ])ridc 
themselves upon being the suns of slaves! You shall hoar farther 
from me.” saying, the lady bowing to Vivian, and sweeping 
))y the Minister, with a glance of indescrihaldo disdain, qiiiLfcod 
the apartment. As she was on tlie point of leaving llue room, 
Vivian was striding against the wall, wiili a pale face and folded 
arms, — Beckendorlf, with his hack to the window, his eyes fixed 
on the ground — and Vivian to his astonishment perceived, what 
escaped the Minister’s notice, that while (he hiily bade him ail leu 
with one hand, slie made rapid signs with the other to some 
unkn<»wn person in tlui giinleii. 

Mr. Beckendorff and Vivian were left alone, and the Litter was 
the first to break silence. 

“ Mr. Beckemlorir,” .said he, in a calm voice, conside ring the 
circumstimccs under which you have found me in your house this 
morning, I should have known how to excuse, and to forget, any 
irritable expressions which a moment of ungovernablo jiassioii 
might have iu.s])ircd. I should have parssed tliein ovi;r iinuotii’ed. 
Blit your unjustifiable beliavionr has exceeded that lino of lle- 
marcation which syinjiathy with human ff-elings alluv.'.s even men 
of lionour to recognise. You have disgraced both me and your- 
self by giving me a blow. It is, as Unit lady well siyled it, an 
outrage — an outrage whicli the blood of any oilier man hut your- 
self could only obliterate from my memoi’y ; but 'while 1 am in- 
clined to bo indulgent to your exalted station, and your }KU*uliur 
character, I at the same time expect, and now wait for, an 
apology.” 

An apology!” said Beckendorff, now beginning to stamp up 
and down the room ; an apology ! Shall it be made to yon, sir, 
or the Archduclic.ss ?” 

“The Archduchess!” said Vivian. “Good God! what can 
you mean! Did I hoar you right?” 

“ I said the Archduchess,” answered Beckendorff, wdth firm- 
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ness ; ** a Princess of tlic House of Austria, and the pledged wife 
of his Royal llij^liness tlie Crown Prince of Roisonburui;'. Perha 2 )S 
you may now think that other ])ersons have to apologise 
‘•Mr. BeckendorfF,” said Vivian, “I iiiii overwhelmed; I de- 
clare, upon my honour ” 

*• Stop, sir! YOU have said too much already ” 

“ But, Mr. BeckciiJortf, surely you will allow' mo to ex- 
plain ” 

“Sir! there is no need of explanation. I know’ everythin:^ — 
more iliaii you do yourself. You can have iiOLliini;* to explain tt) 
me; and 1 presume you are now fully aware of the impossibility 
of ai’-aiii s])eakin.i:*' to licr. It is at present within an hour of 
noon. Before sunset you must be twenty miles from the Court — 
HO far you wHl he attended. Do not miswer me — you know 
?iiy ]>o\ver. A romonsti\im*e only, and 1 wu'ite to Vienna; your 
]u*(»i>M'ess shall be sl<»p])ed throui;*hout the South of Europe. For 
her sake, this business >vili be liushed up. An important and 
secri't mission will be the aeeredlled reason of your leaving* 
Keiseiilnirg. Tliis wdll be emhirmed by your ohijjul attendant, 
who will be an Envoy\s Courier — farewell !*’ 

As .Mr. Beckendorfl’ (piitted the room, his coulldential servant^ 
the messenger to 'ihirrij)iirva, entered; and wiih the most re- 
spectful bow, iiiformed Vivian tliat the horses wore ready. In 
aboul- three hours time, Vivian Crey, follovvc^d by tlic Government 
luessenger, stopped at liis hotel. TJie landlord, and waiters, 
bowed with increased obsequiousness, on seeing him so attended; 
and in a. few minutes Itei^enburg* was ringing with the news that 
]i]< appointment to liic Uudcr-fSccreturyship of State was now 
“a settled tiiing.” 
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BOOK VIIL 

CHAPTER I. 

The landlord of the Grand Hotel of the Four Nations at Reisen« 
burff was somewhat consoled for the sudden departure of his 
distinguished j^uest by sellin<^ the plenipotentiary a travelliu'^ car- 
riage, lately taken for a doubtful bill from a gambling Russian 
general, at a large profit. In this convenient vehicle, in the 
course of a couple of hours after his arrival in the city, was Mr. 
Vivian Grey borne through the gate of the Allies. Essper George, 
who hud reached the hotel about half an hour after his master, 
followed behind the carriage on his hack, leading Max. The 
Courier cleaved the road before, and expedited the arrival of the 
special Envoy of tlie Grand-Duke of Reisenburg at the point of his 
destiiiatioiu by ord<u’iiig the horses, clearing the barriers, and pay- 
ing the i)ostilions in advance. Vivian luid never travelled before 
with such style and speed. 

Our hero covered liiniself up with his cloak, and drew his travel- 
ling cap over Ins eyes, though it wiis one of the hottest days of 
this singularly hot autumn. Entranced in a reverie, the only figure 
tliat occurred to his mind W'as the young Archduchess, and the 
only sounds that dw(‘lt on his oar were the words of Beckendorff; — 
but neither to the ])erson of the first, nor to the voice of the 
second, did he anm'x any definite idea. 

After some hours’ travelling, which to Vivian seemed both an 
agt* Sind a minute, lie ivas roused from his stupor by the door of 
his calcclie being opened. He sliook himself as a man does who 
has W'ak<?ned from a heniiiubing and heavy sleep, although liis 
eyes were the whole time wide open. The disturbing intruder 
was his courier; who bowing, with his hat in hand, informed his 
Excelhmey that he was now on the frontier of Rciseuhurg : regret- 
ting lliat he was under the necessity of quitting his Excellency, he 
begged to present him with his passport. “Jt is made out for 
Vienna,” eimtinued tlie messenger. “ A private pass, sir, of the 
Prime Minister, and will entitle you to the greatest considera- 
tion.” 

The carriage was soon again advancing rapidly to the next 
post-house ; when, after they had proceeded about half a mile, 
Essper George, calling loudly from behind, the drivers suddenly 
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stopped. Just as Vivian, to whose tortured mind the rapid move- 
ment of the carriage was some relief—for it produced an excite- 
ment wliicli prevented thought — ^was about to inquire the cause of 
this stoppage, Essper George rode up to tlie caldche. 

‘‘ Kind sir ! ” said he, witli a very peculiar look, “ 1 have a packet 
for you.” 

“A packet! from whom? speak! give it me!" 

“ IIunIi ! softly, good master. Here am I about to commit rank 
treason for your sake ; and a liasty word is the only reward of my 
rashness.” 

“>lay, nay, good Essper try me not now!" 

‘‘ 1 will not, kind sir ! but the truth is, I could not give you the 
packet while that double-faced knave was with us, or eveu w'hilc 
he was in sight. ‘ In good truth,’ as Master Eodolph was wont to 
say ! ” 

“ But of this packet ?" 

‘‘ ‘ Fairly anil softly,’ good sir ! as Ilunsdrich the porter said, 
when 1 would liave drunk the mulled wine, while he was on the 
cold staircase ’’ 

“ Essper ! do you mean to enrage me ? ” 

“ ‘ liy 8t. Hubert ! ’ as that worthy gentleman, the Grand Mar- 
shal, was in the habit of sw'oariiig, J ” 

“ This is loo much, — wliat are tlie idle sayings of these people to 
me ? ” 

‘^Nay, nay, kind sir! they do but show that each of us has his 
own way of telling a story; and that he who would hear a tale, 
must let the teller’s breath come out of his ow'u nostrils.” 

Well, Essper, speak on 1 Stranger things have happened to 
me than to he rei)rove(l by niv ow'ii servant.” 

‘‘ ay, kind master ! say not a bitter woj’d to me, because you 
have slij)ped out of a scrape with your head on your shoulders. 
The })acket is from Mr. Beckeudorirs daughter." 

“ Ah ! why did not you give it to me before?” 

Why do 1 give it you now? Because 1 am a fool — thati^ 
why. What! you Wiuited it when that double-faced scoundrel 
was wafciiiijg every eyelash of yours, as it moved Irom the breatli 
of a fly ? — a fellow who can see. as well at tlie hack of his hea<l, as 
from Ills face. 1 should like to poke out his front eyes, to put him 
oil an equality with the rest of inaiikind. He it was, who let the 
old gentleman know of your visit this morning, aiidl suspect that, 
lie lias been nearer your limbs of late than you have imagined. 
Every dog lias Ids day, and the oldest ]>ig must look tor the knife! 
The Devil was once cheated on Sunday, and I have been too sharp 
for I’u.ss in boots and his mousetrap ! Prowling about the Forest 
Councillor’s 'house, 1 saw your new servant, sir, gallop in, and his 
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old master soon gaftop out ; I was off as quick as they, but was 
obliged to leave my horse within -two miles of the house, and then 
trust to my legs. 1 crept through tlie shrubs like a hind tortoise; 
but, of course, too lute to v/arn you. However, I was in for the 
death, and making signs to the young lady, who directly saw that 
I was a friend, — bless Iier ! sbe is as quick as a partridge, — 1 left 
you to settle it with papa, and, after all, did that which 1 suppose 
you intended, sir, to do yourseli — made my way into the young 
lady's — bedchamber.” 

Hold your tongue, sir! and give me tlie packet.” 

“ There it is, and now we will go on; but we must slay an hour 
at 11 k* next post, if your honour pleases not to slecj* there ; for 
boMi Ahix and my own hack have bad a sliarj) day’s work.” 

Vivian tore open the packet. It contained a long leltt;r, written 
on the night of lier return to Jlcekendorirs ; slje hail slaved uj) 
the whole night WTiting. It was to have been forw arded to Vivian, 
in case of their not being able to meet. In the eiieiosure were a 
few hurried lines, written since tlio catastrophe. Tliey were these : 
— ay this safely reach you ! Can you ever forgive me? The 
enclosed, you will see, was intended for you, iiv case of our not 
meeting. It antici])ated sorrow ; yet what were its anticipations 
to our reality ! ” 

1’ho Archduchess’ letter was evidently written under tlie inHu- 
cnce of the most agitated leeliiigs. We omit it; because, as the 
mystery of her character is now exjdained, a great portion of her 
communication would be irrelevant to our tale. 81ie >poko of her 
exalted station as a woman — that station which so many W'onioii 
envy — in a s])irit of agonising bitterness. A royal princess is only 
the most Mattered of state victims. She is a political sacriiice, by 
which enraged Governments are appeased, wavering allies con- 
ciliated, and ancient amities eoniirmed. Debarred by her rank 
and her education from looking forward to that excliaiige of equal 
alfectiou, which is the great end and charm of female existmice, 
no individual liiuls more fatally, and feels more keenly, that [)omp 
is not felicity, and splendour nut content. 

Dej)rived of all those sources of happiness wliicli seem inhe- 
rent in woman, the wife of the Sovereign sometimes seeks in j)oli- 
iica and in pleasure, a means of excitement wdiicli may })urchase 
oblivion. But the political queen is a rare character; she must 
possess an intellect of unusual jiow’cr, and her lot must be con- 
sideiuid as an exception in the fortunes of feimile royalty. Even 
the political queen generally closes an agitated career with a 
broken heart. And for the unhappy votary of pleasure, who owns 
her cold duty to a royal husband, wx* must not forget, that even in 
the most dissipated courts, the conduct of the queen is* expected to 
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be decorous ; mid that the instances are not rare., wliere the wife 
, of llio uionarcli has died on the scaffold, or in a diing:con, or in exile, 
because she dared to be indiscreet, wliere all were debauched. 
But for the great ni«ijoritY of royal wives, they exist without a 
passion ; tlioy have nothing to hope — nothing to fear — nothing to 
envy — nothing to want — nothing to contide — notliing to hate — 
and iiotliiiig to love. Even their duties, thougli multitudinous, 
are meclninieal ; and while they require nincli attention, occasion 
no anxiety. Amusement is their moment of greatest emolion, and 
for them amusement is rare ; for amusement is tlie result of etpial 
com]>anioiisliip. Thus situated, they are doomed to become frivo- 
lous in their pursuits, and formal in their manners; and the Cour'u 
chaplain, nr tlie Court confessor, is the only jierson who can prove 
they have a soul, hy convincing them lliat it will be saved. 

The }oui!g Arcluiuehess liad assented to the ju-opositiou of 
marriage wiili the Crown ITiiice of Ueisenbiirg without op'jto^i- 
tion; as she was convinced (hat retpiesting her m^sent was only a 
courteous hn'in of requiring her comj^lianco. Tliere was nothing 
outrageous t(» her feelings in marrying a man wliom she had never 
seen ; bi'caU'.o lier education, from her tenderest y(*ars,, had da-ily 
prepared her for sucli an event. IVloreover, she was aware that, if 
she succeed('(l in esca])ing from tiic oilers of the Crown Prince of 
Reisenburg, she ivoiild soon he under tlie necessity of asfentiiig t<» 
those of some other suitor; and if proximity to her own country, 
aecordaiiee with its sentiments and manners, and jmevious con- 
ncctitiu witli lier own house, were taken into etm.-jideralion, an 
union with tin; family of Keiseiihurg was oven desirable. It was 
to bo preterredi. at least, to one which ]»rought with it a foreign 
husband, jn,d a loreign elinie; a strange language, and strange 
cuslr.ms. 'fhe Arcluiuehess — a girl of ardent feelings and lively 
mind — liad not, ho\v<wer, agreed to become that all-eommaudiiig 
slave — Ui (^o.eeii — v/itltoiit a slipulalion. SIk* required that. she 
iniglit he :ilh)\ved, previous to her marriage, to lier future 
Court, iiieog'iiita. '.fliis singular and unparalleled ]>n5pf>sition was 
not e:iMly acceded to: hut the <'])positi(m wit!) wliich it was re- 
ceived, only tended to make the young Princess more determined 
to ho gratilied in her c.s];riee. Her Imjjerial IJighiiess ditl not pre- 
tend that ;Hiy end w:is to he obtained by this unusual j)rocedure, 
and indeed site liad m> (iotinite purpose in reijiu sling it to he per- 
mitted. It was originally the mere whim of tlie moment, and liai 
it not been strongly opjioscd, it would not liave been strenuously 
insisted ujjoti. As it was, the youug Archduchess persisted, tlireat- 
eiicd, and grew obstinate ; and the grey-headed negotiators of the 
marriage, desirous of its speedy com]detion, and not having a more 
tractable toot ready to supply her place, at length yielded to her 
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bold importunity! Great difficulty, howerer, was experienced in 
carrying her wishes into execution. By what means, and in what 
character, she was to appear at Court, so as not to excite suspicion 
or occasion discovery, were often discussed, without being resolved 
upon. At length it became necessary to consult Mr. Beckendorff. 
The upper lip of the Prime Minister of Reisenburg curled, as the 
Imperial Minister detailed the caprice and contumacy of the Prin* 
cess ; and treating with the greatest contempt this girlish whim, 
Mr. Beckendorff ridiculed those by whom it had been humoured, 
with no suppressed derision. The consequence of his conduct 
was an intendew with the future Grand Duchess, and the conse- 
quence of his interview, an unexpected undertaking on his part to 
aiTiinge the visit, according to her Highness' desires. 

The Archduchess had not yet seen the Crown Prince ; but six 
miniatures, aud a whole length portrait, had ])repared her for not 
meeting an Adonis, or a Baron Trenck; and that was all — for 
never had the Corregio of the age of Charles the Fiftli better sub- 
stantiated his claims to the office of Court painter, than by these 
accurate semblances of his Royal Highness ; in which his hump 
was subdued into a Grecian bend, and his lack-lustre eyes seemed 
beaming with tenderness and admiration. His betrothed bride 
stipulated with Mr. BeckendorfF, that the fact of her visit should 
be known only to himself and the Grand-Duke ; and before she 
appeared at Court, she had received the ])ersoiial pledge, both of 
himself and his Royal Highness, that the affair should be kept a 
complete secret from the Crown I'riuce. 

Most probably, on her first introduction to her future husband, 
all the romantic plans of the young Archduchess, to excite an in- 
voluntary interest in his heart, vanished — but how this may be, it 
is needless for us to imjuire; for that same night introduced 
another character into her romance, for whom she was i)erfectly 
unpre])ared, and whose appearance totally disorganised its plot. 

ller inconsiderate, her unjustifiable conduct, in tampering with 
that imlividuars happiness and affection, was wliat the young 
and haiiglity Archduchess dephired in the most onergotic, the 
most feelinjT, and the mo>t humble spirit ; and anticii)iit ing, that 
after this painful disclosure, they would never meet again, she 
declared, that for his sake alone she regretted what liad passed 
— and praying that he might be happier than herself, she suppli- 
cated to be forgiven and forgotten, 

Vivian read the Archdueliess’ letter over and over again ; and 
then put it in his breast. At first he thought that he had lived to 
shed another tear; but he was mistaken. In a few minutes he 
found himself quite roused ffom his late overwhelming stupor. 
Remorse, or regret for the past — care, or caution for the future. 
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seemed at the same moment to have lied from his mind. Ho 
looked up to Heaven, with a wild smile — half of despair, and half 
of defiance. It seemed to im])ly, that Fate had now done her 
worst ; and that he had at last the satisfaction of knowing himself 
to be the most unfortunate and unhappy being that ever existed. 
When a man, at the same time, believes in, and sneers at, his Des- 
tiny, we may be sme that he considers his condition past redemp- 
tion. « 


CHAPTER II. 

They stopped for an hour at the next post, according to Esspcr’s 
suggestion. Indeed, he proposed resting there for the night, for 
both men and beasts much required repose ; but Vivian panted to 
reach Vienna, in which city two days* travelling would now carry 
hitii. His passions were so roused, and his powers of reflection so 
annihilated, that while he had determined to net desperately, he 
was unable to resolve upon anything desperate. Whether, on his 
arrival at tlie Austrian capital, he should plunge into dissipation, 
or into the Danube, was equally uncertain. He had some thought 
of joining the Greeks or Turks — no ma-ttcr which — ^i)rohahly the 
atter — or perhaps of serving in the Americas. The idea of re- 
turning to England never once entered his miiid : he expected to 
find letters from his father at Vienna, and he aunost regretted it ; 
for, in his excessive raisory, it was painful to be conscious that a 
being still hreatliod, who was his friend. 

It was a fine moonliglit night, but the road was very moiui- 
tainous ; and in spite; of all the encoiinigement of Vivian, and all 
the consequent exertions of the jiostilioii, they were upwards of 
two hours and a half going these eight miles. T(» get on any 
farther to-night was quite im])(>ssihle. Essper’s horse was fairly 
knocked up, and even Max visibly distressed. The post-house 
was fortunately an Inn. It was not at a village; and, as far as 
the travellers could learn, not near one; and its appearance did not 
promise very pleasing accommodation. Essper, who had scarcely 
tasted food for nearly eighteen hours, was Tiot highly delighted 
with the prospect before them. His anxit'ty, however, was not 
merely selttsli ; lie was as desirous that his young master should he 
refreshed by a. g(»od night's rest, as himself ; and anticipating that 
he should have to exercise his skill in making a couch far Vivian 
in the carriage, he proceeded to cross-examine the post -master on 
the possibility of his accommodating them. The host was a pious- 
looking personage, in a black velvet cap, with a singularly meek 
and charitable expression of countenance. His long black hair 
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was exquisitely braided ; and he wore round his neck a collar of 
pewter medals, all which had been recently sprinkled wi^h holy 
water, and blessed under the petticoat of the saintly Vir^^in ; for 
^he pos^g^aster had only just returned from a pilgrimage to the 
celebrated shrine of the Black Lady of Altoting. 

“ Good friend !” said Esaper, looking him cunningly in the face, 
“ I fear that we must order horses on : you can hardly accom- 
modate two ? ’’ 

“ Good friend ! ” answered the innkeeper, and he crossed him- 
self very reverently at tlie same time, “it is not for man to fear, 
but to hope,” 

“ If your h(‘(lr, wore as good as your adages,” said Essper G(*org(% 
laughing, “ in good truth, as a friend of mine would say, I would 
sleep lierc to-night.” 

“Trithce, friend,” coiitinued the innkeeper, kissing a medal oi 
his collur very devoutly, “ what accommodation dost thou lack ? ” 
“Why,” said Plsspcr, “in the way of .accommodation, — 
for two excellent beds will content us ; but in the way of refre.-li- 
ment — by St. Hubert! as another friend of mine would swaair — lie 
would be a bold man who would engage to be as hungry before 
his dinner, as I shall be after iny supper.’^ 

“ h’^fiond ! ” said tljc iiinkeejier, “ Our Lady forbid th.at thoii 
slionldsl leave oiir walls to-night: for the aecoininodation, w(‘ have 
nior(‘ than snfHcient ; and .as for tlie refreshment — by Holy Mass ! 
we luid a jiriest taify hero last night, and be left his rosary behind : 
1 will comfort my soul, by telling my beads over the kitchonllire ; 
and for every Hatornoster, iny wife shall give thee a rasher of kid, 
and for every Ave, a tumbler of Augsburg; wdiicb, Our Lady for- 
get me ! if 1 did not myself ])iircli:ise, but yesterday se’nuiglit,fr(>ui 
the jaous fathers of the Convent of Si. Floriaii ! ” 

“ I tnkc thee at tliy word, honest sir,” said Essper, “ By the 
Creed! I liked tliy appearance from the first: nor wilt thou iiud 
mo iiiiwilliu:':, when my voice has taken its supper, to join lliee ii 
some ))ious hymn or holy canticle. And now for the beds ! *’ 

“ TlivM’O is I III* green room — the best bedroom in my hotise,” saL 
the innkce])v*r. “ Holy !Mary forget me I if in that same lied hi.vi' 
not stretched their legs, more valorous generals, inon^ h'.uy ]>ro- 
lates, and more* distinguished councillors of our Jjord tlie ihuperoi-, 
than in any bed in all Austria.” 

“ That then, for my master — .and for myself! ” 

“11 — u — ml” said tlie liost, lo(d;ing very earnestly in E>s]km*'s 
face ; ‘‘ 1 should have thought that thou wert one more anxious 
after di.di and llagon, th.an curtain and eiderdown ! ” 

“By my Mother! I love good cln‘or,” said Essper earnestly; 
•*and want it more at this moment than any knave that ever yet 
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starved : but if thou hast not a bed to let me stretch my leg;s oiif 
after four-and-twenty hours’ hard riding, by holy Virgin ! I will 
have horses on to Vienna.” 

"Our Black Lady forbid!” said the innkeeper, with a quick 
voice, and with rather a dismayed look — **said 1 that thou ^ouldst 
not have a bed? St. Floriau desert me! if I and my wife would 
not sooner slee^ ' % the chimney-corner, than thou shouldst miss 
one ’ ubers ! ” 

/e you a bed?” 

Where slept, I should like to know, the Vice- 
;ent of Molk, on the day before the last holy 
I’he waters were out in the morning ; and when will 
my wife forget what his reverence was pleased to say when he took 
his leave ! — Good woman 1 ’ said he, ‘ my duty calls me ; but the 
weather is cold ; and between ourselves, I am used to great feasts; 
and I should have no objection, if I were privileged, to stay and to 
cat again of thy red cabbage and cream !’ — wh£jt say you to that? 
Do you think we have got beds now? You shall sleep to-night, 
sir, like an Aulic Councillor!” 

This adroit introduction of the red cabbage and cream settled 
everything— when men are wearied and famished, they have no in- 
clination to be incredulous — and in a few moments Vivian was 
informed by his servant that the promised accommodation was 
satisfactory; and having locked up the carriage, and wheeled t 
into a small outhouse, he and Essper were ushered by their host 
into a room, Avliich, a^ is usual in small German inns in the South, 
served at the same time both for kitchen and saloon. The fire was 
lit in a platform of brick, raised in the centre of the floor: — ^the 
sky was visible through the cliimney, which although of a great 
breadth below, gradually narrowed to the top. A family of wan- 
dering Colicmians, consisting of the father and mother, and three 
children, were seated on the platform when Vivian entered : the 
man was playing on a coarse wooden harp, without which the 
Bohemians seldom travel. The music ceased, as the iie^ guests 
came into the room, and the Bohemian courteously oflered his 
place at the fire to our hero; who, however, declined disturbing 
the family group. A small table and a couple of chairs were 
placed in a corner of the room by the innkeeper’s wife — a bustling 
active dame — who apparently found no difficulty in laying the cloth, 
dusting the furniture, and cooking the supper, at the same time. 
At this table Vivian and bis servant seated themselves ; nor, indeed, 
did the cookery discredit the panegyric of the Reverend Vice- 
Principal of the Convent of Molk. 

Alike wearied in mind and body, Vivian soon asked for his bed ; 
which, though not exactly fitted for an Aulic Councillor, as the 

27 



VIVIAN 6Xl£7. 


418 

good host perpetn^y avowed ii to be, nevertJieless afibrd<jd decent 
aceommodation. 

The Bohemian family retired to the hay-loft ; and Essper George 
wonld have followed his master’s example, had not the kind mis- 
tress of the house tempted him to stay behind, by the production 
of a new platter of rashers : indeed, he neier remembered meeting 
with such hospitable people as the post-master and his wife. They 
had evidently taken a fancy to him ; and, though extremely wearied, 
the lively little Essper endeavoured, between his quick mouthfuls 
and long draughts, to reward and encourage their kindness by 
many a good story and sharp joke. With all these, both mine host 
and his wife were exceedingly amused ; seldom containing their 
laughter, and frequently protesting, by the sanctity of various 
saints, that this was the pleasantest night, and Essper the plea- 
santest fellow, that they had ever met with. 

^ Eat, eat, my friend said his host ; ** by the Mass ! thou hast 
travelled far ; fill thy glass, and pledge with me Our Black 
Lady of Altoting. By Holy Cross ! I have hung up this week in 
her chapel a garland of silk roses ; and have ordered to be burnt 
before her shrine three pounds of perfumed wax tapers! Fill 
again, fill again! and thou too, good mistress; a hard day’s work 
hast thou had — a glass of wine will do thee no harm ; join me with 
our new friend! Pledge we together the Holy Fathers of St. 
FJorian, my worldly patrons, and my spiritual pastors : let us pray 
that his reverence the SiilvPrior may not have his Christmas attack 
of gout in the stomach ; and a better health to poor Father Felix ! 
Fill again, fill again ! this Augsburg is somewhat acid ; we will 
have a bottle of Hungary, Mistress, fetch us the bell-glasses, and 
hereto the Rev eroiuf Vico-Principal of Molk! our good friend: 
when will my wife forget what he said to her on the morning of last 
holy Ascension ! Fill again, fill again ! ” 

Inspired by the convivial spirit of the pious and jolly post-master, 
Essper George soon forgot his threatened visit to his bed-roqjp, 
ami aterfiiid drank, laughed and joked, as if he were again with 
Ilia friend, Muster Rodolph : but wearied Nature at lengtli avenged 
herself for this unnatural exertion ; and leaning back in his chair, 
he was, in the course (>f an hour, overcome by one of those dead 
and heavy slumbers,* the effect of the united influence of fatigue 
and intemperance — ^in short, it was like the midnight sleep of a 
fox-hunter. 

No sooner had our pious votary of the Black Lady of Altoting 
observed the effect of his Hungary wine, than making a w^ell-under- 
stood sign to his w’ife,.he took up the chair of Essper in his brawny 
arms ; and, preceded by Mrs, Post-mistress with a lantern, he left 
the room with his guest. Essper’s hostess led and lighted the way 
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to an otttbonse, which occasionally served as a coach-house, a 
stable, and a lumber-room. It had no window, and tho lantern 
afforded the only lig;ht which exliibited its present contents. In 
one corner was a donkey tied up, belongings to the Bohemian, 
Under a hay-rack was a large child’s cradle : it was of a remark- 
able size, having been made for twins. Near it was a low wooden 
sheep-tank, half* filled witli water, and which had been placed there 
for the refreshment of the dog and his feathered friends, who 
were roosting in the rack. 

The pious innkeeper very gently lowered to the ground the 
chair on which Essper was soundly sleeping ; and then, having 
crossed himself, he took up our friend with great tenderness and 
solicitude, and dexterously fitted him in the huge cradle. 

About an hour past midnight, Essper George awoke. He was 
iying on bis back, and very niiwell ; and on trying to move, found 
that lie was rocking. His late adventure was obliterated from 
his memory : and the strange movement, united with his pe- 
culiar indisposition, left him no douht that he was on board 
ship! As is often the case when we arc tipsy or nervous, 
Essper had been w*okc by the fright of falling from some immense 
lieight; and finding that his legs had no sensation, for they were 
quite benumbed, he concluded that he had fallen down the hatch- 
way, that liis logs were broken, and himself jammed in between 
some logs of wood in tlie bold: and so he began to cry lustily to 
those above, to come down to his rescue. 

‘‘ O, Essper George ! ” thought lie, how came you to set foot 
on salt timber again ! Had not you had enougij of it in the. Medi- 
terranean and the Turkish seas, that- you must be getting aboard 
tins lubberly Dutch galliot I for I am sure she’s Dutch, by being so 
low in the water. Well, they may talk of a sea-life, but for my 
part, 1 never even saw' the us« of the ffca. — Many a sad heart has it 
caused, and many a sick stomach has it occasioned! The boldest 
iilPor climbs on board with a heavy soul, and leaps on land witli a 
light spirit. — O ! tliou indifferent ape of Earth ! tliy houses an^ of 
W'ood, and thy horses of canvas ; thy roads have no landmarks, and 
thy highways no inns; thy Inlls-are green w’ithout grass, and wet 
without showers! — and as for food,w'iiat art thou, O, bully Ocean! 
but tho stable of horse-fishes, the stall of cow-fishes, the sty of 
hog-fislies, and the kennel of dog-fishes! — Commend me to a 
fresh-water dish for meagre days ! — Sea-wceds stewed w’itli chalk 
may be savoury stufffor a merman ; but, for my part, give me rc<l 
cabbage and cream : and as for drink, a man may live in the midst 
of thee his whole life, and die for thirst at the end of it ! Bc- 
* sides, thou blasphemous salt lake, whi^rc is thy religion ? Where 
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are tby clmrches. tboa heretic ? ” So saying, Essper made a despe* 
tate effort to crawl up the hold. His exertion set the cradle 
rocking with renewed violence ; and at last dashing against the 
sheep-tank, that pastoral piece of furniture was overset, and part 
of its contents poured upon the inmate of the cradle. 

Sprung a leak in the hold, by St. Nicholas!” bawled out 
Essper George. Caulkers, a-hoy ! ” 

At this moment three op four fowls, roused by the fall of the 
tank, and the consequent shouts of Essper, began fluttering about 
the rack, and at last perched upon the cradle. “ The live-stock 
got loose! ” shouted Essper, “and the breeze getting stiffer every 
instant ! Where is the captain ? I will see him ; I am" not one 
of the crew : I belong to the Court I I must have cracked my 
skull when 1 fell like a lubber down that confounded hatchway ! 
Egad ! 1 feel as if 1 had been asleep, and been dreaming 1 was at 
Court.” 

The sound of heavy footsteps was now over his head. These 
noises were at once an additional proof that he was in tlic hold, 
and an additional stimulus to his calls to those on deck. In fact, 
these sounds were occasioned by the Bohemians, who always rose 
before break of day; and consequently, in a few minutes, the 
door of the stable opened, and the Bohemian, with a lantern in 
his hand, entered. 

“ What do you want?” cried Essper. 

“ I want my donkey.” 

“ You do ?” said Essper. “ You're the Purser, I suppose, detected 
keeping a jackass among the poultry! eating all the food of our 
live-stock, and we having kid every day. Though both ray legs 
are off. I’ll have a fling at you ! ” — and so saying, Essper, aided 
by the light of the lantern, scrambled out of the cradle, and taking 
up the sheep-tank, sent it straight the astonished Bohemian's 
head. The aim was good, and the man fell; more, however, from 
fright than injury. Seizing his lantern, which had fallen ou^|U 
his hand, Essper escaped through the stable-door, and rushed into 
the house. He found himself in the kitchen. The noise of his 
entrance roused the landlord and his wife, who had been sleeping 
by the fire ; since, hot having a single bed besides their own, they 
had given that up to Vivian. The countenance of the innkeeper 
effectually dispelled the clouds which had been fast clearing off 
from Essper’s intellect. Giving one wide stare, and then rubbing 
liis eyes, the truth lighted upon him ; and so he sent the Bohe- 
mian's lantern at his landlord's head. The post-master seized 
the poker, and the post-mistress a faggot; and as the Bohemian, 
who had now recovered himself, had entered in the rear, Essper 
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George stood a fair cbance of receiving a thorou^ drubbing, badP 
not his master, roused by the suspicious noises and angry sounds 
which had reached his room, entered the kitchen with his pistols* 


CHAPTER m. 

• 

As it was now morning, Vivian did not again retire to rest, but 
took advantage of the disturbance in the Inn, to continue his route 
at an earlier hour than he had previously intended. 

Essper, when he found himself safely mounted, lagged behind a 
few minutes to vent his spleen against the innkeeper’s wife. 

“May St. Florian confound me, madam said Essper, ad- 
dressing himself to the lady in the window, “ if ever 1 beheld 
so ugly a witch as yourself ! Pious friend ! thy chaplet of roses 
w<as ill bestowed, and thou needest not have travelled so far to 
light thy wax tapers at the shrine of the Black Lady at Altoting ; 
for, by the beauty of holiness ! an image of ebony is mother of 
pearl, to that Soot-face whom thou callest thy wife. Fare thee 
well ! thou couple of saintly sinners ! and may the next traveller 
who tarries in the den of thieves, qualify thee for canonization, by 
tliy wife’s admiring pastor, the cabbage-eating Vice Principal of 
Molk.” 

Before the end of an hour, they liad to ford a rivulet, running 
between two high banks. The scenery just here was particularly 
lovely, and Vivian’s attention was so engrossed by it, that he did not 
observe the danger which he was abou^to incur. 

On the left of the road, a higli range of rocky mountains 
abruptly descended into an open but broken country ; and the other 
side of the road was occasionally bounded by low undulating hills, 
partially covered with dwarf woods, not high enough to obstruct 
file view of the distant horizon. Rocky knolls jutted out near 
the base of the mountains ; and on the top of one of them, over- 
looked by a gigantic grey peak, stood an ancient and still inhabited 
feudal castle. Round the base of this insulated rock, a rustic 
village peeped above the encircling nut-woods— its rising smoko 
softening the hard features of the naked crag. On the side of 
the village nearest to Vivian, a hold sheet of water discharged 
itself in three separate falls, between the ravine of a wooded 
mountain; and flowing round the village as a flne broad river, 
expanded, before it reached the foundation of the castled rock, 
into a long and deep lake, wliich was also fed by numerous streams, 
the gullies only of which were now visible down the sleep sides 
of the mountains — tlieir springs having been long dried up. 
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# yiviau^s view'was interrupted by his sudden descent into the 
bed of the riTulot, one of the numerous branches of the moun- 
tain torrent, and by a crash which as immediately ensued. 
The spring of liis carriage was broken. The carriage fell 
over, but Vivian sustained no injury ; and while Essper George 
rode forward to the village for assistance, his master helped the 
postilion to extricate the horses and secure them on the opposite 
bonk. They had done all that was in their power some time 
before Essper returned ; and Vivian, who had seated himself on 
some tangled beech-roots, was prevented growing impatient by 
contemplating the enchanting scenery. The postilion, on the con- 
trary, who had travelled this road every day of his life, and wdio 
found no gratification in gazing upon rocks, woods, and waterfalls, 
lit his pipe, and occasionally talked to his horses, So essential an 
attribute of the beautiful, is novelty ! Essper at length nnule his 
appearance, attended by five or six peasants, dressed in holiday 
costume, with some fanciful decorations ; their broad liats wreathed 
with wild flowers, their short brown jackets covered with buttons 
and fringe, and various-coloured ribbons streaming from their knees. 

Well, sir ! the grandson is born the d.iy the grandfather dies ! 
a cloudy morning has ofien a briglit sunset ! and though we are now 
sticking in a diteli, by the aid of St. Florian, we may he soon 
feasting in a castle ! Ooino, my merry men, I did not bi ing you 
here to show your ribbons — the sooner yon help us out of this 
scrape, the sooner y<m will be again dancing with the pretty 
maidens on the green ! Lend a hand ! 

The caleche appeared to be so much sliattered, that tlu‘y only 
ventured to put in one horii||; and Vivian, leaving his carriage in 
charge of Esssper and the postilion, mounted Max, and rode to the 
village, attended by the peasants. He learnt from them, on the 
way, that they were celebrating the marriage of the daughter of 
their Lord, who, liaving been in form ^*d of the accident, had com- 
manded tliera to go immediately to the gentleman’s assistance, and 
then conduct Inm to the castle. 

They crossed the river over a light stone bridge of three arches, 
the koy-stonc of the centre one being decorated with a splendidly- 
sculptured shield. 

“ This bridge apjHjars to be very recently built ?” said Vivian to 
one of his conductors. 

^ It w as opened, sir, for the first time, yesterday, to admit the 
bridegroom of iny young lady, and the foundation-stone was laid 
on ^e day she was born.'' 

^ I see that your good Lord was determined that it should be a 
Bolid structui'c.’* 

Why, sir, it was necessary that the foundation should be strong, 
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Itecause three succeeding winters it was washed away by the rtish 
of ttiat mountain-torrent. — Turn this way, if you please, shv 
through the village.*' 

Vivian was much struck by the appearance of the little settle- 
ment, as he rode through it. It did not consist of more than fifty 
houses, but they were all detached, and eiush beautifully-embowered 
in trees. The end of the village came upon a lai-ge rising green, 
leading up to the only accessible side of the castle. It presented 
a most animated scene, being covered with various groups, all in- 
tent upon difierent rustic amusements. An immense pole, the 
stem of a gigantic lir-tree, was fixed nearly in the centre of the 
green, and crowned with a chaplet — the reward of the most active 
young* man of the village, whose agility might enable him to dis- 
play his gallantry, by presenting it to his mistress ; she being al- 
lowed to wear it during the remainder of the sports. The middle- 
aged men were proving their strength by raising weights ; while 
the elders of the village joined in the calmer and more scientific 
diversion of skittles, wJiich, in Au&tria, are played with bowls and 
pins of very great size. Others were dancing; others sitting 
under tents, chattering or taking refreshments. Some were walk- 
ing in pairs, anticipating the speedy celebration of a wedding-day 
— liappier to tliein, if less gay to others. Even the tenderest in- 
fants, on this festive day, seemed coascious of some unusual c^iuse 
of excitement ; and many an urchin, throwing himself forward in 
a vain attempt to catch an elder brother or a laughing sister, tried 
the strength of his leading-strings, and rolled over, crowing in the 
soft grass. 

At the end of the green a splendid tent was erected, with a 
large white briiliil ting w'aviijg from its top, embroidered in gold, 
with a true-lover’s knot. From this pavilion came forth, to wel- 
come the strangers, thelinrdot the village. He was a tall but thin 
bending figure, with a tkaiii berovolent countenance, and a quan- 
tity of long white hair. This venerable person cordhilly of- 
fered his hand to Vivian, regretted his accident, but expressed 
much pleasure that he had come to partake of their ha|)j>iness. 
“Yesterday,’' continued he, -“was my daughter's wedding-day, 
and both myself and our bumble friends are endeavouring to for- 
get, in this festive scene, our approaching loss and separation. If 
you had conic yesterday, you would have assisted at the opening of 
my new bridge. Pr*iy, what do you think of it ? But 1 will show 
it to you myself, which 1 assure you will give me great pleasure : 
at present, let me introduce you to my family, who will be quite 
ha| 3 py to see you. It is a pity thiit you have missed the RegaXta ; 
my daughter is just going to reward the successful candidate: you 
see the bo^s upon the lake ; the oue with the white and purple 
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stminer was tha conqueror. Ton will bave the pleasure; ioo, 
of seeing mj son^in^law: 1 am sore you will like him— > he quite 
Jenjoys our sports. We shall have a i%te champStre to-morrow^ 
and a dance on the green to-night.^^ 

The old gentleman paused for want of breath, and having stood 
a moment to recover himself, he introdnced his new guests tp the 
inmates of the tent; first, his maiden sister, a softened fac-simile 
of himself; behind her stood his beautiful and blushing daughter, 
the youthful bride, wearing on her head a coronal of white roses, 
and supported by three bride’s-maids, the only relief to whose 
ffliowy dresses were large bouquets on their left side. The bride- 
groom was at first shaded by the curtain ; but, as he came for- 
ward, Vivian started when he recognised his Heidelburg friend, 
Eugene von Konigstein! 

Their mutual delight and astonishment were so great, that for 
an instant neither of them could speak ; but when the old man 
learnt from his son-in-law, that the stranger was his most valued 
and intimate friend, and one to whom he was under great personal 
obligations, he absolutely declared that he would have the wed- 
ding — to witness which, appeared to him the height of human 
felicity— solemnised over again. The bride blushed, the bride’s- 
maids tittered ; the joy was universal. 

Vivian inquired after the Baron. He learnt from Eugene that 
he had quitted Europe about a month, having sailed as Minister to 
one of the New American States. “ My uncle,” continued the 
young man, “ was neither well nor in spirits before his departure : 
I cannot understand why he plagues himself so about politics; 
however, I trust he will like his new appointment : you found him, 
I am sure, a delightful companion ?” 

•‘Come! you two young gentlemen,” said the father-in-law, 
••put off your chat till the evening. The business of the day 
stops; for I see the procession coming forward to receive the 
Regatta prize. Now, my dear ! where is lihe scarf? You know 
what to say ? Remember, I particularly wish to do honour to the 
victor ! The sight of all these happy faces makes me feel quite 
young again. I declare 1 think I shall live a hundred years !” 

The procession advanced. First came a band of young children 
strewing flowers ; then followed four stout boys carrying a large 
purple and white banner. The victor, proudly preceding the other 
candidates, strutted forward, with his hat on one side, a light 
scull decorated with purple and white ribbons in his right hand, 
and his left arm round his wife’s waist. The wife, a beautiful 
young woman, to whom were clinging two fat flaxen-headed chil- 
dren, was the most interesting figure in the procession. Her tight 
dark boddice set off her round full figure, and her short red petti- 
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coat ^spIayedW ^ngy foot aiid ancle. Her neatly 
plaited hair was partly concealed by a silk cap, covered with 
spangled gauze, flattened rather at the top, and finished at the bade 
of the head with a large bow* His costly head«gear, the highest 
fashion of her class, was prei^nted to the wearer by the bride, 
and was destined to be kept for festivals* After the victor and 
his wife, came six girls and six boys, at the side of whom walked 
a very bustling personage in bla&, who seemed extremely in- 
terested about the decorum of the procession. A long train of 
villagers succeeded. 

**Well!” said the old Lord to Vivian, ^*this must be a very 
gratifying sight to you ! how fortmiatc that your carriage broke 
down just at my castle ! I think my dear girl is acquitting herself 
admirably. Ah ! Eugene is a happy fellow ; and I have no doubt 
that she will be happy too. The young sailor receives his honours 
very properly : they are as nice a family as I know. Observe, 
they are moving off now to make way for the pretty girls and boys. 
That person m black is our Abbe — as benevolent, worthy a creature 
as ever lived ! and very clever too : you will see in a minute. Now 
they are going to give us a little bridal chorus, after the old 
fashion ; and it is all the Abbe’s doing. I understand that there 
is an elegant allusion to my new bridge in it, which I think will 
please you. Who ever thought that bridge would be opened for 
my girl’s wedding? Well! I am glad that it was not finished 
before. But we must be silent! You will notice that part 
about the bridge ; it is in the fifth verse I am told ; beginning 
with something about Hymen, and ending with something about 
roses.'’ 

By this time the procession had formed a semicircle before the 
tent ; the Abbe standing in the middle, with a paper in his hand, 
and dividing the two bands of choristers. He gave a signal with 
his cane, and the girls commenced : — 

Chorus of Maidens. 

Honrs fly: it is Morn; hg.has left the bed of love! She fol- 
lows him with a strained eye, when liis figure is no longer seen; 
she leans her licfid upon her arm. She is faithful to him, as the 
lake to the mountain ! 


Chorus of Youths, 

Hours fly! it is Noon; fierce is the restless sun! While he 
labours, he thinks of her! while he controls others, he will obey 
her ! A strong man subdued by love is like a vineyard silvered by 
the moon!. •• 
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Chorus of Youths and Maidens. 

Hoars fly! it is Ere; tlie soft star lights him to his home; she 
meets him as his shadow falls on the threshold! she smiles, and 
their child, stretching forth its tender hands from its mother's 
bosom, struggles to lisp "Father!" 

Chorus* of Maidens. 

Years glide ! it is Youth : they sit within a secret bower. Purity 
is in her raptured eyes — Faith in his warm embrace. He must fly ! 
He kisses bis farewell : the fresh tears are on her cheek I He has 
gathered a lily with the dew upon its leaves ! 

Chorus of Youths. 

Years glide! it is Manhood. He is in the fierce Camp: he is in 
the deceitful Court. He must mingle sometimes with others, that 
he may be always with her ! In the false world, sh^is to him like 
a green olive among rocks ! 

Chorus of Youths and Maidens. 

Years glide! it is Old Age. They sit beneath a branching elm. 
As the muon rises on the sunset green, their children dance before 
them ! Her hand is in his — they look upon their children, and then 
upon each other ! 

" The fellow has some fiincy,” said the old Lord, but given, 1 
think, to conceits. I did not exactly catch the pas age about the 
bridge, but I have no doubt it was all right/' 

Vivian was now invited to the pavilion, where refreshments were 
prepared Here our hero was introduced to many other guests, 
relations of the family, who were oniifc visit at the castle, and who 
had been on the lake at the moment of his arrival. 

" This gentleman,” said the old Lord, poiiiLiug to Vivian, is 
my son’s friend, and 1 am quite sure that you are all deiiglited to 
see him. He arrived here accidentally — his carriage having for- 
tunately broken down in passing one of the streams. All those 
rivulets should have bridges built over them! 1 could look at my 
new bridge for ever. I often ask myself, ‘Now how can such a 
piece of masonry ever be destroyed?’ It seems quite impossible; 
does not it? Wc all know that everything has an end; and yel, 
whenever I look at that bridge, 1 often think that it can only end, 
when all things end.” 

In the evening they all waltzed upon the green. The large 
yellow moon had risen ; and a more agreeable sight,* tb^n to wit- 
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neas tiro or three hundred persons so gaily oceup^, and in mAm 
scene, is not easy to imagine. Hott beautiful was the stern old 
castle, softened by the moonlight, the illumined lake, the richly* 
silirered foliage of the woods, and the white brilliant cataract ! 

As the castle was quite full of visitors, its hospitable master 
had lodged Vivian, for the night, at the cottage of one of his 
favourite tenants. Nothing would give greater pleasure to Vivian 
than this circumstance, nor more annoyance to the worthy old 
gentleman. 

The cottage belonged to the victor in the Regatta, who liiinself 
conducted the visitor to his dwelling. Vivian did not press Ess- 
per’s leaving the revellers, so great an acquisition did he seem to 
their sports ! Teaching them a thousand new games, aifd playing 
all manner of antics ; but perhaps none of his powers surprised 
them more, than the extraordinary facility and freedom with which 
he had acquired, and used, all their names. The cottager’s pretty 
wife had gone home an hour befoi c her husband, to put her two 
fair-liaired childi*en to bed, and prepare her guest’s accommodation 
for the night. Nothing could be more romantic and lovely than 
the situation of the cottage. It stood just on the gentle slope of 
the mountain’s base, not a hundred yards from the lower waterfall. 
It was in the middle of a p.atch of highly-cultivated ground, which 
bore creditable evidence to tlie industry of its proprietor. Fruit 
trees, Turkey corn, vines, ami flax, flourished in luxuriance. The 
dwelling itself >vas covered v/itli myrtle and arbutus, and the tail 
lemon-]>lant perfumed the window of the sitting-room. The case- 
ment of Vivian’s chamber o]K?)jcd full on the ft)afinng cataract. 
The (iistiint murmur of the mighty waterfall, the gentle sighing of 
the trees, the soothing influence of the moonlight, and the faint 
sounds occiisionully caught of dying revelry — tlie joyrms exclama- 
tion of some snecessfiil candidate in tlie day’s rrames, the song of 
some returning lover, the plj|^ of an oar in liie lake — all com- 
bined to produce that peusivlroood, in which we find ourselves in- 
voluntarily reviewing tlie history of our life. 

As Vivian was musing over the lust harassing months of his 
biirthensorne existence, he could not help feeling that there was 
only one person in tlie world on wliom his incim)ry could dwell 
witii .solace and .satisfaction ; and this person was Lady Madeleine 
Trevor! 

It was true that with lier he had ]mssed .some agonising hours ; 
but he could not foi*gct the angelic resignation with whicli her 
own affliction had been borne, and the soothing converse by wdiich 
his had been alleviated. This train of thought was pursued till 
his aching mind sunk into indefinitcncss, lie sat., for some little 
time, almost qiiconscious of existence, till the crying of a child, 
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waked by its Mher’s retarn, brought him back to the present 
scene. His thoughts naturally ran to his friend Eugene. Surely 
this youthful bridegroom might reckon upon happiness! Again 
Lady Madeleine recurred to him. Suddenly he observed a won- 
derful appearance in the sky. The moon was paled in the high 
heavens, and surrounded by luminous rings — almost as vividly 
tinted as the rainbow — spreading and growing fainter, till they 
covered nearly half the firmament. It was a glorious, and almost 
unprecedented halo ! 


CHAPTER IV. 

I'HE sun rose red, the air was thick and hot. Anticipating that 
the day would be very oppressive, Vivian and Essper were on their 
horses* backs at an early hour. Already, however, many of the 
rustic revellers were about, and preparations were commencing for 
the fSte champetre, which this day was to close the wedding festi- 
vities. Many and sad were the looks which Essper George cast 
behind him, at the old castle on the lake. “No good luck can 
come of itl ** said he to his horse; for Vivian did not encourage 
conversation. “ O ! master of mine, when wilt thou know the 
meaning of good quarters ! To leave such a place, and at such a 
time ! Why, Turriparva was nothing to it ! The day before mar- 
riage, and the hour before death, is when a man thinks least of 
his purse, and most of his neighbour. O ! man, man, what art 
thou, that the eye of a girl can make thee so pass all discretion, 
that thou wilt sacrifice for the whim of a moment, good cheer 
cnougli to make thee last an age ! ’* 

Vivian had intended to stop and breakfast, after riding about 
ten miles ; but he had not procee^ half that way, when, from 
the extreme sultriness of the moWng, he found it impossible 
to advance without refreshment. Max, also, to his rider’s sur- 
prise, was much distressed; and, on turning round to his ser- 
vant, Vivian found Essper’s hack panting and puffing, and break- 
ing out, as if, instead of commencing their day’s work, they 
were near reaching their point of destination. 

“ Why, how now, Essper ? One would think that we had been 
riding all night. Wliat ails the beast ? ” 

** In trutl), sir, that which ails its rider ; the poor dumb brute 
has more sense than some who have the gift of speech. Who ever 
heard of a horse leaving good quarters without much regretting the 
indiscretion ? ” 

“ The closeness of the air is so oppressive, that I do not wonder 
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at even Max being distressed. Perhaps when the sun is higher^ 
and has cleared away the vapours, it may be more endurable : as 
it is, I think we had better stop at once, and breakfast here. This 
wood is as inviting as, I trust, are the contents of your basket! ** 

St. Florian devour them ! said Essper, in a very pious voice, 
if I agree not with you, sir ; and as for the basket, although wo 
have left the land of milk and honey, by the blessing of our Block 
Lady ! I have that within it, w’hich would put courage in tlie heart 
of a caught mouse. Although we may not breaktast on bride- 
cake and beccaheos, yet is a neat's tongue better than a fox’s 
tail ; and I have ever held a bottle of Rhenish to be superior to 
rain-water, even though the element be filtered through a. gutter. 
Nor, by All Saints ! have I forgotten a bottle of Kerchen Wasser, 
from the Black Forest ; nor a keg of Lantzic brandy, a glass of 
which, when travelling at night, I am ever accustomed to take 
after my prayers ; for I liave always observed, that though devo- 
tion doth sufficiently warm np the soul, the body all the time is 
rather the colder for stopping under a tree to tell its beads." 

The travellers, accordingly, led their horses a few yards into 
the wood, and soon met, as they had cxj^cted, with a small green 
glade. — It was surrounded, except at the slight opening by which 
they had entered it, with fine Spanish chestnut trees ; wdiicli now, 
loaded with their large brown fruit, rich and ripe, clustered in the 
starry foliage, afforded a retreat as beautiful to the eye, as its 
shade was grateful to their senses. Vivian dismounted, and 
stretching out his legs, leant back against the trunk of a tree : 
and Essper, having fastened Max and liis own horse to some 
branches, proceeded to display his stores. Vivian wa^4 silent, 
thoughtful, and scarcely tasted anything: Essper George, on the 
contrary, was in unusual and even troublesome spirits ; and had 
not his appetite necessarily produced a few' pauses in his almost 
perpetual rattle, the patience pf his master would have been fairly 
worn out. At length Essper had devoured the whole su])p]y ; and 
as Vivian not only did not encourage his remarks, but even in a 
peremptory niiiiiner had desired his silence, lie was fain to amuse 
himself by trying to catch in. his mouth a large brilliant fly, wliich 
every instant was dancing before him. Two individuals, more sin- 
gularly contrasting in their appearance than the master and the 
servant, could scarcely he conceived; and Vivian lying with his 
back against a tree, with his legs stretched out, his arms folded, 
and his eyes fixed on the ground ; and Essper, though seated, in 
perpetual motion, and shifting his posture wuth feverish restless- 
nc»ss — now looking over his shoulder for the fly, then making an 
unsuccessful bite at it, and then wearied with liis frequent failures, 
amusing himself with acting Punch with his thumbs — altogether 
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presented iwp which might have be^ considered as not inapt 

personifications of the rival systems of Ideality and Materialism. 

At length Esspcr became silent for the sake of variety ; and 
imagining from his master’s example, that there must be some 
sweets in meditation hitherto undiscovered by him, he imitated 
Vivian’s posture ! So perverse is human nature, that the moment 
Vivian was aware that Essper was perfectly silent, he began to feel 
an inclination to converse with him. 

^ Why, Essper!” said he, looking up and smiling, "this is the 
first time during our acquaintance, that I have ever seen thought 
upon your brow. What can now be puzzling your wild brain ?” 

" I was thinking, sir,” said Essper, with a very solemn look, " that 
if there were a deceased field-mouse here, I would moralise on 
death.” 

" What ! turned philosopher ! ” 

" Ay! sir— it appears to me,” said he, taking up a husk whicli 
lay on the turf, " that there is pot a nut-shell in Christendom, 
wliich may not become matter for very grave meditation ! ” 

" Can you expound that ?” 

"Verily, air, the whol? philosophy of life seems to me to consist 
in discovering the kernel. When you see a courtier out of favour, 
or a merchant out of credit — when you see a soldier without pil- 
lage, a sailor without prize money, and a lawyer without papers — a 
bachelor with nephews, and an old maid with nieces — be assured 
the nut is not worth tlie cracking, and send it to the winds, as I do 
this husk at present.” 

" Why, Essper I ” said Vivian laugliing, " considering that you 
have taken your degree so lately, you wear the Doctor’s cap with 
authority ! Instead of being in your noviciate, one would think 
that you had been a philosopher long enough to have outlived 
your system.” 

" Bless you, sir, for philosophy, I sucked it in with my mother’s 
milk. Nature then gave me the hint, which I have ever since 
acted on ; and I hold, that the sum of all learning consists in 
milking Miotlier man’s cow. So much for the recent acquisition 
of my philosophy ! I gained it, you see, sir, with the first wink of 
eye ; and though I lost a great portion of it by sea-sicknoss in 
the Mediterranean, nevertheioss, since I served your Lordship, I 
have resumed my old habits ; and do opine that this vain globe is 
but a large foot-ball, to be kicked and culled about by moody 
philosophers ! ” 

" You must have seen a great deal in your life, Essper,” said 
Vivian. 

" Like all groat travellers,” said Essper, " I have seen more 
than I remember, and remember more than I have seen.” 
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“ Have ypu any objection to go to the l^t again ashed Yimm, 

^ It would require but Kttle persusasion to lead me there.*' 

I would rather go to a place where the religion is easier ; X 
wish, sir, you would take me to England I ** 

" Nay, not there with me— if with others.*' 

*^With you— or with none.** 

" I cannot conceive, Essper, what can induce you to fie up 
your fortunes with- those of such ‘a sad looking personage as 
myself.” 

“ In truth, sir, there is no accounting for tastes. My grand- 
mother loved a brindled cat ! ” 

“ Your grandmother, Essper ! Nothing would amuse me more 
than to be introduced to your family.” 

“ My family, sir, arc nothing more nor less than what all of us 
must be counted — worms of five feet long — mortal angels — the 
world's epitome — heaps of atoms, which Nature has kneaded with 
blood into solid fiesli — ^little worlds of living clay — sparks of heaven 
— inches of earth. — Nature’s quintessence — moving dust — the little 
all — smooth-faced cherubim, in whose souls the King of stars has 
drawn the image of himself I” 

** And how many years has breathed the worm of five feet long, 
that I am now speaking to ? ” 

** Good, my Lord, 1 was no head at calculating from a boy ; 
hut I do remember that I am two days older than one of the 
planets.” 

‘‘Ilow is that?” 

“ There was one born in the sky, sir, the day I was christened, 
with a Turkish crescent.” 

“ Come, Essper,” said Vivian, who was rather interested by the 
conversation; Essper having, until this morning, skilfully avoided 
any discourse upon the .subject of his birth or family, adroitly 
turning the conversation whenever it chanced to approach these 
subjects, and silencing inquiries, if commencod, by some ludicrous 
and evidently fictitious answer, “ Come, Essper,” said Vivian, ” I 
feel by no means in the humour to quit this shady retreat. You 
and I have now known cadi. other long, and gone through much 
together. It is but fiiir tliat 1 should become better afjquffinted 
with one who, to me, is not only a faithful servant, but what is 
more v.alu.ablc, a faithful friend — I might now almost add, my only 
one. What say you to whiling away a passing hour, by giving me 
some sketch of your curious and adventurous life. If there be 
anything that you wish to conceal pass it over ; but no inven- 
tion ; nothing but the truth, if you please — the whole truth, if you 
like.” ^ 

« Why, swQct sir, as for this odd knot of soul and body, which 
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none but the hand of Heaven could have twined, it was first seen, 
1 believe, near the very spot where we are now sitting; for my 
mother, when I saw her first, and last, lived in Bohemia. She 
was an Egyptian, and came herself from the Levant. I lived a 
week, sir, in the Seraglio, when I was at Constantinople, and I saw 
there the brightest women of all countries ; Georgians and Cir- 
cassians, and Poles; in truth, sir, nature’s masterpieces; and yet, 
by the Gods of all nations! t];iere was was not one of them half 
so lovely as the lady who gave me this tongue I ” Here Essper 
exhibited, at full length, the enormous feature which had so much 
enraged the one-eyed serjeant at Frankfort. 

“ When I first remember myself,” he continued, “ I was playing 
with some other gipsy-boys in the midst of a forest. Here was 
our settlement ! It was large and powerful. My mother, proba- 
bly from her beauty, possessed great influence, particularly among 
the men ; and yet I found not among them all, a father. On the 
contrary, every one of my companions had a man whom he re- 
verenced as his parent, and who taught him to steal ; but I was 
called by the whole tribe, the mother-son — and was honest, from 
my first year, out of mere wilfulncss ; at least, if I stoic anything 
it was always from our own people. Many were the quarrels I 
occasioned ; since, presuming on my mother’s love and power, I 
never called mischief a scrape ; but acting just as my fancy took 
me, I left those who suffered by my conduct to apologise for my 
ill-behaviour. Being thus an idle, unprofitable, impudent, and in- 
jurious member of this pure community, they determined one day 
to cast me out from their bosom ; and in spite of my mother’s ex- 
ertions and entreaties, the ungrateful vipers succeeded in their 
purpose. As a compliment to my parent, they allowed me to 
tender my resignation, instead of receiving my expulsion. My 
deal* mother gave me a donkey, a w'allet, and a ducat, a great deal 
of advice about my future conduct, and, what was more interesting 
to me, much information about my birth. 

‘‘ ‘ Sweet child of my womb !* said my mother, pressing me to 
her bosom ; ‘ be proud of thy white bauds and straight nose ! 
Thou gottest them not from me, and thou shalt take them from 
whence they came. Thy father is a llimgariaii rriiicc ; and 
though I w’ould not have parted with thee, had 1 tlioiiglit that thou 
wouldst ever have prospered in our life — even if lie had made thee 
his child of the law, and lord of his castle — still, as thou cans! not 
tarry with us, haste thou to him ! Give him this ring and this lock 
of hair ; tell him, none have seen them but the father, the mother, 
and the child ! lie will look on them, and remember the days that 
are past; and thou shalt.be unto him as a hope for lusty 
years, and a prop for his old age ! ’ 
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“ My mother gave me all necessary directions, which I well 
remembered ; and much more advice, which I directly forgot. 

“ Although tempted, now that I was a free man, to follow my 
own fancy, 1 still was too curious to see what kind of a person 
was my unknown father, to deviate either from ray route, or ihy 
maternal instructions, and in a fortnight’s time I had reached my 
future Principality. , 

“ Tlie Sun sunk behind the proud castle of my princely father ; 
as, trotting slowly along upon my humble beast, with my wallet 
slung at my side, I approached it through his park. A guard, 
consisting of twenty or thirty men in magnificent uniforms, were 

lounging at the portal. I but, sir, sir, what is the meaning of 

this darkness ? I always made a vow to anyself that I never 
would tell my history. Ah ! what ails me?” 

A large eagle fell dead at their feet. 

“ Protect me, master ! ” screamed Essper, seizing Vivian by the 
shoulder, what is coming ? I cannot stand — the earth seems to 
tremble ! Is it the wind that roars and rages? or is it ten thousand 
camion blowing this globe to atoms 

‘'It is — it must be the wind I” said Vivian, agitated. “We 
ai’c not safe under these trees: look to the iKirses! . 

will,” said Essper, “ if I can stand. Out of the forest ! 
Ah; look at Max!” 

Vivian turned, and beheld his spirited horse raised on his hind 
legs, and dasliing his fore feet against the trunk of a tree to 
wliicli they hud tied him. ’Jlie terrified and furious creature was 
struggling to disengage hini>elf, and would probably Imve sus- 
tained, or inflicted, some terrible injury, had not the wdnd 
suddenly hushed. Covered with foam, he stood panting, while 
Vivian patted and encouraged him. Essper’s less spirited beast 
liad, from tlic first, crouclied upon the earth, covered with sweat, 
his limbs quivering, and his tongue hanging out. 

“Master!” said Essper, “what shall we do? la there any 
chance of getting back to the castle ? 1 am sure our very lives 

arc in danger. 8ee that tremendous cloud ! It looks like eternal 
night ! Wliithcr shall wc go — what shall we do ? ” 

“ Make for the castle ! ” said Vivian, mounting. 

They had just got into the road w^en another terrific gust of 
wind nearly took them off their horses, and blinded them with 
the clouds of sand which it drove out of the crevices of the 
mountains. 

Th^ looked round on every side, and Hope gave way before 
the sderi^of desolation. Immense branches were shivered from 
the lariat trees ; small ones were entirely stripped of their leaves ; 
the long grass' was bowed to the earth ; the waters were whirled in 
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Gddies out of tlie litUe rivulets ; birds deserting tbeir nests to 
seelL shelter in the crevices of the rocks, unable to stem Uie 
driving air, flapped their wings, and fell upon the earth: the 
frightened anim^ in the plain, almost suffocated by the im- 
petuosity of the wind, ^ught safety, and found destruction : 
some of the largest trees were tom up by the roots ; the sluices 
of the mountains were fille^, and innumerable torrents ruslied 
down the before«empty galleys. The Heavens now open, and 
lightning and thunder contend with the horrors of the wind t 

In a monjent all was again hushed. Dead silence succeeded 
the bcHow of the thunder— the roar of the wind — the rush of the 
waters — the moaning of the beasts — the screaming of tlie birds! 
Nothing was heard, j»ave the splash of the agitated lake, as it 
beat up against the black rocks which girt it in. 

Master 1 ” again said Essper, “ is this the day of doom ? ” 

** Keep by my side, Essper ; keep close, make the best of this 
ausc : let us hut reach the village ! ” 

Scarcely had Vivian spoken when greater darkness enveloped the 
trembling earth. Again the heavens were rent with lightning, 
which nothing could have quenched hut the descending deluge. 
Cataracts poured, down from the lowering firmament. In an 
instant the horses dashed round ; boast and rider, blinded ^nd 
stifled by the gushing rain, and gasping for breath. Shelter was 
nowhere. The quiveiing beasts reared, and snorted, and sunk 
upon their knees. The horsemen were dismounted. Vivian suc- 
ceeded in hood-winking Max, who was still furious: the other 
horse appeared nearly exhausted. Essper, beside himself with 
terror, could only hang over his neck. 

Another awful calm. 

“Courage, Essper!” said Vivian. “We are still safe: look 
up, man ! the storm cannot last long thus ; and sec ! I am sure 
the clouds are breaking.” 

The heavy mass of vapour which had seemed to threaten the 
earth with instant destruction suddenly parted. The red and 
lurid Sun was visible, but his light and heat were quenched in the 
still impending waters. 

“ Mount, Essper!” said Vivian, “this is our only chance; five 
minutes' good s{)eed will taj^e ns to the village.” 

Encouraged by his master’s example, Essper once more got 
upon his horse; and the panting animals, relieved by the cessation 
df the hurricane, carried them at a fair pace towards the village, 
considering that their road was now impeded by the overfl/>wing 
of the lake. * 

“ Master ! ” said Essper, “ cannot we get out of these >vaters?” 
He had scarcely spoken before. « terriiie burst— a iioia^ they 



VIVIAN GBET. 4«5 

kneyr not what — a rush they could not understand — a vibration' 
which filioqk them on their horses — made them start back, and 
Eigain dismount. Every terror sunk before the appalling* roar 
of the cataract.* It seemed that the mjghty mountain, unable to 
support its weight of waters, shook to the foundation. A lake 
had burst on its summit, and the cataract became a filling Ocean. 
The source of the great deep appeared to be discharging itself 
over the range of njountaius ; the great grey pCitk tottered on its 
foundations! It shook! — it fell! — and buried in its ruins, the 
castle, the village,’ and the bridge ! 

Vivian with starting eyes beheld the whole washed away ; in- 
stinct gave him energy to throw himself on the back of his liorse — 
a hreath — and he had leaped up the nearest liill! Essper Gc(»rge, 
in a state of distraction, was madly laughing ns he climbed to 
the top of a high tree : his horse was carried off in tlie drowning 
waters, which had now reached the road. 

“The desolation is complete!'*' thought Vivian. At this mo- 
ment the wind again rose — the rain again descended — the lu^jivcns 
again opened — tlic lightning again flashed! — An amethystine 
flsy^ hung upon rocks and waters, and through the raging 
elements a yellow fork darted its fatal point at Essper s resting 
place. The tree fell ! Vivian s horse, witli a maddened snort, 
daslied down the hill ; his master, senseless, clung to his neck ; the 
franticj aiiinnil was pa^t all goveriiinent — lie stood upright in the 
air — flung his rider — au.d fell dead! 


Hero leave we V'ivian ! It was my wish to have detailed, in 
the present portion of this work, the singulai* adveiituref wliich 
hefel him in one of the most deliglitful of modern cities — 
liglit-hearted Vienna! But liis history lias expanded under 
my ])en, and I fear that I liave, even now, too much pre- 
sumed upon nil atteiilioii whieli 1 am not entitled to command. 
I am, as yet, but standing without tlie gate of tlie Garden of Ko- 
niance. True it is, that as I gaze iJirough the ivory bars of its 
Golden Portal, I would fain believe tliat, following my roving 
fancy, 1 might arrive at some green retreats hitherto unexplored, 
and loiter among some leafy bowers wdierc none have lingered 
before me. Bfit these expectations may be as vain as those 
dreams of Youth over whicli ail have mourned. The Disappoint- 
ment of Manhood succeeds to the delusion of 'Vouth: let us 
hope that the heritage of Old Age is nut Despair !'; ' 


London: Frintod by Woon^i; 






